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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T Favourable Reception which the Large Volume in Oftavo, 

entitled, ELscaxnT Extracts ix Pokrx, has met with from 
the Public, is a Teftimony of its Uſe and Value, more to be depended va 
than any which could be given by Speculative Opinions prior to tue De- 
cifions of Experieace. 


But coin of the pureſt metal may be ſo large and ponderous as to be- 
come inconvenient for the purpoſes of general circulation. Five Gui- 
nea Pieces are indeed carefully depoſited and preſerved in the Cabinet, 
but are ſeldom produced in the Market or the Exchange. Bulky Vo- 
lumes are very uſeful in the Library, and for conſultation; but cannot 
be adapted to the Pocket, and the hourly Wans of buly and fxnilia 
- Life. 


Under this perſuaſion it ſeemed right to reduce our larger Volume to 
a ſmall Size, adapted to the Convenience and Finances of all: adapted 
to the Uſe of Schools of every Deſcription ; as well thoſe of young 
Ladies as young Gentlemen; as well thoſe in which the Engiiſh only is 
taught, as thoſe which are eſtabliſhed for the Purpoſes of the moſt liberal 


and learned Education. 


As to the Utility of the Study of Poetry at an early age, how mueh 
* how much it contributes to poliſh and refine the Mind, 
2 2 how . 
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how gradually it leads to all other Learning ; this, I hope, is ſufficiently 
evinced in the Preface prefixed at firſt to the larger Volume, and now 
ſubjoined to this Introduction. 


That this Erriroxz is well adapted to initiate the young Mind in 
Poetical Studies, may be afferted with confidence, becauſe the larger 
Volume bas been already approved; and the Erirous contains an aſ- 
ſemblage of the moſt beautiful Poems contained in the larger Volume. 


The larger Volume will till continue on Sale, and will be preferred 


by many, as it certainly contains a much larger quantity. It will pro- 
bably be introduced into Families and Libraries, and many of the beft 
Schools, as it has already been honoured with this diſtinction. And the 
Public will, in juſtice to the firſt Promoters of uſeful Defigns, preſerve in 
mind that the large ELEGANT ExTRACTSs, PUBLISHED BY Mr. DiLLY, 
are the genuine and original Publications under that title; the ſucceſs of 
which has lately occaſioned an Imitation of them. 
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GINCE Poetry affords young perſons an innocent pleaſure, a taſte for it, 
under certain limitations, ſhould be indulged. Why ſhould they be forbid- 


den to expatiate, in imagination, over the flowery fields of Arcadia, in Elyſium, 


in the Iſles of the Bleſt, and in the Vale of Tempe? The harmleſs delight which 
they derive from Poetry, is ſurely ſufficient to recommend an attention to it, at 
an age when pleaſure is the chief purſuit, even if the ſweets of it were not 
blended with utility. 


But if pleaſure were the ultimate object of Poetry, there are ſome who, in the 
rigour of auſtere wiſdom, would maintain that the precious days of youth might 
be more advantageouſly employed than in cultivating a taſte for it. To obviate 
their objections, it is neceflary to remind them, that Poetry has ever claimed the 
power of conveying inſtruction in the moſt effectual manner, by the vehicle 
2 | 


There is reaſon to believe that many young perſons of natural genius would 
have given very little attention to learning of any kind, if they had been intro- 
duced to it by books appealing only to their reaſon and judgment, and not totheir 
43 


fancy. 
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fancy. Through the pleaſant paths of Poetry, they have been gradually led to 


the heights of ſcience: they have been allured, on firſt ſetting out, by the 


beauty of the ſcene preſented to them, into a delightful land, flowing with milk 
and honey; where, after having been nouriſhed like the infant from the mo- 
ther's breaſt, they have gradually acquired ſtrength enough to reliſh and digeſt 
the ſolideſt food of philoſophy. 


This opinion ſeems to be confirmed by actual experience; for the greateſt .* 


men, in every liberal and honourable profeſſion, have given their early years to 
the charms of Poctry. Many of the moſt illuſtrious worthies in the church 
and in the tate, were allured to the land of learning by the Song of the Muſe; 
and they would perhaps have never entered it, if their preceptors kad forbidden 


them to lend an ear. Of ſo much confequence is Poetry to tie general ad- 
vancement of learning. 


And as to morals, © Poetry,” in the words of Sir Philip Sydney, © doth not 
4 only ſhew the way, but giveth ſo ſweet a proſpect of the way, as will entice 
« any man to enter into it; nay, the Poet doth, as if your journey ſhould be 
© through a fair vineyard, at the very firſt give you a cluſter of grapes, that, 
full of that taſte, you may long to paſs farther. He beginneth not with ob- 
* ſcure definitions, but he cometh to you with words ſet in delightful propor- 
* tion, either accompanied with, or prepared for, the well-enchanting {kill of 
* muſfic;—and with a tale;—he cometh unto you with a tale, which holdeth 


* children from play, and old men from the chimney-corner. Even thoſe hard- 


* hearted evil men, who think virtue a ſchool-name, and deſpiſe the auſtere 
* admonitions of the philoſopher, and feel not the inward reaſons they ſtand 
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upon, yet will be contented to be delighted; which is all the good fellow 
- « Poet ſeems to promiſe; and ſo ſteal to ſee the form of goodneſs; which ſeen, 
| & they cannot but love, ere themſelves be aware, as if they took a medicine of 
& cherries,” 


Thus Poetry, by the gentle, yet certain method of allurement, leads both to 
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learning and to virtue. I conclude, therefore, that, under a few ſelf-evident 
reſtrictĩons, it is properly addreſſed to all young minds, in the courſe of a liberal 
education. 
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N 
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It muſt be confeſſed, at the ſame time, that many ſenſible men, both in the 
world and in the ſchools of philoſophy, have objected to it. They have thought 
that a taſte for it interfered with an attention to what they call the MAIN. 
CHANCE. I bar poet ever fined for ſheriff ? ſays Oldham. I is ſeldom ſeen that 
any one diſcovers mines of gold and filver in Parnaſſus, ſays Mr. Locke, Such 
ideas have predominated in the exchange and in the warehouſe; and while 
they continue to be confined to thoſe places, may perhaps, in ſome inſtances, be 


t 
; 
1 advantageous, But they ought not to operate on the mind of the gentleman, 
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or the man of a liberal profeſſion; and indeed there is no good reaſon to be 
given why the mercantile claſſes, at leaſt of the higher order, ſhould not amuſe 
their leiſure with any pleaſures of polite literature. 


That ſome object to the ſtudy of Poetry as a part of education, is not to be 
wondered at, when it is conſidered that many, from want of natural ſenſibility, 
or from long habits of inattention to every thing but ſordid intereſt, are totally 
uafurniſhed with faculties for the perception of poetical beauty. But ſhall we 
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deny the cowſlip and violet their vivid colour and ſweet fragrance, becauſe the 
quadruped who feeds in the meadow, tramples over them without perceiving 


either their hues or their odours? Againſt the oppoſers of Poetry, the taſte of 
mankind, from China to Peru, powerfully militates. 


Young minds have commonly a taſte for Poetry. Unſeduced by the love of 
money, and unhacknied in the ways of vice, they are indeed delighted with na- 
ture and fact, though unembelliſhed; becauſe all objects with them have the 
grace of novelty : but they are tranſported with the charms of Poetry, where 
the ſunſhine of fancy diffuſes over every mang Gs Ting: ghoſt, Bo rich colour- 
ing, of beautiful imagery and language. Nature” (to cite Sir Philip Sydney 

again) * never ſet forth the earth in fo rich tapeſtry as diverſe poets have done, 
tc neither with ſo pleaſant rivers, fruitful trees, ſweet-ſmelling flowers, nor 
«© whatſoever may make the earth more lovely.—The world is a brazex world 
ny —the poers only deliver a GOLDEN; which whoever diflike, the faul: is in their 

4 judgment, quite out of taſte, and nw in the ſweet food nn 
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It will be reality acknowledged, that ideas and precepts of all kinds, whether 
of morality or ſcience, make a deeper impreſſion when inculcated by the viva- 
city, the painting, the melody of poetical language. And what is thus deeply 
impreſſed will alſo long remain; for metre and rhyme naturally catch hold of the 
memory, as the tendrils of the vine cling round the branches of the elm. 


Old Orpheus and Linus are recorded in fable to have drawn the minds of 
favage men to knowledge, and to have poliſhed human nature, by Poetry. And 
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are not children in the ftate of nature? And is it not probable that Poetry 


may be the beſt inſtrument to operate on them, as it was found to be on nations 
in the ſavage ſtate? Since, according to the mythological wiſdom of the an- 
cients, Amphion moved ſtones, and Orpheus brutes, by muſic and verſe, is it 
not reaſonable to believe, that minds which are dull, and even brutally inſenſible, 
may be penetrated, ſharpened, ſoftened, and irradiated, by the warm influence 
of fine Poetry ? 


But it is really ſuperfluous to expatiate cither on the delight or the utility of 
Poetry. The ſubject has been exhauſted ; and, whatever a few men of little 
taſte and feeling, or of minds entirely fordid and fecular, may object, ſuch are 
the charms of the Goddeſs, ſuch her powerful influence over the heart of man, 
that ſhe will never want voluntary votaries at her ſhrine. The Author of Na- 
ture has kindly implanted in man a love of Poetry, to ſolace him under the 
labours and ſorrows of life. A great part of the Scriptures is poetry and verſe. 
The wiſe fon of Sirach enumerates, among the moſt honourable of mankind, 
SUCH AS FOUND OUT MUSICAL TUNES, AND RECITED VERSES IN WRITING, 


With reſpe& to this Compilation, the principal ſubject of this Preface (but 
from which I have been ſeduced into a digreſſion, by giving my fuffrage in fa- 
vour of an art I love)—if I ſhould be aſked what are its pretenhons, I muſt 
freely anſwer, that it profeſſes nothing more than (what is evident at firſt 
fight) to be a larger Collection of Engliſh Verſe, rox THE USE or SCHOOLS, 
than has ever yet been publiſhed ix one voLume. The original intention 
was to comprize in it a great number and variety of ſuch pieces as were 
already in uſe in ſchools, or which ſeemed proper for the uſe of hem; ſuch a 
As number 
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number and variety as might furniſh ſomething ſatisſactory to every taſte, and Y cv 
ſerve as a little Poetical Library for ſchool- boys, precluding the inconvenience J Ec 
and expence of a multitude of volumes. 3 th 


Such was the defign of the Publication. The Editor can claim no praiſe 


fc 
beyond that of the deſign. The praiſe of ingenuity is all due to the Poets 10 
whoſe works have ſupplied the materials. What merit can there be in di- 2 


recting a famous and popular paſſage to be inſerted from Shakſpeare, Milton, 
Pope, Gray, and many others of leſs fame, indeed, but in great eſteem, and of f 
allowed genius ? Their own luſtre pointed them out, like ſtars of the firſt mag- 


nitude in the heavens. There was no occafion for fingular acuteneſs of viſion, , 
or of optical glaſſes, to diſcover a brightneſs which obtruded itfelf on the eye. ; 
The beſt pieces are uſually the mot popular. They are loudly recommended { 
by the voice of Fame, and indced have been already ſelected in a variety of 1 
volumes of preceding collections. To confeſs an humiliating truth, in mak- { 


ing a Book likethis, the hand of the artiſan is more employed than the head of 
the writer. Utility and innocent entertainment are the fole defigns of the 
Editor; and if they are accompliſhed, he is i2tisfied, and cheerfully falls back 
into the ſhade of obſcurity. He is confident that the Book cannot but be 
uſeful and entertaining; but he is, at the ſame time, ſo little inclined to boaſt 
of his work, that he is ready to confeſs, that almoſt any man, willing to incur 


a conſiderable expence, and undergo a little oY might have furniſhed as 
good a collection. 
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As wile will for ever didee, fome may with where them bn ke alla ties 
ſome favourite, yet obſcure poet, and ſome alſo from their own works; but 
it was the bufineſs of the Editor of a {chool-bock like this, not to inſert ſcarce and 


curious 


* 
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nd curious works, ſuch as pleaſe virtuoſo readers, chiefly from their rarity, but to 
ce collect ſuch as were publicly known, and univerſally celebrated. The more known, 
the more celebrated, the better they were adapted to this Collection; which is 
not deſigned, like the leſſons of ſome dancing-maſters, for grown gent/emen, but 
for yaung learners only; and it will readily occur to every one, that what is old 
— to men and women, may be, and for the moſt part muſt be, Ew] to” boys and 
li- f} girls receiving their education. Private judgment, in a work like this, muſt often 
give way to public. Some things are inferted in this Volume, entirely in 
ſubmiſſive deference to public opinion; which when general and long con- 
tinued, is the leaſt fallible teſt of merit in the fine arts, and particularly in 
Poetry. Whatever was found in previous collections, which experience had 
pronounced proper for Schools, has been freely taken and admitted : the 
ſtamp of experience gave it currency. The freedom of horrowing, it is 
hoped, will be pardoned, as the collectors, with whom it has been uſed, firſt 
ſet the example of it. 


It is unneceſſary, and perhaps might be deemed impertinent, to point out 
* the mode of uſing the Collection to the beſt advantage. It is evident that it 
may be uſed in ſchools, either in recitation, tranſcription, the exerciſe of the 
memory, or in imitation, It furniſhes an abundance of models; which are 
the beſt means of exciting genius. Such Aris of Poetry as thoſe of Gildon, 
Bysſhe, Newbery, and their imitators, effect but little in the dry method of 
technical precept ; and the young Poet, like the Scuiptor, will improve moſt 
by working after a model. It is evident that this Collection may be uſefully 
read at ExcLtsn Scnoors, in the claſſes, juſt as the Latin and Greek authors 
are read at the grammar-ſchoo's, by explaining every thing grammaticallę, 
nt hiſtorically, 
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hiſtorically, metrically, and critically ; and then giving a portion to be 
learned by memory. The Book, it is hoped, will be particularly agreeable 
and uſeful in the private fludies of the amiable young ſtudnt, whoſe firſt love is 


the love of the Muſe, and who courts her in his ſummer's walk, and his 
winter's ſolitude. 


In the latter part many little pieces are admitted, mere luſus poetici, chiefly 
for the diverſion of the ſtudent. They are, it muſt be confeſſed, no more than of 
flowrets at the bottom of Parnaſſus; but it is hoped, that their admiſſion will! 
be approved, as they may gradually lead the fcholar to aſcend higher up the hill, 
who might have been deterred from approaching it if he had fecn nothing in 
the firſt proſpect but the ſublime, the folemn, and the ſombrous. 


The reader will have no cauſe to complain, if, inſtead of Extrafts, he often 
finds whole poem inſerted. This has been done whenever it ſeemed confiſtent 
with the deſign, and could be done without injuſtice. In this matter, the opinion 
of thoſe who muſt be ſuppoſed beft qualified to give it, was aſked, and followed. 
The wiſh was to take nothing but what ſeemed to lie on the common, relin- 
quiſhed or neglected by the lord of the manor, 


Though the Book is divided into Four Parts, yet the formality of regular 
and ſyſtematical arrangement of the component pieces, has not been ſtrictly 
obſerved. Such compilations as theſe have not unfrequently been called 
garlands and noſegays: but in a garland or noſegay, who would place the 
tulips, the lilies, the pinks, and the roſes in ſeparate compartments ? In this 
artificial diſpoſition, their beauty and fragrance would be leſs pleaſing than if 

th they 
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they were careleſsly mingled with all the caſe and wildneſs of natural variety. 
I hope the analogy will hold ; if not, I muſt throw myſelf in this, as I do in 
all other circumſtances of this publication, upon my readers indulgence. I 
expect not praiſe; but I confide in receiving pardon. 


Perhaps the reader will be the more inclined to extend it towards me, if I do 
not weary kim with apologies. I will then conclude my Preface with the ideas 
of Montaigne :—* I have here only mad: a noſegay of culled flowers, and have 
** brought nothing of my m but the thread that ties them.” 


CONTEN T Ss. 


BOOK 1. 


SACRED AND MORAL 


DDRESS to the Deity — Thomjon 1 
Univerfal Prayer — P I 
yma on Gratitude — — A 2 
Providence — ib. 3 
from tth Pfſalm — 8 
Hymn — — M... Rewe 7 
Hymn — —_ — ib. 4 
ſrom 1 — Ogilvy 
Hyman m— — SS ; 
_ — Anon. 
Night Piece on Den — Parneili 6 
Metiiak, a Sacred Eclogue — Pope 7 
Elegy written in a Country Church-yard Gray 8 
Hymn to Content — — To 
To Witdom — — 16, 11 
Death _ — Porteus 1t 
— to — — Mi;. G_ I5 
the Death of Lady Coventry Nauen 17 
The Choice of Hercules, &. Louth 18 
Addrefs to the Nu — _ 22 
Time — 10. 22 
Reflect ont on Man — ih, 22 
22 


Life aud Eternity — — ib. 


Page 


— Ye 23 

Death — — 1 23 
Life — _ ib. 24 
Man — — ib. 24 
Religion — 16. 25 
| Rollins —— — i a 
Pidtute of a Good Man — i6. 26 

| Sleep — ib. 27 
on, W and Diſeaſe — ib. 27 
Inconfiftency of Man — — i6. 28 
Vanicy — — — ib. 28 

| Paternal Love — — ib. 28 
Conſcience — — 16 29 
| Old Age _— = i6 29 
Sclt- Love — 16, 29 
Cummunion with Paſt Hours — i6. 29 
Caaſc ience — _ ib. 29 
Bli6 — — — 10. 30 
Frieudſhip ib. 30 
Wiidom, Friendfhip, a and Happineſs | ib. 30 
Frieud!hip is. 31 
Happineſs ib, 38 

| SS of , «»..& 3t 


Difloluti 


] 


| 
q 


PPP FFB 


Hl 
| 


of Narcifa, ke. — 


and Philoſopher 
» Tyger, and Traveller 
her, the Nuric, and Fairy 
gle and Aſſembly of Animals 
er and Plutus — — 
acock, the Turkey, and Gooſe 
onkey who had ſcen the World 
in and Needle — 
without a Beard 
Maſt itts —e— — 
s Wife and the Raven 


Tz 


Pre 
As; 


Pe 


S 


5 


: 


Lion, the Fox, and the Geeſe — 
Lady and the Waſp 
Bull and the Maſtiff 


The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 
The 


8 


838888888883 28 8217128288388 28322 


The Old Woman and her Cats  — 


85 


An 


CONTENT S. 


The and Snail 
The Scold and Parrot 
The Cur and Maſtitf — 
The Pertian, the Sun, and the Cloud 
1 —— 

© 
The Univ tal Apparition 
| The Two Owls and the Sparrow 
—ʒ — 

- Mow ill 

The Nightingale and Glow- Worn 
The Female Seducers cms 
The Youth and the Philoſopher 
The Fire- ſide — — 
Pleaſure — 
Hymn on the Seaſons 


SPY 


bite bead 


The Benedicite paraphraſed Merrick 
The Ignorance of Man is, 
The Nunc Dimitris — — 16. 
The Trials of Virtze — — is. 

| Ode to Melancholy _— Carter 
Wirten in a Thunder Storm — ib. 
Thes f Angels os Wa 
Song o above — atts 
Happy Frailty — — ibs 

| The God of Thunder — ib. 
On Eternity — _ *Cibbous 


1 


IIS TNS a8 288 


oe e sees! Serre sg 


CONTENT S. 


BOOK II. 


DIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, NARRATIVE, 
AND PATHETIC. 


INDSOR Foreſt — 3 97 4 Epille to Earl Dorſet 


The Chriftian to his Soul 215. 103 onody to the Memory of a Young L Shaw 146 
"x ib, 103 — 4 _ to a page ib. 150 
Elegy 1 the Memory of an Unfortunate Lady 103 arcifla _y_ 15e 
The — Cet 108 | Elcgy, in Imitation ef Tins — © 
The Deſerted Propagat oe Cn tn Gag 
Inſcription in a Ow dee jor Fug _—— — = 16. n52 
Monody, &c. rt in praiſe w ' tbe 1 
Ode to On Dometiic Happineſs, &c. — 16. - 
The Hamlet On the Employment WOES CG 


The Poſt cumcs in, &c. 


Ode. 

—— Sent to A Fragment — — 

— — On Ode to Evening $583 

On a Diſtant Ejitolary Verics to George Colman, Eſq, Lloyd 125 

Ode to Adverſity | ib. | Ode to A. Onſlow, Eſq. 

A Prayer | | Epiſile to a Young Gonkmes, Sz. Roberts = 

The Fairy's Hymn to Contevtment — — 162 
The T Detcription ol a Poet 

Ode to Great Cities allowed their due Praife * 16g 


| Want of Diicipline in the Engliſh Univerſities 


wr 

Ad Amicos — 1 

Happy the Poke of the Man whom (Grace 
makes free, &c. 2 


That Philoſophy which fops Se . 


reproved 2 
Rural Soonds as well as Sights delightful ih. 170 
| The Weariomencſs of what is called a Life of 

Pleaſure iS. 271 
| Snciciend Review of cur Trige to France ib, 1711 
| 


SEE BEOEITTIEEEI ICED TSS 2g gnnn 12884 


170 


Page 
Imitations of Horace — Pepe 172 | Deſcription of a Country Apothecary Crabbe 203 
Mac Flecknoe — — Drydin 176 | The Country Life — — Cal 2 9 
Letter to Ld. Halifax _ Hudiſan 179 |} The Spleen — — Green 210 
Alleg ry on Man — Parnei/ 18: The Grotto — ib. 220 
The Boo - Worm = ib. 182 | The Enthuffaft. An Ode — Whiilkhead 223 
Love of Fame the Univerlal Paſſion oy 184 | The Progrefs of Leaming _ Denbam 228 
Love of Fame, Satice II. — 16. 187 The Converfation, A Tale — Pri-r 228 
— Sat. III. — ib. 192 Hyma to Darkneſs — Taiden 229 
Sat. IV. — is, 195 | Of the Characters of Women — Pope 230 
Hyma on Solitude — Than n 199 | Lo the M of Sir Itaac Newton on 234 
An Elegy. — — Maſen 199 | The Pulpit the Engine of Reformation Cowper 236 
The Bard, a — Ode — Gray 2ot | Odeto — — give 237 
Deſcent ot Odin — — + 203 | The Happy Life of a Country Parſon Pepe 238 
The Fatal Siſters — — ibs 204 | The Petit Maitre Clergyman 239 
The Triumphs of Owen = 15. 205 [ Father Francis's Prayer in a — 239 
Ode to Lime, &c. Ogilvie 2c6 | Elegy occatioved by thooting a Blackbird on Va- 
Deſcription of a Pariſh Poor- Houſe Crabbe 208 | lentine's Day _ _ Weſt 229 
BOOK III. 


DRAMATIC, &c. 


XTRACTS from SHAKESPEARE 


| 


| 


; 


| 


. As You Like It — 241 | 
—— Meaſrre for Meaſure — 243 
— The Meichant of Venice — — 
——— The Taming of the Shrew — - 
—— The Tempe — — 

— Coriolauus — — 22 
— Henry IV. Part I. — 282 
— Henry IV. Pant . — 287 
— Henry V. — — 297 
—  Heory VI. — — 295 
— — Heary VIII. — — 299 

| g John — — 304 
—— Antony and Cleopatra — — 309 
Caſar 5 — 310 


— King Lear — — 376 
Macbeth — — 319 
— Othello — — 320 
—— Richard III. — — 321 
Romeo and Juliet — 322 
— Timon of Athens — — 325 
DETACHED SCENES. 
From Addiſon's Cato — 326 
Antony and Ventidius — Dryden 328 
Theodofius and Marcian Lee 332 
1 2 Randolph, Lord Randolph, 4 Young 
not known a. the ume ä 
Randolph's Son 334 
Young Norval informs Lord Randolph how he 
acquired Knowledge in War — 33 
Douglas's Soliloquy in the Wood, &c. 0 5 


* 


rer s prefer 


To 


CONTEN TS. 


BOOK IV. 


EPIC AND MISCELLANEOUS 


Song iv the Heireſs — 

A Bacchanaliau Song — 
— Epitaphs, Various 
The Country Parſon's — — — Song, written ar Sea, che gas ><: 
The Happy Fire-fide — — ment — 
The Life — — 396 | Songs, Paſtorals, &c. — 
An Invitation into the — 396 | Jemmy Dauſon — 
Iavitation to the Feathered Race 397 | Seng for the Hay-makers — 


Addreſs to a Nightingale — — Humphrey Gubbin's 
neee The Defpairing Lover — 
Mr. Cumberland — 397 | An Old Ballad — 
Oa Goldſmith's CharaRteriſtical Cookery Garrick 398 | Kate of Aberdeen — 
4 — and Mercury: 2 Fable — ib. 398 | Delia : a Paſtoral == 
Lamentation ot — 


376 — for the Lots | Various from 426 — 434 
319 of Gr:ldrig — Gay 398 The Old Man's Wiſh — 
320 The Old Cheeſe — n 399 | Time's Aheratioa — 
321 The Pilerims and the Peas — Peter Pindar 402 | The Vicar of Bray — 
322 2 | Sy nar and Razor-ſcller 2 4 ao ap 2 G. A. Stevens 4 
ei ſtewing Veal — a 2 eptune's Ragin — 
37s — — — Goldſmith on Various ſhurt 4 "uy — 
On Echo and Silence — Brydgzes 4 The Thief and Cordelier — — 
328 To Cynthia _ — Peter Pindar 4&7 | Captain Death — _ | 
329 In Imitation af Spenſer ib. 48] The Sea-fight in 16932 — 
To the Memory of Mrs. Tickell | In Com liment to Mis. Walloga 
335 Tue Three Vernons The Miller's Wedding 
The — B Horſe to » his Maſter Dramatic Sor gs — 
To The Friar of Orders Gray ** 
334 TY The Poet and Spider — — — Sula — = 5 
Arious — 
. SONGS, BALLADS, &c. Nancy of the Vale 5 


Harpalus and Phillida — — 1 1 the Memory of Shenſtone 
Gammer Gurtou's Needle — — | — — 4 


"AT 
Page 
Love — 

lad Of the Children in the Wand 48. 
=: 

ä 
Willow, Willow, — a 21 
Barbara Allen's Crueky — 482 
The Frolicſome Duke — — 3 
1 — — es; 
—— wen Ballad hs 
Gentle River. From the Spaniſh — 

Alcanzor and Zayda : a. Mooriſh Tale. Imi- 
tated from the Spaniſh — 6. 489 


CONTEN TS. 


— 


ae e e! 
Izmworth — — 


: 
| 
; 
f 


21377 $3 888 I 


a 


EI 


®'31  ” fVO T 7? | * 


4 | FF 25% 2/%. — % ** + T JT 
| T H E 1 ti 


PO. 


** 07 $65:.5; if 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS ABRIDGED 


- 
— — — —— 888 


113771 BY 88 1 


HOOK. iner 


51. Ar Addreſs 10 the Deity. Tuomson. 
ATHER of light and life! Thou 6009 
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ATHER of all? in ev'ry age, 
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Yer gave me, in this dark-eftate 
To ſee che: good from ill; * 


r 
What conſcience dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do, 
This teach me more than hell to ſhun; 

That more than beay'n purtue. - 
What bleffings thy free hounty gives 

Let me not caſt away; 
For God is paid when man 
T'enjoy is to obey. 


* 
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Thou know'ft if beſt beftow'd or not; Thy 

And let thy will be dene. 11 

To Thee, whoſe temple is all T Tho 
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One chorus let all being raiſe? 'Thy 

All nature's incenſe rife ! The 

| Wu 

$ 3- D on Gratitade. Appisowx. And 
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Tranſported the view, Fm loſt 5 

In wonder, love, and praiſe. 

O how ſhall words with equal warmth T* 

That s within my raviſh'd heart? The 

thou cant read it there. Tur 
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Yet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh's ſenſe 

Each crezture, everywhere around, 

Diſplays thy excellence 


The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 
When in the Eaſt its beams revive, 
To gild the fields of air. 


The f 
Of e 
In balmy whi own, from Thee 
| 6 
2 


The finging birds, the winds, 
And waters murm'ring fall, 

To praiſe che. tirit Almighty Cauſe, 
With diffrent voices call. 

Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 
And al I filent be? 

No; rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing Thee ! 


— 


T* didſt, O mighty God! exiſt 
; Ere tune began its race; 
Betore the ample element 
Fill'd up the void of ſpace : 


x 
* * 


Before the pond'rous carthly globe | 


In fluid air was ftay'd; 
Before the occan's mizhty ſprings 
Their liquid ſtores diſplay'd: 
Ere through the gloom of ancient night 
The fireaks of light appear'd ; 
Before the high celettial arch 
Or ſtarry poles were rear'd: 


Before the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuneful round begun; 

Beforc the ſhining roads of heav'n 
Were meafur'd by the fun: 


Ere thro” the empyrean courts 
One hallcJujah rung; 
Or to their harps the {ons of light 
Extatic authems ſung : 
Ere men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or praise thy wondrous name; 
Fhy bliſs, O ſacred Spring of life 
Thy glory was the ſame. 
And when the pillars of the world 
Vith ſudden ruin break, 
And all tus vaſt and goodiy frame 
| Sink: ww te mighty wreck 


> 
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| | Their ancient courſe forfake ; 
For eve; permanent and fix'd, 


J—_ 


Th'aftoniſh'd ſua roll back, 
And all rhe trembliog Carry lamps 


From agitation tree, 
Uuchang'd in everlatting years, 
; Shall they exiſtence be. 


$ 8. Hymn, from Pm 148th. Oct vrt. 


hey BFG. my foui, tlic ted lay ! 


Let each cnraptur*d mought b 
And praiſe dv .2oighty's 3 
Lo! heaven and carth, and ſeas and ſkies, 
In one meladious concert riſe, 
To ſxell ch'inſpiring theme. 
Ye ſiclds of light, celeſtial plains, 
V here gay tranſporting beauty reigns, 
Ye ſcenes divincly fair ! 


Your Maker's wond”rous | war's proclaim ; 
1 


Tell how he form'd your ſhining frame, 
And brrath'd the fluid air. 

' Ye angel, catch the thrilling found ! 

 Vhile all tladoring thrones around 

| His boundleſs mercy ſing: 

; Tet er'rx ii ning faint above 

Wake ail the tuncfuf foul of love, 

| And touch the fweeteft ſtring, 


Join, vc loud fpheres, the vocal chair: 

Thon dueling orb of liquid fire, 

| The mighty chorus aid: 

Son Trey ev mn gilds the plain, 

| Thou moon protract the melting ſtrain, 

Aut praiſe him 1a the ſhade. 

| Thou heav'n of heav'ns, his vaſt abode, 

+ Ye clouds, prociiiny your forming God, 
V ho call yon worlds from night . 

Ye thades, dupel!“ - thEternal fad ! 

once th'involving darkneſa fled, 
And nature ſprung to light! 


＋ * 


| 


Boox I. 
 'W hen from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 
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Whate er a blooming world contains, 
That wings the air, that ſkims the plains, 
United praiſe beſtow : - 
Ye dragons ſound his awful name 
To heav'n aloud ! and roar acclaim 
Ye ſwelling deeps below. 
Let ev'ry element rejoice : 
Ye thunders, burſt with awful voice 
To him who bids you roll; 
His praiſe in ſofter notes declure, 
Each whiſpering breeze of yielding air, 
And breathe it to the fou!. 
To him, ve graceful cedars, bow ; 
Ye tow'ring mountains, bending low, 
Your great Creator own ; 
Tell when airighted nature ſhook, 
How Sinai kindled at his look, 
And trembled at his frown. 


Ye flocks that haunt the humble vale, 

Ye mſects fluttering on the gale, 
In mutual concourſe riſe: 

Crop the gav roſes vermeil bloom, 

And waft its ſpoils, a ſweet perfume, 
In incenſe to the ſkies. 

Wake all ye mounting tribes, and fing ; 

Ye plumy warblers of the ſpring, 
Harmonious anthems raiſe 

To him who ſhap'd vour finer mould, 

Who tipp'd your g'irrering wings with gold, 
| turn'd your voice to praiſc. 


Let man, by nobler paſſons ſway d. 

The feeling heart, the judging head, 
Is heav'nly pra ſe employ; 

Spread his tremendous name arou 

Till heav'n's broad arch rings back the ſound, 
The gen'ral burſt of ſoy. 


Ye whom the charms of zrandcur 
Nurs'd on the downy lap of ceaſe, >. 


Fall profirate at his throne ; 
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Ye princes, rulers,-all adore; © 
Praife him, ye kings, who make your 
An image of his own. 


Ye fair by nature, form'd to more, 
O praiſe th\cternal Source of love, 
Wuth youth's enlivening fire: 
Let age take up the tuneful lay. 
Siyh his blefs'd name then foar away, 
And alk an angel's lyre. 
$ 9. Hun. Axe. 
pow are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord: 
How fure is their defence ! 
Eternal Wiſdom is their guide; 
Ther help Ounipateuce. 
In foreign realms and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 
Through burning climes I paſs'd unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. 
Thy mercy fweeten'd every foil, 
Made every region plcafe ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 
And ſmouth'd the Tyrrhene tcas. 
Think, O my foul, devoutly think, 
How with affrighted eyes 
Thou faw'f the wide extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe ! 
Confulion dwelt in ev'ry face, 
wi And fear in ev'ry heart, 
When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 
O'ercame the pilot's art. 


o @ * 
* 


Vet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 


Thy mercy fer me free ; 
While in the confidence of pray'r 
My foul took hold on thee. 
For tho” in dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not flow to hear, 
mw unpotent to fave 
3 | 
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No more I waſte 
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pillars fell with ſculpeur'd ftoncs, 


Frag. 
: * 
: 
1 


2 8 
Affe 


As men who lony in priſon dwell, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Whene'er their ſuff ring years arc run, 
Spring forth to greet the glittering ſun; 


bones ; f 


ylvan ſhades; 
thiAonian maids, 
Delight no more. — O Thou my voice infpire, 
Who touch'd Haiah's lips with fire ! 
Rapt into future times, the bard begun: 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ? 
From Jeffc's root behold a brauch ariſe, 
Whole lacred our with fragrance fills the ſkies: 
| Thicthereal fpirit oer its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove. 
Ye heav'ns! from high the dewy neftar 
And in ft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! 
| The ſick and weak the healing plant hall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhare ; 


All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail, 
Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale ; 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And whitce-rob'd Innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
| Swift fly the years, and rife th expected morn! 

O ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born ! 

See nature haſtes her earlieſt wreathes to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring; 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 

See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Sar on riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ? 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely defart cheers; 
P the way ! a God, a Gad appears ! 
A a God ! the vocal hills reply: 


— Hi At ee A... DA St. 4 


The rocks proclaim th appruaching D-ity. 
34 WP Lo, 


is , THE PORTICAL EprTolt, 
Lo, earth'receiyes him from the | | 


in'd, ye cedars, homage 8 

ye rocks; — rapid floods, BS wat 

Sa viou comes! by ancient Bards foretold; 
Hear hi ye deaf) aud, all ye blind, behold! 
He from blms ſha)l purge the viſual ray, 
And on the fighticls ev4»ball pour the day : 
Tu he ho peths of found ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th'unfolding ear; 

. The dumb ſhall ting, the lame his crutch 

And Jeap exulting like the bounding roc. 
Nofigh, no murmur, the wide wor ſhall hear ; 
From ev'ry face he wipes off cr 

In adamagtine chains ſhal 


pherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 

* ring ſheep direfts, 
By day olerſees them, and bv night protects: 


from his hand, and in his boſom warms ; 


ol 
* 
* 
- 
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unperial Salem riſe ! 
and lift thy eyes! bs... 
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ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, And feeds 
'Fhe promis'd Father of the future age. See heav'n its 
No more ſliali nation againſt nation riſe, And break upon thee in a flood of day. 
1 . No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the 
Nor fields with gleaming ſtrel be cover d o'er, | Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn; 
The brazen trumpets kindle no more But loſt, diſſolv d in thy fu 
But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bead, One tide of — 
And the broad faulchion in a thare end. 
Then ſhall rife; the jovful ſon 
Shall 6nith what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, | 
And the fame hand that fow'd ſhall reap the field. | 
The fwain in barren deſarts, with ſurpriae, | 
OW * tudden verdure riſe; 3 am w 
ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds, to hear | 13. » written in a Country Church- 
New falls of water — in his car. | ard. Gar. 
On ritted rocks, the dragons late abodes, "PHE curfew tolls the knell of day 
N 2 1 ing herd winds ſlow ly o'er the lea, 
| = „oncr pe 'd wy wman ard plods his weary way, 
The fpiry and ſhapely box adorn ; | pe (une war rpg wr pe Ae 
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Now 
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Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, 
And all the air a folemn ftilinefs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds ; 
Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled row'r, 
The owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as, wand"ring near her ſecret bow, 
Moleft her ancient, ſolitary reign. 
Beneath thoſe ruggedelms, that y<w-tree's thade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, ſheap, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet flecp. 


The breezy call of inceaſe-brearhing morn, ¶ thed, 
The ſwallow, twitt' ring from the ſtraw · built 

The cock's orill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more thall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hcarth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
Nor c run to hip their fire's return, 
Or climb his Knees the envied kits to thare. 
Oft did the har veſt to their tick'e yield; 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glei bus broke; 
How jocund did they drive their tcains aticld ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy 
firoke ! 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful til, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obfcure ; 

Nor gandeur hear with a ditdainful ſmile 

—— — 


Phe boaſt of hcraldry x 
_——— . 


I eber gave, 
Await, alike, th'ineritable hour; 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
Wer you py gran —— — 4 
If mem ry oer ies raiſe, | 
— dre ++ we ont ent] 
fwells the note of praiſe. 
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Can Honourꝰs voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſouthe the dull cold car of death | 
Perhaps, in this negleCfted ſpot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire: 
Hands that the rod of empire might have fway'd, 
Or wak'# wo early the living byre. 

But Knowledge to their her ample page, 

Rich with the ſpoils of of Time „did 24 
Chill Penury — their noble rage. 

And froze the genial current of the foul. 
Full many a gem, of pureſt ray ſerene, 

The dark unfathom'd caves 3 
Full many a flow'r is born to bluſh unſcen, 

And waſte its ſwertneſs on the deſart air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſo breaſt 
The little tyrant of his fields wirhftuod ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt ; ; 


Some Cromwell guiltleſs of has country's blood. 


Th'applauſe of lining ſenates to 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 
To fcatrer pwr 4 o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſtory in a nation's eyes, 
Their lot forbade : nor circumſcrib'd alone ¶ fin'd ; 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes con- 


Forbade to wade through flaughterto a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ſtruggling pangs of couſcious truth to hide, 
To queach the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, 

Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 

Wich incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's ignoble ſtrife 

Their ſober wiſhes ne. er learn d to Hray 3 
the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 

Thy bays — mner of thein way, 


Yer ev'n theſe bones from infule to 

Some frail memorial ſtill erefted nigh, 
lets fculprure 
2 ſish. { deck'd 
Their 


For who, to dumb forgerfulnets a prey, 
This pleaſi g anxious being e er . 
Left the v arm precincts of the cherrful dav, 
Nor caſt one longing, ling'ring, look behind ? 
On ſo e fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops thc el ſing eye re@lwes: 
Ev'n from the tomb the vorce f nature cries 3 
Ev'n in our aſhes live ther wonted fires. 
For thee, who, mindful of th*unhonour'd dead, 
Daſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If, chance, by lone:v Contemplation led, 
Some kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate: 
Haply fome hoary-headed fwain v 
2 — — \ 
Bruſhing, with haſty ſteps, the dews away, 
To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 
There pipiies ef quack nadiing banged. 
That writhes its — 
His liſtlefs length at no»:1-t:de would he 
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 
Hard by von waod, now ſimiling, as in ſcore, 
Mutr'ning his way ward fancies, he would rove; 
Now «roopmg, woeful wan, like one foriorn, 
Or craz'd with care, o crofs'd in hopelets love. 
One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom's hill, 
Along the heath, and near his fav*rite tree : 
Another came; nor yet befide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, not at the wood was he. 


The nent. with Ge, in fad array, Fhaenc, 
Slow thro” the path we faw him 
and read (for canſt ccad) che lay 


os the ſlone beneath yon aged rhom.” 


THE EPITAPE. 
Here reſts his head upon the lap of earth, 


A yourh to Fortune and to unknown, 
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Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 


— 45 lenkt: 
neben Mawr all had, = 4 [a friend. 


No farther ſeeks his merit to difclote, 


 Boox 


And Melancholy wark'd him for her own. 
was his bounty, and his foul hocere ; 


gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all be with'd) 


S 
There in trembling hope repoſe 
The boſom of his Father and his God. 
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Health, tro“ uhoſe calm boſom glide To the ſtreams that ſtill ang flow 
The temp'rate in even tide, the verdant meadow flow. 
That wire! v cb or flow; N Here mv foul ane · v thal! frame, 
S And Patie tire, thy tiſter meek, And, his mercy to 
* I Pretencs hor nid, unvarying cheek When through 
friend To cet che offer'd blow. Teach my fteps 
He influ-ncc taught the Phrygian | Though tt 
A ty ratet maſter's wanton rage ge | bag 
Vin ſettled fmiles to meet : ah 
Inu: d to toil and bitter bread, While : 
He b. d his weck fabmitreat bead, By thy 
und kifs's thy fainted fect. | This m 
But :hou, oh Nymph retir'd and cy — 
In what brown doſt thou joy Thou 
To tell thy tender tale Thou 
T he lowlieſt children of the 1 Fill'd 
Nlofs-rofe and violet bloffom For th 


| 


$ x6. Death, Dr. PoxTEUs, Bp. of London. 
RIEND ts the wretch whom friend 
| F : every 


leave to thote 
This folemn : 
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In unſubſtantial majeſty enthron'd. 

At his ght hand. neareſt him ſelf in place 
And fig tfutneſs of form, his parent Sin 
With {ata! induſtrv and cruel care 

Buties he'trlf in pointing all his ſtings, 

And tipping every ſhaft with venom drawn 
From her 1afernal ſtore around him, rang'd 


In terrible array. and mixture ſt 

Of uncouth — ſtaud his dread Miniſters, 

Foremoſt Old Age, his natural alla 

And firmeſt friend : next him di I 

A motly train; Fever, with cheek of fire; 

— gr 5 Palfv, half warm with life, 
a clay-clod | ; joint-tort'ring Gour, 

And 2 — Convulſion wild! 

pwoln Dropſv; pauting Aſthma; Apoplex 


In darkneſs and the Sickneſs that deſtroys 
At broad noon-day. Theſe, and a thouſand more, 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, when 
ByHceaven's command Deathwaves his ebon wand, 
Suddin ruth forth to execute his purpoſe, 
And ſcatter de ſolatian o'er the carth. 
III-fated man, for whom ſuch various forms 
Ot mis'ry want, and mark their future prey 
Ah! why, all- righteous Father, didſt thou make 
This creature, Man > why wake th'inconſcious 
To life and wicrchedncls? O better far [duſt 
Still had hc ſlept in uncreated night, 
this the let of Being! Was it for this 
y Breath divine kindled within his breaſt 
The vital fame ? For this was thy fair image 
on has foul in cdlik c lineaments ? 
For this dominion giy n him aviolute 
er all thy works, only that he might rei 
he in woe? From the bleſt ſource of Good 
Could Paia and Death proceed? Could ſuch foul ills 
Fall from fair Mercy's hands? Far be the thought, 
The impiousrhopght | God never made a creature 
Bar what was zood. He made a Giving Soul; 
The wretched Mar tel was the work of Man. 


Forth um vis Maker's hands be vg to life, | 


2 ey 


Full-gorg'd. ' There too the Peftilence that 1 
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Book 1 


Freſh with immortal bloom; no pain he knew, 
No frar of change, no check to his deſires, ¶ ſtood 
Save one command : that one command, which 
Twixt him and Death, the teſt of his obedience, 
Urg'd on by wanton curiohty, 
He broke. There in one moment was undone 
The faireſt of God's works. The ſame rath hand, 
That pluck'd in evil hour the fatal fruit, 
Unharr'd the gates of Hell, and ler looſe Sin 
And Death, and all the family of Paia, 
To prey on Mankind. Young Nature faw 
The monſtrouscrew, and ſhook thro'all her frame. 
Then fled her new-born luftre, then began 
Heaven's cheerful face to lowr, then vapours 
choak'd | 
The troubled air, and form'd a veil of clouds 
To hide the willing Sun. The earth, convuls'd 
With painful throes, threw forth a þriftlv crop 
Of thoras and briars! and Infcct, Bird, and Beaſt, 
That wont before with admiration fond 
To gaze at Man, and fearleſo crowd around him, 
Now fled before his face, ſhun ng in hafte 
Th'infection of his miferv. He alone, 
Who juſtly might, thꝰoffeuded Lord of Man, 
Turn'd not away his ſace; he, full of pity, 
is urtermoſt diftrefs 
His beſt lov'd work. That comfort ſtill remain'd 
(Thar beft, that greateſt comfort in affliction) 
The countenance of God; and thro? the gloom 
Shot forth ſome kindly gleams, to cheer and warm 
Th oſſenderꝰsſinking foul. Hope ſent from Hcav'n, 
Uprais'd his droopin head, and fhew'd afar 
A happier ſcene of things ; the Promis'd Seed 
Trampling upon the Serpent's humbled creft ; 
Death of his fting diſarm d; and the dark grave, 
Made pervious to the realms of endleſs day, 
No more the limit but the gate of life. [ ground. 
Cheer'd with the view, Man went to till the 
From whence he roſe; ſentenc'd indeed to toil 
As to a puniſhment, yet (even in wrath, 
So merciful is Hea'zn) this toil became... 
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Book J. 
Of many a live hour, and ſureſt guard 

int Diſeaſe and Death, tho denounc'd, 
as yet a diſtant ill, by feeble arm 

Of Ave, his ſole ſupport, led ſlowlv on. 

Not tlien, as fince, the ſhort-liv'd ſons of men 
Flock d to his realms in countleſs multitu- les; 
Scarce in the courſe of twice ſive hundred years 
One ſolitary ghoſt went ſhix ring down 


| 


{ 


RG. A 


To his un ſhore. In fober fate, 

Through the ſequeſter d vale of rural life, 

The tenor of his way; Labour prepar'd 

His ſimple fare, and Temp'rance ruPd his board. 

He tunk to ſudden reft; gentle and pure 

As breath of evening Zephyr, and as ſweet, 

Alert and vigorous as He, to run [ ſtrength, 

His deſtin'd courſe. — Thus nerv'd with = 

Of ages rolling harmleſs o'er his head. 

At life's meridian point arriv'd, he ſtood, 

With nations from his lions; full-well content 

To leave his race thus fcarter'd oꝰer the earth, 

He bent his gradual way, till full of years 

He dropp'd like mellow fruit into his grave. 

So calm was iife, ſo impotent was Death! 

O had he but preterv'd rhefe tew remains, 

Snatch'd by the hand of Heav*nfrom thefad wreck | 

Of innocence primeval, ſtill had he liv'd 
mortal, vet not ty — oe let 

With h in every ſhape ! he, impati 

Ta be completely wretched, haſtes to fill up 

Brought Death into the world; and Man himſelf 

Gave kcennefs to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 


The venerable Patriarch guilclefs held 
Tir'd with his daily toil, at early eve 
Were all his flumhers; with the Sun he roſe, 
He ſtemm'd the ide of time, and food the 
And looking round, faw all the vallies fill'd 
Along the gentle ilope of life's decline 

Such m the infancy of time was Man; 
The thatter'd- fragments of loſt happineſs, 
In ruin great; tho' fall'n, yet not forlorn; 
The meaſure of his woes. Twas mau him ſelf 
And multiply'd deſtruction on mankind, 
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Firſt Envy, eldeſt-born of Hell, embrued 
Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 
To make a Death which Nature never made, 
And God abhorr'd; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 

With joy Ambition faw, and foon unprov'd 
The execrable deed. "Twas not enough 

By tubtle fraud to ſnatch a ſingle lite: 

Puny impiety ! whole Kingdoms fell 

To tate the luſt of power: more horrid ſtill, 
The fouleſt ſtain and feandal of our nature 
Pecame its boaſt. One Murder made a Villain, 
Millions a Hero. Princes were privileg'd 

To kill; and numbers ſanctify'd the crime. 
Ah! why will Kings forget that they are Men? 
And Men that they are brethren? Why delight 
In human facrifice > Why burſt the ties 

Of Nature, that thould knit their fouls together 
In one foft ond of amity and love ? 
Vet ſtill they breathe deſtruction, ſtill go on 
Inhumanly ingenious to find out 

New pains for lite, new terrors for the grave, 
Artificers of Death ! Still Monarchs dream 
Of univerfal empire growing up | 
From univerſal ruin. Blaſt the defign, 

Great God of Hoſts, nor let thy creatures fall 
Unpiticd victims at Ambition's ſhriae ! 

Yer fay, mould Tyrants learn at laſt to feel, 
And the loud din of hattle ceaſe to bray ; 
Should dove-ey'd Peace o'er all the earth extend 
Her olive branch, and give the world 
Would Death be foil'd? Would and 

ſtrength. and youth 
Defy his power? Has he no arts in ſtore, 
No other ſhafts, fave thoſe of war? Alas! 
Ex'n in the ſmile of Peace, that ſmilewhich ſheds. 
A heav'nly ſunſhine o'er the foul, there baſks 
That ſerpent Luxury. War its thouſand: flays, 
Peace its ten thouſands. In th'embatticd plain 
| Tho' Death exults, and claps his raven wings, 


, 


* 


— 


| Yer reigns he not ev'u there lo abſolute, 4 
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to mercileſs, as in von de ſcene; 
Ot r::1tnight revel and ru: nu tuous mirth. 
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ere in th ntoxrating draught conceal'd, 
Or couch'd bencath the g 'ance of la leſs Love, 
He ſnares the tim pic court, whonought fuſpecting, 
Means to de blefi— ut find himielf undone. 
Down the ſmootl i ſtream — firiph 
— Kr, 


Gay as the morn; 


Hope fwells his fails, and — — — his courſe. 


Safe glides his little bark along the ſhore 


Where virtuc takes her ſtand; but if tao far 


He launches forth bevond diſcretion" s mark, 
Sudden the tempeſt ſcow la, the far; es roar, 


Not bis fair dar, and plunge him 1 in the deep. 


© fad bur ſure miſchance ! © happicr far 


To he like gallant Howe *midft Indian wilds 


A breathleſs corte, cut off by far age hands 


y to Vice, Intemp'rance, and Diſcaſe. 
et die ev*n thus, thus rather perith ftill, 


Ye Sons of Pleafure, by th Almighty ftrick'n, 


Rules ir everent, 1 uncall'd, 


ſhim 


» | 


1 
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Death win he comes, not wantonly invite 


All nature lends her aid. Each element 


Sometimes, allſermspeace, 
Wakes the grim whirtwind, andwith rude embrace 


Into his Maker's 
With inſolent diſdain his r 7 _M 

Live then, while Heav'n in pity * 
And think it all too ſhort to waſh 


By penitential tears and decp — 
The ſcarlet of thy crimes. So ſhalt thou find 


Reſt o thy foul, fo unappall'd thelt meer 


His ling' ring ſtroke. Be it thy fole concern 
Wirth innocence to live, with patience wait 

Thr appointed hour; t foonthat hour will come, 
Tho' Nature run her churſe. But Nature's Gud, 
If need require, by thoulaud various wars, 
Without thy aid, can ſhorten that ſhorr ſpan, 
And quench the lamp of life. Ou hen he comes 
Rous'd by the cr of wickednel: extreme 

To Hcavn afcend:r — from fome guilty land, 
Now ripe for vengeanc-. + len he comes array d 
In all the terrors of Ali Aty wrath, 

Forth from his boſom pluck !::: ling'ring arm, 
And en the mifcreants pours Fane * down, 
Who can abide his coming ? Who can bear 
His hole diſpleaſure * In no common form 
Death then appears, but ſtarting into fize 
Enormous. meaſures with gigantic ſtride 
Th'aſtoniſh'd earth, and from his looks throws 
Unutterable horror and difmay. 


Arms in his cauſe. fly the doors of heav'n ; 
The fountains of rhe their barriers break ; 
Above, below, the rival torrents | 


| And drown Creation ; or in of fire 


werbende or in the deep 
world; fl e 

deeply pon ke wn or hes unwept 

On ſome fad deſart ſhore ! Ar dead of a; 
In fullen filence ſtalks forth Peſtilence: 
cloſe behind, taints all her ſteps 
W 
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No found is heard, but foon her ſecret path 
„ heaps on heaps 
Promiſcuous drop. zend, no refuge, near 
All, all is falſe and treacherous around; , 
All that they touch, or taſte, or breathe, is Death. 

But ah! what means that ruinous roar? why fail 
Theſe tottꝰ ring feet * Earth to its center feels 
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| | Wake all her hopes, and animate her faith, 


, | And on the wing of Extaf 


| Diſdain not Thou to ſfinooth the reſtleſs bed 
Of lickuefs and of pain. Forgive the tear 


That feeble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 


Till my rapt Soul, anticipating Heav'n, | 
Burſts from the thraldom of incumb'riag clay, 


ne, 


Springs into Liberty, and ‚ * 
$ 17. Oue to Wiſdom. Miß CaR TER. 
H E ſolitary bird of night 8 
1 3 
Thro' the pale ſhades now w bis flight, 
| n 
Where, thelter'd from the blaze of day, 
In philoſophic gloom be lay, 
Beneath his wy bow's. 


R 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 

| And fighing gales repeat: 
Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 

At Wiſdom's awful feat. 


She loves the cool, the filent eve, 
Where no falſe ſhows of life deceive, 


nt... AM 


Benea 
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Beneath the lunar ray: 
Here Folly drops cach vain diſeuiſe, 
Nor ſports her gaily-colour'd dyes, 
As in the glare of dav. 
O Pallas ! queen of cr'ry art, 


6 lads the ſenſe, or mends the heart,” 


Bleſt fource of purcr ;ovs; 
In ev'ry form of beauty bright, 
That caprivates the mental fight 
With pleaſure and ſurpriic; 
To thy unſpotted Girine I bow, 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt tuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild deſires: 
But, taught by thy unerring rules, 
To thun the fruitlets with of fools, 
To nobler views aſpires. 
Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume, 
Kor Cytherea's fading bloom, 
Be objects of my pray'r: 
Ler 8 vanity, and pride, 
"Theſe glitt'ring cavy'd toys, divide 
The dull nw 45 of — 
To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral _ . 
By ftudious thought refin's : 
For wealth, the ſmiles of glad content; 
. Forpow'r, its ampleſt, extent, 
An empire o'er my mind. 


When Fortune drops her gay parade, 


When Pleaſure's tranfient roſes fade, 
And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang'd is thy immortal pri 
Thy ever - verdant laurels ri 
In undecaying bloom. 


— A 


Tus breath inſpires 


* 
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From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ftrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 
In thy retreat I reſt; 
Puſu: ther to tity peaceful groves, 
Where Plato's facred fpirit roves, 
In all thy graces dreit. 


He bid; Ilyſſus“ tuneful ſtream H 
Convey the philotophic theme 

Of perfect, fair, and good: 
Attcmive Athens cauyirt the found, 
And all her lift'ning tons around 

In awful ſilenec ſtood. 


Reclana'd, her wild licentious youth 
Conteſt the potent voice of truth, 
And felt its juſt controul : 
The paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 
And virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms 
O'er all their ſenſes ſtole. 
a the poet's ſong, 
The patriot's free unbias'd tongue, 
The hero's gen'rous ſtrife: 
Thine are retirement's filent joys, 
And all the ſweet endearing ties 
Of ſtill domeſtic life. 
No more to fabled names confin'd, 
To Thee, SUPREME, ALL-PERTECT 
Mir p, R 
My thoughts direct their flight: 
Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force | 
From thee deriv'd, ing ſource 
Ot intellectual light A 
O ſend her ſure, ber ſteady ray 
To regulate my doubrful way, 
Thro' life's perplexing road 3 
The milts of error to controut! _ 
And thro” its gloom direct my foul 
To happineſs and good | 
The viſtonary ſhadows fx 


CT 


ah 


* OF 6oltv 1 Ge 
e ſees, thro” ew - - "mY 
rat all. bur Virtue's folid joys, 
Fs vanity apd woe. 


13. On the Death of Lady — Maso. 


H E midnight clock has toll'd; and hark 

the bell [ found? 

bed wy bears flow ! TTeard ve the note pro- 
ſes now; and now, with riſing knall, 
"Fine: to the hollow gale its ſullen found. 


es; Coventry is dead. Attend the firain, 
Daughters of Albion! ye that, light as air, 
5o oft have tripp'd in her fantaſtic train, 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair : 


For ſhe was fair beyond you brighteſt bloom 
(This envy owns. fince now her bloom is fled) 

air as the forms that, wove in fancy's loom, 

Float in light viſion round the poet's head. 

c' er with ſoft ſerenity the fmil'd, 

Or caught the orient bluth of quick ſurprize, 

low ſweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 

The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes! 


h look.each motion, wak'd anew-born grace, 
Thar o'cr ber form its tranfient glory caſt : 
pme lovelier wonder foon ufurp'd the place, 
Chac'd by a charm ftill lovelier than the laſt. 


nat bell again! It tells us what the is; 

On what the was, no more the 2 
uxuriant fancy, pauſe ! an hour like 

Demands the tribute of a ferious ſong. 


aria claims it from that ſable bier, [head : 
Where cold and wan the flumb'rer reſts her 
n fill (mall whiſpers to refleftion's ear 


She breathes the folemn dictates of the dead. 


D catch the awful notes, and lift them loud 
Proclaim the theme by fage, by fool rever'd; 
Lear it ye young, ye Vain, ye great, ve proud ! 

is and Nature will be heard. 


* . = 
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f 
hear. 
While, high with heaith, your — 
| E'en in the midſt of plenfure's mad career,[ leapz 
The mental monitor ſhall wake and weep! 


For fay, than Coventry's propitious ſtar 
W hat brighter planet on your births aroſe ? 


Yes; ye ſhall hear, ton 


Or gave of fortune's gifts an amplur ſhare, 
Ia life to laviſh, or by death to lofe? 
Early to loſe ! While borne on buſy wing, 
Ye fip the nectar of cach varying blown; . 
Nor fear while "aſking in the nas of ſprung; 
The wint'r; ſtorm that ſ ecps you to the tomb. 


| Think of her fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 
That led her hence, tho? ſoon, by ſteps fo flow : 

Long at her couch Death took his patient ſtand, 
And menac'd oft, and oft withheld rhe blow: 


| To give reſſection time, with lenient heart, 

| Each fond deluſion from her ſoul to ſteal; 
each he: from folly peaccably to part, : 
And wean her from a world ſhe lov'd fo well. 


Say, are ye ſure his mercy ſhall extend 
To . lo long a ſpan * Alas, ye ſighſ friend, 
Make then, while yet ye mav, your God your 
And learn wich equal lod ner tet; 


Nor think the Muſe, whote ſober voice ve hear, 
Coutracts with bigot frown her ſullen brow ; 

Caſts round religion'sorb the mitts of fear, [ giow. 

Or thades with horrors what with ſmiles ſhould 


No; INT 
Heirs as ve are of Heav' n's eternal day; 

Would bid you boldly to that heav'n 

Not fink in ſlumber in your cells ar ck 


| Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 
In yon cthereal founts of bliſs to lave : 

For then, ſecure in faith's protecting thield 
The ſting : from death, the vict'ry — 

Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye van, f ſteep: 
Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneſs 


| 


oy ban 


— 1 


muſt murder'd myriads lofe their all 


Tu but a ki 


And 
Tf life be all) ; why deſolation lor 
ith famifh'd frown on this aſſrighted ball, 


. " That heut flame the meteurof an hour? 
Go, witer ye, that flutter lite away 
841 ani 2 
Weave the light dance, with feſtive freedom gay, 
_ And live your moment, fince the next ye die! 
Yer know, vain feeptics! know th'Almighty 
Who breath'd on man a portion of his Sire, 
Bade his free foul, by earth nor time cunfin d, 
To heav'n, to immortality aſpire. 
Nor ſhall the pile of hope his mercy rear'd, 
5 
y, by all or wiſh d or fear d, 
Shall be by all or ſuffer'd or enjoy d! 
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8 19. The Choice From the Greek of 
= SA 7 2 
2 New had the fon of Jove, mature amin 0 
The joyful prime; when youth, elate and gar, Plecafi 
Steps inc fe, an follows unreſrain'd | he Maje! 
> Bu 
In the ind, at i 
| ney he rn fl 22 
Or hap! y virtue's o uing bud [ roat ; All f 
| By juſt degrees: fair bloom of faireſt fruit Li 
For if on yourh's untainted thought im 
| The gen'rous purpoſe ſtill ſhall warm the manly 
| breaſt. 
| 


þ Here virtue's rough aſcent, there plcafure*sflow'ry 


| with the purſu'd 

—— 4 part accont ſtray d 

Far in a lonely vale, with ſolitude | 
Conver ſiug; while intent his mind 

T de dubious path of life : before him lay [way. 


| Much did the view divide his wav'ring mind: 


Nau glow'd his breaſt with gen ' vous thirſt 
| Now love ofeaſc tofafterthoughts inclin'd { fame; 
| His yielding foul, 'dthe riſing flame: 
When, Io! off rwo forms he ſpics; 


Direct to him their ſteps ſeem to bear; 
Both lane and ll exceting human Sac : 
Both, human bea ty, fair. 
| Graceful, yet each with diff vent grace they move; 
This ftriking ſacred awe; that, :ofter winninglove. 
| The firſt in native 'd; 


dignit, ſurpaſs 
| Artlcfs and unadorn'd ſhe pleas'd the more; 
Health o'er her looks a genuine luſtre caſt; 


A veſt more white thin new fall'n now 


Auguſt the trod, ct modeſt was her air, wy 


: . 
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the bow'r,cool fountain, ſhady grovez 
Freſh flow'rs to ftrew thy couch, and crown 
: = 1 
hous Joy ſhall attend thy ſteps, and caſe 
et Fheſe will I freely, conftanely ſupply, | 
anly Pr a CES ing want 
Nor th 
be * 
ing 
K — —  * 
: 
VAay. . "the * 
— —UüUäé—ũ—̃— 
|: | 
ſt of 
Une; 
une: 
cs; 
* 5 
Embach 
dei Rough is of 
3 Hercul 
Leave 4 ith manly tone, thy birth of heav'nly race, 
ke tender age that loy'd Inftruftion's voice, 
is'd thee icnt, brave, and wiſe: 
Then When ſhould confirm glorious 
All Now expeCtation waits to fee thee rife. { choice; 
| 
Ea a ad... 


- 


FO ee Ae dtths — — 
* 


- 
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Thy bigh deſcent from heaven, — and dare be 
r 


The ſteep aſcent muſt be with toil fabdu'd ; | 
Waching and cares muſt win the lofty prizc 
Peropos d by Heav'n ; true blifs and real good. 

Honour rewards the brave and bold alone; 
She ſpurns the timorous, indolent, and baſe : 
wy —_ * | nan ſtern before — throne, 
| toJore commands) the ſacred : 
Who ſeeks her muſt the — coſt ak 
And * price of fame — labour, and care, 


pain. 
Would'it thou engage the gods peculiar carc ? 
O Rercuics, th'unmortal pow'rs adore ! 
- With a pure heart, with ſacrifice, and pray'r 
Attend their alrars, and their aid implore. 


Or, would'ſt thou gain thy country*sloud applauſe, | 


Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 
Be thou the bold aſſerter of her cauſe ; 

Her voice in council, in the fight her ſword : 
In in war, purſue thy country's good: 
For her bare thy bold breaſt, and pour thy genc- 


rous blood. 
Would'ftthout>quel! the proud and lift th'oppreſt 
ſtrength excel? 


In arts of waf and matchleſs 
Firſt conquer thou thyſelf: to eaſe, to reſt, 
To each foft thought of pleaſure bid farewell. 
The night alternate, due to ſweet repoſe, 
In watches waſte ; in painful march, the day: 
- Congeal — the rigorous winter's ſnows, 
Scorch'@ by the ſummerꝰ's thirſt- inflaming ray; 
Thy harden'd limbs ſhall boaſt fuperior might : 
Vigour ſhall brace thine arm reſiſtleſs inthe fight.” 
* Hear' thou what monſters then thou muſt en- 
gage ? [prove,” 
(Abrupr, fays Sloth) “ ill fit thy tender age 
Tumult and wars; fit age for joy and love. 
gentle youth, to me, to love and joy 


Tun, 


; 


| 


| 
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Tun, 


| 


| Fitter abode ! on earth alike diſgrac'd; 


Boo I. 


To theſe I lead: no monſters here ſhall ſtay 
Thine eaſy courtc ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
I lead to bliſs a nearer, ſmoother way: 
Short is my way, fair, cafy, ſmooth, and plain: 
gentle vouth — with me eternal pleaſure» 
reign! ” 
« What pleaſures, vainmiſtakenwretch art thine 
(Virtue with ſcornreplied) Ho ſlecpꝰſt in caſe 
Inſenſate; whole foft limbs the toil decline 
That ſcaſons bliſs, and makes enjoyment pleaſe: 
Draining the copious bowl ere thirſt require: 
Fcaſting ere hunger to the fraft invite; 
Whoſe taftelefs joys anticipate deſire, 
Whom luxury ſupplics with appetite : 
Yer nature loaths, and you employ iu vain 
Variety and art to conquer her ditdain. 
The ſpark ling nectar, cold with ſummer ſnows, 
The dainty board with choiceſt viands ſpread, 
To thee are taſteleſs all ! fincere repoſe 
Flies from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed, 
For thou art only tir'd with indolence; 
Nor is thy ſleep with toil and labour bought, 
Thiimperfett fleep, that lulls thy languid fenſe 
Ei dull oblivious interval of ; 
out 


Thar kindly ftealsth'inaftivehours away 
From bountecus nature's unexhauſted ftores 


From the long ling ring ſpace that len: 


For ever baniſh'd from the realms above, 

To dwell on earth with man” rate race: 
Rejected by the wile, and by the fool embrac'd. 
Fond wretch, that vainly weeneſt all delight 


To gratify the ſenſe reſerv'd for thee ! 
Yer the moſt pleafing object of the fight, 
- Thine own fair action, never didſt thou fee. 


Tho! Iull'd wich fofteſt founds thou hei along, 
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Softmuſic,warbling voices, melting lays;[ſong | In facred fong for ever lives their name. 1 
er didſt thou hear, more ſweet — | Thus, Hercules, is happinets ! — „ 
Charmingtheſoul,thounc'erdidſthearthypraiic! | My voice, and hve: Ler thy birth -<- 
Lotto thy revels let the fool repair | Lift and enlarge thy thoughts : behold the w 
o ſuch go ſinooth thy ſpeech ; and ſpread thy That leads to fame, and raiſes rhee from | 
tempting Jaare... . . ; Immortal! Lo, I guide thy fteps. Ariſe, (ſkies. _ 
aſt happineſs,.enjoy thy gay allies! _. Purſue the glorious path, and claim thy native 
A youth of folizes, an old age of cares z | Her words breathe fire celeſtial, and impart 
oung yet enervate, old yet never wife, _ New vigour to his foul, that ſudden Es 
ice waſtes their vigour,and their mindsumpairs. | The generous flame: with great intent his heart 
ain, idle, delicate. in thoughtlefs caſe, — Swells full, and iabours with exalted thought. 
Reſerving woes for age, their prime they ſpend; The miſt of error from his eves diſpall'dy * * 
| wretched, hopcleſs, in the evil days, Thre? all her fraudful arts, in cleareſt light; 
With forrow to the verge of life they tend. Sloth in her native form he now heheld; r : 
riev'd with the preſent, of the paſt aſham'd, Unveil'd the ſtood confeſs d before his fights 
hey live and are deſpis d; they dic, nor more Falie Siren — All her vaunted charms, that ſhone 
are nam d. | 
ut with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell; | and gone. 12 
Me his me delight, th' Almighty Sire No more the roſy bloom in Feet diſguiſe 


: 4 


All, or divine or human, I inſpire. Leaves her wan check; pale fickngh « A ber 
ounſel with ſtrength, and induſtry with art, # eyes, » 04 BY; 


y diftates arm, inſtruct, and mend the heart; | A; when fair Iris has a white diſplay d 

The ſureſt policy, the . iſeſt guide. [bind Her wat'ry arch, with gaudy painture gay, 
ith me true friendſhip dwells : ſhe deigns to | While yet we gaze the glorions colyurs fadæ, 
hoſe generous ſouls alone, whom I before have Aud from cur wonder gently ftca! au av: 


join'd. | Where ſhone thebeauteousphantom erſt fo briglu 
Hunger to them th effects of art ſupplies: the ſight. 
bour prepares their weary limbs to reft ;\ riſe. 


4 « rene, 
ro health, chro joy, thro'pleaſurc,and renown, | p..:» fweet influence: a milder finile 
They tread wy paths ; and by a foft deicent, | Sate. d the rerrors of her lofry mien 
1 to age all gently ſinkiug down, | © Lead, Goddefs, I am thine * ti anſported cried 
—— — 1 Alcides ; * O propitious pom r, thy way 
which no hour flew unimprow'd away; [day. Teach me potiets my toul; de thou my guidet 
x which ſome generous deed diſtinguiſh d ev'ry From the, O never, never let me ſtrav '” 


| The 


or need my friends the various coſtly feaſt; Now lowrs the low hung cloud, all gloomy to 


So freſh erewhile and fair, now wither'd, pale, 
egards well pieas'd: whatever works excel, 2? [aiksherdiſſembl*dlooks; eackiborrow'dgrace _ . 


In union meet con j: in d, wit me rende: | Livid and ſunk, and paſſions dim her f. e. # 


But Virtue, more engaging, all the while hs 
Sweet is their fleep; light, cheerful, ſtrong. they Diſclos'd now WE 15m AY more ſe 


. 


{| when, the deſtinꝰd term at complete, | While ardent thus rhe youth his rows addreſt, 
Their-aſhes reſt in peace, eternal fame With all the goddels fill d, already glow'd his 
nds wide their praiſe : triumphant over fate, breaſt. 


22 


His daring foul; thereall herpow'rs combin'd: 
Firm conftancy, undaunted fortitude, 
Enduring patience, arm'd his mighty mind, 
— undifmay 
many a 

From ſerceſt . 
He freed the earth! theo” her he gain'd the ſkies. 
"Twas virtue plac'd him in the bleſt abode ; 


| $ 20 Addreſs to the Drity. Youne. 


pur to 


2c milios ro tals 
Thro? this opague of Nature and of Soul, 

To lighten and to cheer. O my mi 

A that fain would wander from its woe) 

it thro” various ſcenes of Life aud Death, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 


Boox I, Boc 


Start up ab d, and Oer life's narrow verge 
Look down—on what * a facthomleſs abyſs; 


* 
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\+ furure embryo, urkb'ring jn his fire. | The ſun himſelf by thy permiltion ſhines; _ 
b 9 we the ſhe l. And one day thou ny.” = 4 +> 7 oo, OE 


| , 


Ten ambient azure thell, and ſpring to he, Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt  - 

| life of gods, O tranſport! of man. | Thy partial quiver on » mark mean ? 2 
Vet man, fo mam f here buries ul hi thoughts; | Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me? © 
Iaters celeſtial hopes withour one ſich. | Infatiate archer! could not once ſuffice ? (fam 3 


reef of earth, and pent beneath the moon, | Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my peace was 
Here pinions all his wiſhes ; wing'd by Heav'n | And thrize, erc thries yoy ——y— ber 


- 


F 
3 


| 
Thought, | 

| Thro? the poſtern of time long lape d, 
Led foftly, by the ſtillneis of the night, 
2 and ſuch it proves!) 
9 


To waft a feather, or w 
- . : — | 
$ 24 Time and Death You. 

FE ACH moment has ns fickle, emulous 


ead | 


g! Of "Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample | 
1 


ſweep complain? or why complain for one 
empires Hangs out the fun his luſtre but for me, * 
| The fingle man? Are all befide > 


, 
| I mourn for millions : is the common 
N 


n this ſhape, or in that has Fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, 
Not more the children, than ſure heirs of pain. 
— — — — 

/ $ 25. Death. Younc. 

| REWARE, Lorenzo! a flow fadden death. 
1 
De wiſe to-day; tis madneſs to defer ; 

| | Ne vt 


2 
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Next da the fatal precedent will plead; 

4 Thus on, tift wiſdom is pub d out of life. 

ination is the thief of time ; 

| Year after year it Reals til all arc fled, 

And to the mercies of 2 moment leaves 

| The vaſt concerns of an eternal feene. 
If not fo , would not this be ſtrange ? 

| That *ris fo frequent, this is ſtranger ſtill. 

| man's miraculous miſtalees, this hears 
The palm, That all men arc aut to live.” 
— — of being both. 

y themſelves the compliment to think 
| They 


one day ſhall not drivel; end their pride 
n ——— praĩſe ; 


How — — that life they ne er will lead; 

Time lodg'd in their own hands is Folly's un; 

= in Fate's; to wiſdom 7 
can't but purpoſe t 

"Tis nabin folly not to ſcorn ors n 

And lcarce in 1 v iſdom to 2 more. 

All is poor dilarory man; 

And hat thro? ev'ry ſtage: when young, indeed, 

In full content we, ſometimes, nobly reſt, 

Uganzious for ourſelves, and only wiſh, 

As duteous fons, our fathers were more wiſe. 

At thirty, man ſuſpects hinnſelf a fool; 

KRnows'it at forty, and reforms bis plan; 

At fifty, chides his infamous delay, 

ey nis prudent purpoſe to refolve; 


all the magnanimity of thought 
Reſol ves, and re-refolves; then dies the fame. 


And why? Becauſe he thinks himſelf immortal. 
1 Alkmen all men mortal but themſelves; 
1 AG when fome alarming ſhock of fate 
5 nr the fudden 


Bur their U air, 
Soon cloſe ; where paſt the ſhaft natzace is found, 
Ap Frm the vine no fey the &x extains: 
Thoyehet vere no fervew from the keel ; 


Ar — their own; their future ſelves applaud; | 


i@ 4 


1 


Lord Wilzington. 2 
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Baoy 


80 dies in human hearrs the of 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature 
O'cr theſe we long, we depen e 


| $ 26. Liſe. Youxs. 


I. IF E ſpeeds away 
From — — 
The cunning fugitive is {wift by ſtralth, 
Te» footer ee mntamattts 4 — 
| Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 


As theſe are uleteſs when the ſun 13 — 
So thoſe, but when pipe 


—— — 


In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's deſcent 


. | We hut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 1. 


We take fair days in winter for the ring. 


And turn our — into bane. Since oft 
Man muſt comput Re cannot 
| He ſcaree — his for his years. ” 


Thus, at life's laref& eve, wekeep in 8 
| 1 


| ' —— ., 


| $ 27. Max. Yours. 
Mo 


| mn 
| Ange that grandeur, men o*criook, admire: 
How long ſhall human nature be their 

rate mortal ! and unread by thee > 


What high contents! Illuftrious faculties! 


* 


to ſtand fall. 1 


Warning point out our danger; *23—— 


A* Wilmi | 
And all — — + -» 28 
| Er'n age itſelf, Freſh hopes are hourly 


Onc diſappointment ſure, ta crown the "3 


8 All wiſdem' centers 


Degen | 
The beam dim reaſon theds thews wonders there; 


« "i PF 


= 5 > 
4 


Ro 


T 


TIT 


1 


And t 
— 
What 
How 
In bot 
Encou 
Of tr: 
When, 


„ 


: 


But 

Our 

By 

An awful firange, a terreſtrial god ? 

A glorious partner with the Deny 

In that high attribute immortal hfe ? 

If a God — ne ke rg 
I gaze, and, as a lg, 
7 fize, Eternity! at 5 


* What new births 
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+ C 


To wretched man, the goddeſs 1 

| Holds out this world, and, in her right, the nexr; 
Religion ! the ſoul voucher man is man: 
Err 

v'n in this aight ilty, 
n 
Religion ! Providence ' an after - ſtate ö 
Here is firm footing; here is ſolid rock | 
This can ſupport us; all is ſea befides; 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours, 
His hand the man faſtens on the ſkies, 
| And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
22 a BUN, pains ie 
Darkneſs ſtench, and i 
2 . uffocaring damps, 
| Climbs fome fair eminence, where æther pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian proſpects riſe, 


Religion! thou the foul of happinefs; 

And, groaning Calvary, of ther 

The nobleſt truths; there it 

There facred violence aſſaults t 

There nothing but compulſion is forborn. 

ws love allure = can terror awe ? 7 
weeps *—the falling drop puts out the ſun ; 

He fighs deep foundation 


Can pray'r, can praite avert it? —Thou, my All! 
| My theme! my inſpiration, and my crown! 
My ſtrength in age | my rife in low eftare ! 
{| My fout's ambition! pleafure! wealth | —my | 
world ! 9 | 
Ny 


— 
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light in darkneſs! and my life in death! 
My boaſt thro! tune | bliſs thro” eternity 
Erermty! too ſhort to ſpeak thy praiſe 
Or fathom thy of love to man; : 
To mans of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me: 
My ſacrifice ! my God hat things are theſe ? 


$ 29. RefleFions in a Church-yard. Voux G. 
HE man how blcft, who, fick of gaudy 
T ſcenes 


(Scenes apt tw thruſt between us and ourſelves !) 
Is led by choire to whe his fav 'rite walk 
Beneath death s gluony, ſilent. cypreſs thades, 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaſtic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lerenszo, read with me Narciffa's ſtone 
(Nargiffa was thy fav'rite); let us read 

Her moral ſtone; few doctors preach fo well; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling heart. Whet caches in che dune ? 
Apr words can firike : and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 

— —— — length of life ? 
Temptations ſeize when is laid afteep; 
And ill foreboded is our ſtrongeſt 4. 


guard. 
See fror her tub, as from an humble ſhrine, 


Truth, radiant goddefts ! fallies on my foul, 
And Deluton's duſky tram to flight : 
Diſpels the miſts our — — raiſe, 
From objects low, terre „ and obicene, 
And ſhews the real eſtimate of things ; 
Which no man, uaafflifted, ever faw ; 

Pulls off the veil from virtue's rifing charms ; 
Detectꝭ tempr-rio i in a thaufand lyes. 

Truth bids me ok ow mn as autumn leaves, 
And all they bl e.l for, as the ſummer's duſt, 


Driven by the o hirhwind.; Lighted by her beams, | 


I widen my ho 12-0, gain new pow'rs, 
Sce things inviitvle, feel rhings remote; 
Am preſent irh fur ere; think novght 


| 


1 


| 
| 


— 


: 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


; 
, 


| 


| 


| To man fo forcign as 


| Like thips at fra, while in, above the world, 


i 


41 | 
Nought fo much his as ' 
No folly its colour in her fight ; - 


Like Sibyl, unſubfiantial, 
At the forſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air 


bliſs! 


If furure fate the plans, dis all in 


Ev'n to the deareſt, a 


Behold, th'mexorable hour at hand 
Behold, the ine xorable hour forgot 

Aud to torꝝet it, the chief end of life, 
Thu! well to ponder it is life's chief end. 


$ 30. Picture of a Good Man. YounG. 
ME angel guide my pencil, while I draw: 
What nothing lefs angel can exceed; 
A man on earth deveted to the ſkies, 


With atpe*t mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold bim ſcated on a mount ferene, 
Abe the fogs of ſenſe, and patfion's ftorm : 
All the black caves and tumults of this life, 
— — cliunders, breaking at his fect, 

-xcite his pity, not rnpair his pegee. 
Earth's wt 1-15, rhe ſcepter d and the 
A mingled mob! a want'ring herd! he fees, 
Bewilder'd in the vaic ; mall unhke? 
His full reverſe m al What praiſe 
What ſtronger det arion of the right ? 

The preſent all their care; rhe future his. 
When public welfare calls. or private want, 
The; give w fame; his bounty he conceals. = 
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A cover'd heart denies him half his praiſe. 
With nakednefs his innocence agrees 
reftifies their fall 


While their broad foliage 


His glorious courſe v as yeſterda 1 
n le al is few. 


8 31. Keep. Young. 

T Nature's feet reſtorer, balmy Sleep ; 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 
Where Fortunc ſmiles the wretched he forfakes ! 
Swift on hi. downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights oa lids unfuliy'd with a tear. 


$ 32. Oppreffion, Want, and Diſeaſe. Young. 
WX. Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 


And plow 
for hard mafſtefs, broken under arms, 


In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro? realms their valovr fav'd; 
If to the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 
Want, and incurable diſeaſe (fell pair) 
nn . 

ow groaning hofpitals eje ir , 
What numbers groan for fad admiffion there! 
What numbers, ouce in fortune's lap high fed, 
Solicit the cold hand of charity 
To ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! 

e ſilken ſons of pleafure! fince in pains 


by wo 


ou rue more modith vivrs, vific here, fdvce 
And breathe from your debauch: give, and re- 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you: but fo great 
Your impudence, you bluſh at what is right. 
Happy ! did forrow feize on fuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue fare ; 
Difeaſe invades the chaſteſt temperance ; 
And puniſhment the guiltleis; and alarm, 
Thro” thickeſt ſhades, purſues aaa 
| Ca 's 


* 
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Man's caution oſten into danger turns, 

And his guard falling, cruthes him to death. 
Not happine is itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very withes give us not our with. 

How diſtant oft the things we doat on moſt 
From that for which we doar, felicity 

The ſmootheſt courte of nature has its pains ! 
And trueft friends, thro? error, wo-. ad our reſt. | 
Without misfortunc, what calamitics! 
And what hoifilitics without a foe ! 

Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth. 
But endete is the hit of human ills, 
And fighs might ſooner fail than cauſe to ſigh. 


a —— ä 
8 33. Inconfiflency of Man. YouxG. 


AE! how unjuſt to nature and himſclf 

Is thoughtiefs, rhankle!s, inconſiſtent man 
Like children babbling nomſenſe in their ſports, 
Wie ceuſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort; 
That ſpan top ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 
Torture invention, all expeilients tire, 
To lath the ling' ring moments into (| 
And whirl us (happy riddance.! ) from ourſelves. 
Art, braialcts art! our furious chariotcer 
(For Nature's voice uaſtifled would recal) . 
Drives headiong tow'rds the precipice of death ; 


| 
| 
| 


| 


| 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Death, moſt our dread; death, thus more dreadful 


How heavily we drag the load of life! 

Bleſt leiſure is our curſe; like that of Cain, 

To by has Thought As Ar groan's 
0 ryrant, b as 'd 

The vat we ces Lea . 

We cry for mercy to the next amuſement ; 

The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 

Slight inconvenience! prifons hardly frown, 

From hateful Time if priſons ſet us free. 

Yer, when Death kindly readers us relief, 

We call him crucl.; years to moments fhri 


Ag to years. Kr 


1 


— 


| Time us'd. The man who coalccrates his hour 


L EPITOME, Boox l. 


To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) * 
Time, in advance, behiad hun hides his wings, 
And feems to creep, id with his age. 
Behold him when paſt by ! what then is ſeen 
But lus broad pinions, ſwifter than the winds? 
And all mankind, in contradic ion ſtrong, 
Rueful, ayhaſt ' cry out on his career. 
We rave, we wreſtle with Great Nature's plan 
We thwart the Deity ; and tie decreed, 
Who thwart his wilf ſhall contradict their own. 
Hence cur unnatural quarrels with ourſelves; . 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our boſom broils ; 
We ͤpuſh time from us, and we with him back; 
Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life; 
D Death feck, and 
un; I 
Body and foul, like peeviſh man and wife, 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 


np Ln EPASSISDL © W 


$ 34+ Vun. Tous. Us 5 

the dark of vanity ! while here, 4 * 
How ee Wii 
In ei 

5 And 

Tha 


By vig'rous effort and an honeſt am 
At once he draws the fting of life and death ; 
He walks with Nature; and her paths 
peace. 
— — 
$ 33. Paternal Love. Youxs. 


FATHERS alone a Father's heart can know; 
What fecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow 
When brothers love ! but if their hate ſucceed 


4 


They wage the war; but d the Father blecds 
F . Comlrienc! 


Foox I. 


$ 36. Conſeience. Youxs. 


TREACHROUS Conſcience ! while the 
ſeems to 


O 


"WS  ., PER hang ; 


While the ſeems, ing o'er her change, to 

On headlong Appetite the flacken'd rein, a 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd, * 
Unmark'd i from behind her ſecret ſtand, 
The fly informer minutes ev'ry faulr, 


And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs act employs her pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy 


A watchful foe ! the idable ſpy, 
Liſt'ning, o erhears the whiſpers of our camp. 


Unnoted, notes each moment miſapply'd; 
In leaves more durable then eaves of | 


& 37. Old Age. Youxs. 

WW HEN men once reach their Autumn, fickly 
Fall off e 

At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 

Till, left quite naked of their happinefs, 

In the chill blaſts of winter they expire.— 
This is the common let. 


F 38. Selj-Lowe. Yours. 
wHo venerate themſe! ves, the world deſpiſe. 
For > gay friend! is this eſcurcheon'd 
warld, | 


Which hangs out death in one eternal night? 
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| 


| „The more our j 


29 
A night that ylooms us in the noon tide ray, 
And w our ht. at banquets, in the 
Life's — ſtage is a finall eminence, { fhrowd. 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 


| Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around; 


We read their monuments; we fgh; and while 


| We figh, we ſiuk, and are what we deplor'd; 


Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot 

Is death at diſtance? No, hc has been on thae ; 
And giv'n ſure eurneſi of his final blow. {now ? 
Thoſe hours that lately ſmil'd, where arc they 
| Pallid to thought, and ghafily! drown'd, all 
| - drown'd 
In that great cep, which nothing diſembogues! 
And, dying, they bequenth'd thee fmall renow n. 
The rett are on the wing: How ticet their flight ! 
| Already has the fatal train took. fire 

A moment, and the world's blown up to thee; 
The fun is darkneſs, and the ſtars arc duſt. 


8 39. Communion with Paſs Furs, Youtsc. 


1 greatly wiſe to talk with our paſt hours; 
And atk them what report they bore to 
heav'n; [ news. 


And how they might have borne more welcome 


Their anfwers form what men Experience call ; 
If Wiſdom's friend, her beft ; if not, worſt foe. 
O reconcile them — Kind Experience ci ies, 

| © There's nothing here but what as nothing 


weighs; 
„the more we know it vain: 
« And by ſucceſs are tutor d to deſpair.” 
Nor only is it thus, but mutt be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho” grey, is ſtill a child. 
| Loole then, from earth the graſp of fond deſire, 
| Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 


| C6 40. Conſcience. YOUNG. 
(CONC IENCE, what art thou Thoutremen- 


dous = + 
Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 


| 


C 3 And 
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mr 
; 
| 


f 


f 


As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, 
In this long reſtleſs dream; which idiots hug; 
Nay, wiſe men flatter with the name of life ? 


How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile, 
Againſt their confciences ! And this we know; 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve; and try again [tion , 
Whar we have try'd, and le with convic- 
Each new experience gives the credit, 
And revcrend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That thirty old is true. 


$ 42. Friendſhip. Your. 
KNowsr thou, Lorenzo, what a friend con · 
tains ? 
As bees mixt nectar draw from fragrant 
8o men from Friendſhip, Wiſdom, and Delight 
Twins ty'd by nature, if they they dic. 
Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? C air, 
Goodſenſe will . his. fhur up, want 
And ſpoil, like unopen'd to the ſun. 
is the mine, may come forth gold, or 
When coin'd in words, we know its real worth. 
If Nerliny. gore it for thy future uſe ; 
*T will buy thee benefit ; perhaps renown. 
Thougit, tou, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 


Teachi learn ; and retain 
op dp Fon . 
Speech ventilates our intellectual fire; 


ung'd to the hilts in venerable tombs, 

—— — 
plax'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeech; 
If born bleſt heirs of half their mother's 


And ruſted in, who 
And 


Whae is the, but the means of happine 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
A melancholy fool without her bells. 


Friendſhip, the means of wiſdom, rich! | 
| The precious end which maket eur wildem — 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, 


| Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 1 
128 it calls for two; 
ich fruit! Heav'n planed! never pluckt by One. 
| Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
r —_— 
Full on ourfelves, deſcending in a li 
| Pleafure's bright beam is feeble in delight; 
' Delight intenic, is taken by rebound ; 
| Reverend hats tes the Te. 
eleſtial Happineſs, whene'er the ſtoops 
| To viſit earth, one ſhrine the finds, 
And one alone, to make her ſweet amends 
For abſent heav'n—the boſorn of a friend; 


| Where heart . 1 
* 


Ar reerrrrerree Fer 


Box I. 


Beware the counterfeit : In 's flame 
Hcarts melt, but melt like ice, ſoom harder $1 7c. 
True love ſtrikes root in Reaſon, patfion's foc - 
Virtue alone entenders us for life: 

I] wrong her much—entenders us for cver. 

Of Friendſhip's faireft fruits, the frun moſt fair 
Is Virtue kindling ar a rival fire, 

And, emulouſly, rapid in her race. 

O rhe ſoft ' endearing ſtrite 


Glorious furvivor of old Time and dcath [ feeds, 
From <p 1 thus, chat flow'r of hic av nu 
The wiſe ex earth's moſt Hyblcan bliſs, 
Sureriae wil x with faiting jov. 
for whom bloffoms this Ely ſian flow'r 2 


None clings more obftinate, than fancy fond 
That facred friendfhip is their eaſy prey; 


the wafture of a golden | 
— — 


ERATE on all thiags with thy friend; 
ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry 
Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the corc, [bough, 
Fil, on thy friend, delib' rate with thyſelf; 
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Pauſe, „ ſift; not cager in the choice, 

Nor 2 — > choſen ; fixing, fix ; 

Judge before friendſhip ; then confide till death. 
ell for thy friend; nobler far for thec ; 

How gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize ! 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 

A world im purcha for » riend Þ goin 

A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain. 

O! for the bright xion, — = 

And — ſpirit, of a friend, RY 

For twenty ſummers ripening dy m ; 

All feculence of Palo long — down, 

All ſocial virtues riſing in his foul, 

As cryftal clear, and filing as they riſe! 

Here nectar flow: it ſparkles in war fight; 

Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flarour'd bliſs for gods ' on carth how rag? 


$ 45- Happineſs. YouxG. * 
HRICE b who in humble life, 
FT Renemath re hang ambition frows. Tis mect 
The Great ſhould hare the fame of huppineſa, 
The confolation of a little envy ; 
Tis all their pay for thofe ſuperior cares, 
Thoſe pungs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 


$ 46. Diſſolution of a Firtuous Man. Y 0UNG, 
3232 r where the good man meets his 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near with awe, 
Recerve the bleffing, and adore the chance 

That threw in this Berheſda your diſcaſe; 

Tf unreſtor'd by this, defpair your cure. 


| For here, reſiſtleſs demonftratiop dwells ; 


A death-hed's a detecter of the heart. 

Here tir'd diſſimulation her maſque, 

Throꝰ life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene ! 

Here real and apparent are the fame. 

You 9 you fee his hold on heav'n, 
$ 


* 


If ſound his virtue; as Phitander's fonnd. ¶ friends 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment; owns her 
On this fide death, and points them out to men 
A lecture filent, but of fov'rcign pow'r ! 
Tao vice, confution ; and to virtue, peace. 


Virtue alone has majeſty in death ; 
And greater ſtill, the more the tyrant frowns. 


f 6 47. Dee. Yours. 
LOVE calls for love. Not all the pride of 


Thoſe that tell us what the fun is made of; 
That: 1 v. hofe touch is to be bought with 
l ife ! 

Thoſe hills of driven faow, which ſcen are felt: 
All theſe poſſeſt are nought, but as they are 
The proof, he fubſtince of an inward pallion, 
Ard the rich plunder of a taken heart. 


— 


bl 48. Pi #aſures of Meditation. YoUNG. 
| } Dreams, uhr thought in fancy 's maze 


To Reaſon heavin-lighted lamp in man, 
Once more 1 » ake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual a+ lovers to the moment {worn, 

FT keep my afficenation with m woe. 

O! loſt ro vi-rue, loſt many 
Loft to rhe n dle fallies of rhe foul! 
Who think it folitude to be alone. 
— Lweet ! — communion large and 

| gh \— F 
Our Reafon, Guardian Angel, and our God! 
Then neareſt theſe hen others mf remote; 
An ail ere long thail be remote hut theſe, 

How dreadtul, then, to meet em all alone, 

A tiranger ! unacknowled-'d! u 'd! 
Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy 
To win thy wiſh creation has ne more: ¶ breaſt; 
Or if we wiſh a tourth, it is a friend—— 

But friends, how mortal ! dany'rous the deſire. 
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| And happy (if aughe 
| For fermme tm Wb 


ru mad, 


Book I, 


$F 49. Beauty. YouNG. 
REAUTY alone is bur of little worth; 
But when the foul and body of a piece, 
Both ſhine alike ; then obtain a price, 
And are a fit reward for ar actions. 


5 o. Paſſions. YoUuNG. 
HEN Reaſon, like the ſkilful charioteer, 


Firm in her ſcat and ſwift in her career, 
Enjoys their violence ; and, ſwiling, thanks 
| Their formidable flame for bigh renown. 


$ 51. Pifure of Narcifſa, Deſcription of her Funes 
ral, and a Reflection upon Man. YoUuNG. 
QWEET harmoniſt! and beautiful as ſweet! 


And young as beautiful! and foft as young! 
Aad 


+ as ſoft, and innocent as gay 


For tortune fond =; donned, exe 


Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 

Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty _—_— 

| How am the ſummit of the grove ſhe 

Ard left it unharmonious ! All its charms 

Ext inguiſh'd in the wonders of her fong ! 

Her ſong ſtill vibrates in my raviſh'dear, 

Sll melting there, and with voluptuous pain 

(O ro t her!) thrilling thro? my heart 
Song. 


| We gueſs 


heav'n, and theſe were all her own, 
| And the was mine; and I was — was / — moſt 


Gay title of the deepeſt miſery ! [bleft— 
o we ad 
Good loft weighs more in grief than gain'd in joy. 


Like blofſom's trees o'crturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 


Boox I. 


Lovely in death the deauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death ſtill lovely, lovclier . 
Far lovelier ! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the fevere cxcufe a ffgh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep; 
Our tears indulg'd indeed deferve our thc. 
Ye that cer loſt an angel! pity mc. 

— = 2 nt 
2 bop os 2 y on human fight; 

cheek, the reſidence of ſpring, » 

Pale Omen far, and fearter'd fears around 
On all that faw ho dvr wgeenader 


— — the ſun 
(As if the ſun could eavy) checkt his bean, 


Deny'd his wonted fuccour; nor with mort 
beheld her drooping than the belle 
Of lilies; faireft lilies not ta fair! 


neen lilies! and e painted populace | 
4 — in fields, and lead ambroſial lives, 


In morn and ev dew your beauties bathc, 
An — which gives mar # cheeks ro 
out- mine exc Jev'ry fair; Y, 
ladlier —— of ker hand, w 
Wh! often "your odours, incenſe meet 
To ſo pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
Cocval race with man ! for man you ſinile; 
Why not ſinile at him too? V ou ſhare indecd 
His ſudden paſs, but not his conſtant pain. 
So man is made nought miniſters delight 
But what his glowing paſſions can engage; 
And glowing bent on aught below, 
Muſt, foon or with anguiſh t turn the ſcale ; 
— anguiſh, — rapture, how ſcvere! 
pture! bold man! who tempts the wrath divine, 
7 r d to mortal tafte, 
here — on the richts of Heav'n. 
dot thou call on ev'ry hour, 
—— At thy friend's nce be wile; 
Lean not cacanth; t will piexce :heg to the heart; 
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A broken reed at beſt, but oft a ſpear : 

On its ſharp point peace blecds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſs thonghts ! turn from her 

repell'd, 

Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woc. 

Saatch'd ere thy prime and 72 bridal hour! 

And when kind fortune, with t "lover, fmil'd ! 

And when high flavour'd thy * ap'uing joys! 

And when blind man pronounc d thy bliſs com- 

»re ! ' 

And on a foreign ſhore, where ſtrangers wept ! 

Strangers to tee, and more ſurprizing ſtill, 

Strangers to kindneis wept : Their eyes let fall 

Iahuman tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down 

From marble hearts! Obdurate tenderneſs 

A tenderneſs that call'd them more ſevere ! 

In ſpite of nature's ſoft 1 — ſteel d; 

While nature melted, ſuperſtition rav'd! 

That mourn'd the dcad, and” this deny'd a grave, 

Thew ſighs incens'd ; to the will 

Their will the tyger fuck'd, outrag'd the ſtory. 

For oh I the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal! 

While ſinful ficth relented, ſpirit nurſt 

In blind infallibility's embrace, 

The tainted ſpirit petrify*d the breaſt : 

Deny 'd the charity of duſt to ſpread 

O'er duſt! a charity their dogs 


enjo 
M hat could [ do? . DINER 


Wirh pious fcrilege, a grave I ſtole; 

With impious piety, that grave I wrong'd; 

Short in my duty; coward in my grief: 

More like her murderer, than frien«!, I crept, 

With fott ſutpended ftep, and muſtled deep 

In midnight darkneſs, u hiſper d m laſt ſigh. 

1 whiſper u hat ſhould ccho rhro* their realms; 

Nor writ her name whole tomb ſhould pierce 
the ſkies. 

Preſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 

While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey'd? 

Pardon necetſitr, ble ſhade Of grief 

And indignaticn rival burſts I por: re; 
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indled at nan, while I his God ador'd; 
grudy'd the ſavage land her facred duft; 
the curb foil; and with humanity 
(Denv'd Narciſſa) with'd them ail a 
Glows my reſentment into guilt ? 
equal violations of the dead? 
dead how ſacred ! Sacred is the duft 
Of this heav'n-labour'd form, ereft, divine; 
This heav n- aſſum' d majeſtic robe of earth 
deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt 


th azure bright, and cloarth'd the in 


When ev'ry paſſion fleeps that can offend ; 
When Arles us motive that can melt; 
When man can w 
That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will; 
Then, ſpleen to duſt * the duſt of innocence ; 
An angel's duſt ?— This Lucifer tranſcends ; 

When he contended for the patriarch's hones, 
"Twas not the ſtrife of malice, but of pride; 
The ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far lefs than this is ſhocking in 2 race 

Moſt wretched, hut from ſtreams of mutual love; 
And uncreatef, bur fer love divine; 

And, but for love divine. this moment, loft, 

By fare reſurb'd, and ſunk in endleſs night. 
Mar hard of heart ro man of herrid things 
Moſt horrid ! ”Mid ſtupendous, highly frrange 
Yet oft his courtefics are ſmoother wroags; 
Pride brandiſnes the favours He confers, 
And contumetious his humanity : 


What then his veageance * Hear it not, ye ſtars! 


And thou pale moon! turn paler at the found; 

Man is to man the ſureſt, fureft ill. 
A previous blaſt foretels the rifing ſtorm; 
Oer helming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanos bellow ere they diſembogue; _ 
7 tremblcs ere her yawning jaws devour ; 

ſmoke betravs the wide-conſuming fire: 

Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And. fen1s the dreadful ridings in the blow. 


Is this the fight of fancy ? Would it were ! 
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What guilt 


his rancour uncontroul'd, 


Bock I. 
Heaw'n's ign ſaves all beings, but himſelf, 
That hidcous a naked human heart. 


F 52. Jealouſy. Yours. 
IT is Jealoufy's peculiar nature 
To twcll ſmall things to ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure — 2 — 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form 'd. 


FROM GAY'S FABLES. 


$ 53. The Shepherd and the Philoſopher. 
R EMOTE from cities hiv'd a fwain, 
Uavex'd with all the cares of gain; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him fage; 
In ſummer's heat and winter's 
He fed his flock, and 'd the fold; 
His hours in cheerful flew ; 
Nor envy nor ambition knew : 
His witdom and his honeſt fame 
Thro” all the country — = 
A Philoſopner (w ru 
Of morale were drawn from ſchools) 
And thus explor'd his reach of th 1 
Whence is thy learning? Hath thy 
Oer books conſumꝰ d the midnight oil ? 
Iasi thou old Greece and Rome 
| And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh'd? 
| Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd ? 
And haſt thou fathom'd Tully's mind ? 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſſes, thrown = 
By various fates on realms unknown, 
Haſt thou rhro' many cities ftray'd, 
| Their cuſftorfis, laws, and manners weigh'd? 
Tue ſhepherd modeſtly reply'd, 
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd; 
Nor have I roam'd in fore: 


To rcad mankind, der laws, and ans, | 


— le... _ 
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Fur mau is praftis'd im diſguiſe ; | Hed ban te ooo gba 
wiſe. ; 


Thy fame is juſt, the ſage 
| Thy virtue proves thee truly wi 
Pride ofren guides the author's pen, 

Books as aflectetl are as men: 

. But he who ftudics nature's laws, 
Frem certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſuffice 
To make men moral, good, and wiſc. 


To his Highneſs Wiktiam DuxE or Cun. 
BERLAND. 


954. Ne Lion, the Tiger, and the Traveller. 


CCEPT, young prince, the moral 
A pr foam. agen —— 
With early ps 4 — 
| The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youth 
| Are ſtrangers to the voice of truth; 


' — IEIIIN 8. 
For flatt'ry is the of crimes: 
| Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhown 
(A virtue never near a throne); 
In courts ſuch freedoms muſt offend ; 
| There none preſumes to be a friend. 
; To thoſe of your exalred tation 
Each courtier is @ dedication. 
Mutt I too flatter like the reſt, 
+ And turn my morals to a jeſt ? 
The muſe ins to ſteal from thoſe 
Who thrive ia courts by fuliome proſe. 
ut ſhall I hide your real praite, 
Or tell you what a nation ſays ? 
They in your infant boſom trace 
The virtues of your royal race; 
In the fair dawning of your mind 
Diſcern. you gen'rous, mild, and kind: 
They ſec you yrieve to hear diftrets, 
And pant already te redreſs. | 
| C6 | Ga 


within my |i 
For who talks much 


— 


A. 
CO Or Inn — 


Nor let a nation in vain. 


22 are cruel, — the — 
e mercy, and delight to ſave. 

A tyger roaming for his prey, 
2 a trav ler in the way ; 

game a hon ſpies, 

oY on the greedy tyrant flies; 

ith minglcd roar refounds the wood ; 
Their teeth, their claws, diſtil with blood; 
Till, uiſh'd by the Lion's ſtren 
The — foe IN ht: ++— wi 
The man beſought the ſhaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life implor d; 
His life the gen'rous hero gave. — 
Together walking to his cave, 
The Lion tuus beſpoke his gueſt : 
What hardy beaſt ſhall dare conteft 


My matchlefs ſtrength! vou faw tlie fight, 


And muft atteſt my pow'r and right. 

Forc' to forego their native home, 

My ſtarving flaves at diſtance roam; 

Within theſe woods I reign alone; 

The boundleſs forcft is mv own. 

Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 

Have dy'd the regal den with blood. 

Theſe carcaſes on either hand, 

Thoſe bones that whiten all the land, 

My former deeds and triumphs tell, 

Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell. 
True, fays the Man, the ſtreugth I faw, 

Might the brutal nation awe : 

But ſhall a monarch, brave like you, 

Place glory ia fo falſe a view ? 

Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 


Be lov'd : let juſtice bound your 
Mean are ambnious heroes _ 
Of waſtcd lands and ſlaughter d hoſts. 
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Pirates their pow'r by murders gain; 
Wiſe kings by love and mercy reign. 
To me your clemency hath ſhown 
The virtue worthy of a throne. 
Heav'n gives you pow'r above the reſt, 
Like Heav'n, to the diſtreſt. 
The cafe is plain, the monarch faid ; 
Falſe glory my youth miſled; 
For beaits of prey, a ſervile train, 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
You reaſon well: Vet tell me, friend, 
Did ever you in courts attend ? 
For ail my fawning rogues agree, 
That human heroes rule like me. 


§ 55. The Spaniel and the Camelgon. 


A SPANIEL, bred with all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Ne'er felt correction's rigid hand; 
Indulg'd to difobey command. 
In pamper'd cuſe his hours were ſpent; 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, ſo pert, fo ſmart, 
Were ſure to win his lady's heart: 
Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe ; 


How pretty were his fawning ways ! 

The wind was fouth, the morning fair 
He ventures forth to take the air : . 
He ranges all the meadow round, 

And rolls upon the ſofteſt ground; 


When — a Cameleon ſeen, 

Was ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd from the green. 
——E bet, 
What, live with clowns? a genius luſt ! 
To cities and the court repair; | 

A fortunc cannot fail thee there: 
Preferment ſhall thy talents crown, 
Belicve me, friend; I know the town. 
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Like you, a courtier born and bred, > Lord ! Madam, what a ſquinting leer! 
Kings lean'd an car to what I faid. No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 
My whiſper always met fuccetſs ; Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a Pigmy Sprite 
The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. Pops thro” the key-hole, ſwift as light: 
I knew to hit each courtier's pathon, | Perch'd on the cradle's top he 
And flatter d ev'ry vice in faſhion. And thus her folly : 
—— — bny a Whence the vain conceited lye, 
At once cut thort my proſpꝰrous days; That we the with fools ſupply? 
And, fentenc'd to retain my nature, Wat! 2 away 
Transform'd me to this crawling creature. for che dull helpleſs of ' 
Doom's to a life obſcure and mean, Beſides, by partial fondneſs ſhown, 
I wander in the ſylvan ſcene. | Like you, we doat upon our own. 
For Jove the heart alone regards; Where yet was ever found a mother 
He puniſhes what man rewards. Who'd give her booby for another 
Hou diff rent is thy caſe and mine And ſhould we with human breed, 
With men at leaſt you ſup and dine; Well might we paſs for fools indeed. 
While I, condemn'd to thinneſt fare, | 
Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air. | . 
_— $ 57. The Eagle and the Aſſembly of Animals. 
Mother : S Jupiter's all- ſeeing eye 
22 or gs ane? ae Fly. . r* beneath the ſky, 


G me a ſon, The bleſßhing ſent, 
Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial ere their doating eyes 
No child is half fo fair and wite. 
Wak'd to the morning's pleaſing eare, 
The mother roſe, and fought her heir. 
She ſaw the Nurſe, like one pofleſt, 
With wringing hands, and ſobbing breaſt. 
dure, ſome diſaſter has befel ! 
Speak, nurſe; I hope the boy is well. 
Dear Madam, think not me to blame ; 
Invilihle the Fairy came: 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and noſe, 
T": -3cther's eves, as black as floes ? 
Sec. here, a ſhocking awkward creature, 
That ſpeaks a foo! in ev'ry feature. 
The woman's blind, the Mothes cizes; 
I ſee wit ſparkle in his eyes. | 


* ® 
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From this ſmall ſpeck of earth were ſeat 

Murmur: and ſounds of diſcontent ; 

For ev'ry thing alive complain'd 

That he the hardeſt life ſuſtain d. 

Jove calls his eagle. At the word 

Before him frands the royal bird. 

The bird, obedient, from heav'n's height 

Downward direfts his rapid flight; 

Then cited ev'ry living thing 

To hear the mandates of his king. 
Ungrateful*rcatures, whence ariſe 

Theltc murmurs, which offend the ſkies ? 

Why this diſorder ? fay the cauſe : 


For juſt are Jove's eternal laws. 


Let cach his diſcontent reveal. 


To four Dog, I firſt appeal. 
Had my lot, the hound replies: 
On what fleet nerves the greyhound flies! 
While I, with weary ſtep and flow, 
O'er plains, and valcs, and moumams.go. 


The 
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Pigeon ftrengrh of deſpis'd, 
the Cock's 4 
The Fithes wifh'd w graze the plain: 
Tie Beaſts to ſkim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another s ſtate, f 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
PS. Bird * then cry'd aloud, 
bids dit} the murm'riag crovd; 
Tur God reſects your idle = 
Would ye, rebelous muti 


Lr 


$ 53. The Mijer and Puta. 
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By conſcience ſtung, he wildly ſtares ; 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

Had the deep carth her ftores confin'd, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
Bur virtue's ſold Good gods l what price 
Can recompenſe the of vice? 

O bane of good ! ſeducing chear ' 

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat 
Gold bamith'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind; 

Gold fow'd the world with cv'ry ill, 
Gold the murd'rer's fword to ki 
Tas gold infirufted coward hearts 

In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er ? 
Virtue refides on earth no more! 

He ſpoke and figh'd. In angry mood, 
Plutus, his god, before him ſtood. 

The Mifer, trembling, lock'd his cheft ; 
The viſion frown'd, and thus addreft : 

Whener is this vile 

Each fordid raſcals daily cant? 

Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 

The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

Becauſe my blethngs are abus'd, 

Mauft I be cenfur'd, curs'd, accus'd? 

Ex'n virtue's fel by knaves is made 

A cluke to carry on the trade; 

And pow'r (when lody'd in their poſſeſſion) 
Groy-s tyranny and 1 ion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt ! 


Tis av*rice, inſolence, and / 
And ev'ry ſhocking vice beſide; 

But when to virtuous hands tis given, 
It bleſſes like the dews of heav'n: 
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$ 59. The Peacuci, the Turkey, and the Gooje. 


As ncar a barn, by hunger led, 
A Pcacock with the poultry 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 
Aud mock'd his nn Lyon . 
H.. — or merit, 
Contemns their baſe reviling fpirit ; 
His tate and dignity . 
And to the ſun diſplays his plumes; 
Which, like the heav'n's v%er-arching ſkies, 
Are ſpangled with a thouſand eves. 
The cirching rays, and varied light, 
At once confound their dazzied ſight: 
On ev'rv tongue detrattion burns, 
And malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 
Mark with what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ſtride. 
The Turkey cries. Can e contain? 
Sure never bird was half fo vain ! 
Burt were intrinſic merit ſeen, 
We Turkies have the whiter ſkin. 
* From ro they caught abuſe ; 
And next was heard the hiffing Gooſe : 
What hideous legs! what filthy claws ! 
2 22 little flaws. 
a what a horrid ſqualling throat 
Ex 'n owls are frighted at the note. 
*. — * the Peacock cries; 
v fcream, ou may deſpite ; 
Bur fuch blind critics ratl in vain: F 
— — my radiant train N 
now, did my legs (vour fcorn and 
The T bo Goole ( port) 


upport, 
Aud did ye frrune with harther found ! 


Thoſe faults in you had ne'er found ! 

— — 

Each blemiſh ſtrikes an envious mind. 
Thus in affemblies have I ſeen 

A aywph of brighteſt charms and mien 


| 
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Wake envy in each ugly faces 
A d e the lace. 


$ 60. The Monkey wh, had ſren the World. 


A MONKEY, to reform the times, 
Rei vd to viſit foreign climes : 

For men in diſtant regions roam 

To bring politer manners home. 

So forth he fares ; all toil defies : 

Mis fortune ſerves to make us wile. 

At length the treach'rous ſnare was laid; 
Poor Pug was caught, to town convey'd, 
There fold. How envy'd was his doom! 
Mad in a lady's room | 
Proud, as a lover, of his chains, 

He day by day her favour gains. 

Whenc'er the duty of the day 

The toilet calls, with mimic play 

He twirls her knots, he cracks her fan, 
Like any other Gentleman. 

In vifies too, his parts and wit, 
When jeſts dull, were fure to hit. 
Proud with applauſe, he thought his mind 
In ev'ry courtly art refin'd ; 

Like Orpheus, burnt with public zeal, 
To civilize the monkey weal: 

So watch'd occaſion, broke his chain, 
And fought his native woods again. 

The hairy ſvIvans round him preſs, 
Aſtoniſh'd at his ſtrut and dreſs. 

Some praiſe his fleeve, and others glotc 
Upon his rich embroider'd coat; 

His dapper perriwiy ending, 
Wirh the black tail behind ing; 
His powder'd back, above, x 
Like hoary froſt, or fleecy faow; 

Bur all with envy and efire 

His flutt'ring ſhoulder-knor admire. 
Hear and improve, he pertly cries; 

I come to make a nation wi 


Weigh 


x 


The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I paſs'd my days, 
Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways. 


He fpoke, and bow'd. With mutt'ring | 
The wond'ring circle grinn'd RET” 
Now, warm with malice, envy, ſpite, 

obliging friends they bite; 
fund to uman ways, 

Praiſe new miſchiefs al their days, 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
With travel finiſhes the fool; 
Studdous of ev'ry coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, dreffes, whores, and ſwears ; 
Oerlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arte; 
Fox vice is fitted to his parts. 


$ 6x. The Pin ant the Needle. 


had ferv'd a beauty, 
in the toilet's duty, 
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Ar from all her honours eaſt, 
Thro' various turns of life the pals'd; 
Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm; 

Now a beyzar's infant warm 

Now, rang'd within a miſer's coat, 
Contributes to his vearly groat ; 

Now, rais'd again from low 

She viſits in the dottor's coach; 

Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 

At laſt, in Greſham-hall was loft. 
Charm'd wirh the wonders of the thow, 
On every fide, above, below, 

She now of this or that inquires ; 

What leaſt was underſtood admires. 

Tis plain, each thing fo ſtrygk her mind, 
Her hcad's of virtuoto kind. 

2 pray what's this, and this, dear Sir) 

needle, ſays th'interpreter. 4 
She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addreſ d her as a taylor's tool. + 


A needle with that filthy ſtone, 
Quite, idle all with ruſt o'ergrown ! 
You better might mploy your parts, 
And aid the ſempſtreſs in her arts. 
But tell me how the friendſhip 
Betu cen that paltry flint and vou? 

Friend, faid the Needle, ceaſe to blame; 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know'ft thou the loadſtone's pom r and art, 
That virtue virtues can impart; 
Of all his talents I 
Who then can ſuch a friend forſake ? 
Tis I direct the pilot's hand 
To ſhun the rocks and treachꝰrous ſand; 
By me the diſtant world is known, 
And either India i our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred, 
What had I been* The 
And drudg'd as other do, 
Of no more conſequence than you. 
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$ 62. The Goat without a Erard. 


"I" Defend: 


Refolv'd to ſmooth his 


that the modiſh paſſions 


Excuſe me then, if pride, conceir 

(T he manner: of the fair and great) 

I give to monk ies, aſſes, hogs, 

— owls, goats, burterſlies, and dogs. 
fay | 
2 22 
"= aa 
. bank he found, 
He roll'd upon r. : 
ad then with fond attention ſtood, 
Fix'd o'er his image in the flood. 
I hate my frowzy 

My youth is loſt in this di 
Did not the females know my vi 


— HT 


theie are proud: what then 


the fragrant ground; 


be cries ; 


might they loath this re 


envious band hath robb'd your face: 
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| When thus the fop, with ſmiles of ſcorn, 
Are beards by civil nations worn? 
} E'en Muſcovites have mow'd their chins. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 
An bear about the hairy load! 
Whene'er we thro” the village ſtray, 
Are we not mock'd along the way ; 
Infulted with loud ſhouts of fcorn, 
By boys our beards difgrac'd and turn? 
Were you no more with Goats to dwell, 
Brother, 1 grant you reaſon well,” 
| Replies a bearded chief. © Beſide, 
If boys can mortify thy pride, 
How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule 
Of our whole flock? Aﬀected fool! 
| Concenthe, Giflingaih's from the veft, 
| To all but coxcombs are a jeſt.” 


— 


$ 63- The Maſtifs. 
TPHOSE who in quarrels interpole, 
Muſt often wipe a bloody noſe. 
A Maftif, of-true Engliſh blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 
When dogs were ſnarling for a bone, 
He long'd to make the war his own ; 
ded cn nnd toten two contend} 
2 obtain d his end; 
glory'd in his limpi ; 
Sas free; 


The ſcars of honour 

Ia ev'ry limb a gaſh appears, 

And frequent fights retrench'd his cars 
As on atime he heard from far 


[ Two dogs d in noiſy war, 
| Hay Us Garin, „ bom, 
= 


Whence this curſed hate to tanners? 
'prung While 
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While on vent i And when the butler clears the table, 
wrah ! ay be | bee? whos For thy deſert I'll read my fable. 
To ſee the battle thus perplex d, Betwixt her ſwagging panniers load 
With equal rage a butcher vex'd ; A farmer's wife to market rode, 
thro! the cirel'd crowd, Aud jogging on, with thoughtful care, 


have known. | 
y ne'er, like bullies, ————" rs | 
tracks in public, to be parted. | 
Think not, rath fuol, to ſhare his fame ; | 
Be his the honour or the ſhame. When poor bl Ball, with ftumbling tread, 
Thus faid, they ſwore, and rav'd like thunder; | Fell prone; o'erturn'd the pannicr lay ; 
Then dragg'd their faſten'd dogs atunder ; And her maſh'd eggs beftrew'd the way. 
While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide } She, ſprawling in the yellow road, 
R<bounded from the Maſtiff*s hide. Rail'd, ſwore, aud curs'd : Thou croaking toad, 
All recking now with ſweat and blood, ' A murrain take thy whoreſen throgt ! 
5 _ the parted warriors — 1 I knew 5 * the . 8 
n pout d upon the meddling toe; Dame, the Raven your 
Who, worry'd. howl'd and fpraw!'d below. — 4 — fiſt, and wipe your cloaths. 


He roſe, and, lunping from the fray, 


f But why on me thoſe curſcs thrown ? 
By buth ſides mangl'd, facak'd away. 


| 
1 Goody, the fault was all your own: 
For had you laid this brittle ware 


$ 64. The Farmer's Wife and the Raven. On Dun, the old fure-footed mare, 
Wr aretholetears? why d your head * | Though all the Ravens of the hundred 
1. chen your other hutband dead? | With croaking had your tongue out-thunder's, 
Or docs a worſe diſgrace betide ; 1 Sure-footed Dun had kept his legs, 


y'd? And you, good woman, fav'd your eggs. 
Alas! you know the too well : AO TS, 


The falt is ſpilt; to me it fell. 


* 


Then to contribute to my loſs, [MPERTINENCE ar firſt is borne 

My knife and fork were hid acroſs ; | With heedlefs flight, or ſmiles of feorn ; 

On Friday too! rhe day I dread! Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 

Would I were fafe at home in bed”? | The noiſy fool who perſeveres | 

Laſt night (I vow to Heav'n tis true) Tue morning wakes, the Huntſman ſounds, 

Bounce from the fire a coffin New. | Ar once ruſh forth the joyful hounds. 

Next ſoine fatal news ſhall tell: They feck the wood with cager pace; 

God fend my Cormih friends be well! C4424 1a 
Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, Now, ſcatter'd wide, try the plain, 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears: And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. | 

Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended ; What care, what induſtry, what pains ! 


Lat now, 2nd werp when dianer's caded z What univerſal fileace teigus! -- 


tad 


— 


ingwoed, o Bag of ite fone, 
Joung, pert, and ignorant of game, 
At once diſplays his babbling throat; 
The of the note, 
Purſue he rent; with louder ſtrain 

He till perſiſts to vex the tram. 

Tie Huntſman to the clamour flies; 
The ſmacking laſh he ſmartly plies. 

His ribs all welk'd, with howling tone 
The Pu ppy thus expreſs'd his moan : 

I know the muſic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy ſtung. 
What will not ſpite ? Theſe bitter ſmarts 


I owe to my ſuperior parts. 
When + a 


Fools may our ſcort, not envy raife ; 

For envy is a kind of 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 
Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might'ft have mingPd with the reft, 
And nc er thy fooliſh noiſe conteſt : 

But fools, to talking ever prone, 

Are ſure to make their follies known. 


$ 66. The Poet and the Roſe. 
i] HATE the man who builds his name 
Ou ruins of another's fame. 
Thus prudes, by characters o'erthrown, 
Imagine that they raiſe their own. 
Thus fcribblers, covetous of | 
Think ſlander can tranſplant rhe bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pri 
With both all rivals are 
Who praiſes Leſbia s 
— 2 — 
For the kind flate'ry's fure to charm, 
When we fome other n —_—_— 
As in the cool of early 
A Ter fought th Tweets of May 
The garden's 
3 — 


— 
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A Roſe he pluck'd, he gas d, admir'd, 

Thus fingiog, as the myſe iuſpir d: 

| Go, Roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace! 
How happy ſhould I prove, 

Might I ſupply that envy'd place 

With never-fading love 

There, Phcornix-like, beneath her eve, 

| dev d in a burn and die! 

Know, hapleſs flower, that thou ſhalt nud 

More fragrant roſes there : 

I ke thy with'ring head reclin'd 

| With envy and deſpair ! 

One common fate we both mult ptove ; 

You dic with envy, I with love. 


Spare your compariſons, reply'd 
An angry Roſe, who grew befide. 


Of all mankind, vou ſhould not flout us: 


| Whar can a Poet do without us? 


| In ev'ry love- ſong roſes bloom; 

We lend you colour and 

Docs it to Chloe's charms conduce, 
2 i oa 
Muſt we, to flatter her, be made 

| To wither, envy, pine, and fade ? 


8 67. The Hare and meny Friends. 


| FRIENDSHIP, like love, is bur a nawe, 
Unleſs to ont you ſtint the flame. 
The child, who many fathers ſhare, 
 Hath YT well known a father's care. 
Tis thus in friendſhip; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 
A Hare, ———— 6 
Comp! L AY, 
| War 2 hin, ſe 


1 Wiz haute woods or grace the lin 


Her care was never to 
Bod entre mt — 
| "As forth the went, at carly dawn, 


LEE Behind 


duubles to miſlead the hound, 
And mecafures back her mazy round; 
Till. fainting, in the public way, 
Half-dead with fear ſhe gaſping lav. 
What traniport in her boſom grew 
br = way =_ in view 

me, fays your back aſcend, 

And owe my fafe to a friend. 


She next the ſtately Bull implor d: 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord: 
Sinct ex ry beaſt ahve can tell 


| $ 69. The Lion, the Fox, and the Geeſe. 


How ſhall we all lamcat! Adicu; 
For, ſee, the hounds arc juſt in view. 


| . — £660 

| $ 68. The Wild Boar and the Ram. 
AGAINST an elm a ſheep was ty'd, 
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We no terror in our eyes; 
Met think us not of foul ſo tame, 


A LION, tir'd with tare affyirs, 
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Reſolv'd (remote from noiſe andftrife) 
In peace to paſs his latter life. 

It was proclaim'd; the day was fet : 
Rchold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox was Viceroy nam'd. The crowd 
To the new Regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tygers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall conde ſcend. 
Ne ſtrait aſſumes a ſolemu | 
Colle&s his wiſdom in his 
The crowd admire his wit, his ſenſe ; 
Each word hath weight and confequence 
The flatt'rer all his art diſplays: 
He who hath pow'r is ſure of praiſe. * 
A Fox ſtept forth before the reſt, 
And thus the fervile throng addreſt: 


How vaſt his talents, born to rule, 
And train'd in virtue's honeſt fchool! 
What clemency his temper ſways; 
How uncorrupt are all his ways! 
Beneath his conduct and command 
Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land, 
His brain hath ftratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart; 
What bleſfings muſt attend the nation 
Under this good adminiſtration 

He faid. A gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood. 

Whene'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 
What praife l what mighty commendation ! 


But twas a Fox who ſpoke th oration. 
Foxes this government may prize | 
As 


gentle, plentiful, and wilc ; ; 
If they enjoy the fweers, tis plain, 
We geeſe muſt feel a tyrant reign. | 
What havock now ſhall thin our race, 
When ev*ry perty clerk in place, 
To his taſte, and ſcem polite, 

Will feed on Gee bay, neon and uight 
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$ 70. The Lady and the Waſh. 
WHAT whiſpers · nuſt the beauty bear 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear 
Where'er her eyes dupenſe their charms, 
Imperti around her ſwarms. 
Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 
Y— and ſcorn might toon dillike » 
orbidding airs might thin the place, 
The ſlighteſt flap * can chace. 
But who can drive the num'rous breed : 
Chace one, another will ſucceed. 
Who knows a fool muſt know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with this ſhe's nghtly curſt, 
Becauſe the liſten d to the fix 
As Doris, at her toilet's duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſive, now was gay, 
And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence ſhe hes, 
A giddy Waſp around her flies. 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck aud cheek afpires. 
Her fan in vain defendis her charms ; 
Swift he returns, again alarms ; 
For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her hp, and fipt the dew. 

She frown-, ſhe frets. Good gods! the cries, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies | 
Of all the plagues that Heav'n hath ſent, 
A Waſp is moſt impertinent. | 

The hov'ring inſect thus ain'd : 
Am I then flighged, ſcorn'd, difdain's } 
Can fuch offence your anger wake 
Twas beauty caus'd the bold maſtake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe perfume, 
Thar cheek to ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made me with ſtrong defire purtus 
The faireſt peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not, Icany, Dory ces, 
Nor murder Watps like vu vi: 


For 
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For tho” he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecttacies away ng — ; 
Where'cr he came the +1 ay 3 
Brags how her fweereſt tea » 
And ſhews the fugar on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew ; 
Sure of ſucceſs, away flew. 

They thare the dainties of the day; 

Round her with airy muſic plas; 

And now they flutter, now they reſt, 

Nov: foar again, and kim her breatt. 

Nor were they banifh'd till ſhe found 

That Wafps have ftings, and felt the wound. 


$ 71. The Bull and the M. f. 
8 you to train your fav'rite boy ? 
Each caution, ev'ry care employ : 
And ere you venture to confide, 
Let lus preceptor's heart be try'd: 
Weigh well his manners, life, and ſcope; 
On :thete depends thy future hope. 
As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull cajoy'd the flow'ry plain, 
A Maftitt paſs'd; nflan'd with ire, 
His eye-balls ſhort indignant fire ; 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt of blood, 
ing the ground the monarch ſtoud, 
roar'd aloud, Sufpend the fight; 
In a whole ſkin pe fleep to- night: 
battle rage, 
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- wo me to heroic . 
aught me to conquer, or to 
{ Curv'd ! the Bull reply'd, no more 
I wonder at thy thirſt of gore; 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whoſe hands with cruelty are ftain'd, 
His daily murders in thy view) 
f Muſt, like thy tutor, blood purſue. 
Take then thy fate. With goring wound, 
Ar once he lifts him from the ground ; 
| Aloft the ſprawling hero flies; 
Mangl'd he falls, he howls, and dies. 


| $6 72. The Elephant and the Bookſell:r., 
PHE man who with undaunted toils, 
Sails unknown ſeas to unknown foils, 
With various wonders feaſts his fight : 
What ſtranger wonders docs he write ! 
We read, and ia deſcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 
For, when we r:k no contradittion, 
It prompts the tongue to deal in ſiction. 
Thofe things that ftartle me or you, 
grant are ſtrange; yet may be true. 
Wo doubts that Elephants are found 
For (ſcience and for fenſe renown'd ? 
Rom records their ſtrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and fill in arte; 
How they perform the law decrces, 
And fave the ſtate the 's fees; 
And how by travel underſt and 
The of another land. 
L. ct thoſe who queſtion tliis report, 
To Pliny's ancient page teſort: 
How lrarn'd was that ſagaciou breed 
Who now like them the Greek can read! 
As one of thot:, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er; 
— _ our modern dealers, minding 
y the margin's breadrh and binding, 
A book his curious eye derains, 
Wiwuic, wirh exact care and pains, 


Were 
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Were beaſt and bind pourtray's, 
That c'er ſearch of maa furrey'd; 
Their natures and their pow'rs were wrt 
With all rhe pride of human wit. 

The page he with attention 


Beaſts kill for h men tor pay. 

The Bookſeller, who heard him tpeak, 
And faw him turn a Ss 
Th t, what a genius hare ! 
5 
L earn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againſt the ſenſeleſs fons of men, 

Or write the hiſtory of Siam, 

No man is better pay than I am : 

Or, ſince you're learn'd in Greek, let's ſes 
Something againſt the Trinity. 

When, wrinkling wih a his trunk, 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, — drunk; 
E'en keep your money, and be wife: 
Leave man on man is criciſt; 
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For that nel er can want a pen 
Among the ſeuſele ſs fons of men. 
Thev, — will court the fray ; 
Envy's a r ſpur than pay. 

No author ever fpar'd a brother; 


Wits arc game-cocks to one another. 


$ 73. Cupid, Hymen, and Plutiry, 
S Cupid in Cythera's grove 
A Eniploy'd the leſſer powers of love, 
Some ſhape the bow, or fit the ſtring ; 
Some give the ſhaft its winx. 
Or turn the poliſh'd quiver's mould, 
Or head the darts with temper d gold. 
Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, 
Addrefs'd the God: Thou purblind 
Of awkward and ill-judging wit, 
If matches are not betrer made, 
At once I muſt forſwear my trade. 
You fend me ſuch ill caupl'd folks, 
That 'tis a ſhame to fell them vokes; 
hey ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 
And wender how they came tugether. 
The huſband's fullen, dogged, thy, 
The wife grows flippant in reply; 
He loves command and duc reſtriction, 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction : 
She never flaviſhly tubmits; 
She'll have her will, or have her fits: 
He this way wgs, ſhe rYothcr draus; 
The man grows jealous, and with cauſe : 


Cit, 


Nothing can fave him but divorce ; 
And here the wife ies of courſe. 


When, favs the boy, had I to de 
With enher your affairs or you? 
I never idly ſpent my darts, 
You trade in mercenary hearts. 
For ſettlements the lau vcr's fce'd ; 
8 my hand witnets to rhe decd? 
If they like cat and agree, 
Ge rail at Plutus, — ine. 


Pl; · v: 
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Plutus appear'd, and faid, Tis true, Such is the country maiden's fright, Forc'd 
» In marriage, is all their view ; When firft a red - coat is in fight : Is in t 
They ſeek no beauty, wit, or ſenſe; Bchiadthe door ſhe hides her face ; The hi 
Hed ron is hem the gromane. | | Next time at diſtance eyes the lace ; His hi 
LEES 2  - 
. r w ws 
How can Belinda blame her fate ? She plavs familiar in his arms; What 
She only aſk'd a great eftate. And ev'ry foldier hath his charms. Does 
Doris was rich h, tis true; From tent to tent ſhe ſpreads her flame ; Does i 
Her lond muſt give her tre wo For cuſtom conquers fear and ſhame. And 
- 1 A * 
12323 3 He 6 
Av'rice, whatever ſhape it bears, 'd at early day, Man 
Muſt ftll be coupl'd with irs cares. T Tio ed fore rook his way; 80 ſaf 
$ 74. The Tame Stag. Along the winding gloom he roves : Be ſut 
S a young Stag the thicket paſt, From tree to tree the warbling taroats 
2 Langer wy od oe ewes EO — $ 
clown, w captive hung, | * terror threw ; 
Acroſs the horns his halter flung. | Lies — _—_— A; 
M ˖ĩͤ Di ĩͤ - 
8 pre : 8 
His lord was pleas'd; as was the clown, | A!} animals before him ran, — 
When he was tipp'd with half a crown. | To thun the hateful fight of man. -»7 
The Stag was brought before his wife ; |  Whence is the of ev'ry creature > | 
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The render lad d his life. Fly they our figure or our nature? 
How fſleek's 2 ſpeck'd like ermine ! As thus he walk'd in muting thought, 
never creature was fo charming | His ear imperfect accents ; 
ithi With cautious ſtep he nearer drew : 
my the thick thade concealꝰd from view, 
igh on the branch a Pheaſant ſtood; 
Around her all her liſt' ning bre,od ; 
Proud of the bletfings of her net, 
She thus a mother's care expreſt : 
| No dangers here ſhai! circumvent; 
3 Within the woods enjoy content. 
Sooner the hawk or yulturc wit 
| Than man, of animals the wortt  _ 
la him ingratitude you fnd ; 
A vice peculiar to their kind. 
+ The ſheep, whoſe annual flecce is dy 
| To guard his health and ſecve his prides 
. A 
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Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare. | 
Friend, ſays the Wolf, the matter weigh; 
Nature defign'd us beaſts of prey ; 


AN 


| 


| 
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rr 


D MORAL. 


An open foe may prove a curſe 
— friend is works. 


$ 77. a — aaa 
JEST men fuſpett your tale untrue, 
K ity m view. 


eep probability 
mene ak dvnds, 


conceit. 
So very like a painter drew, 

Thar ev'ry eye the picture knew; 

it complexion, air, 

the life irſelf was there. 
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He plac'd in view; refolv'd to pleaſe 
Whoever fat, he drew from thete ; 
From theſe corrected ev'ry feature, 
And ſpirited each awkward creature. 


All things were fet; the hour was come, 
His pallet rcady o'er his thumb, 
Ms Lord appear'd ; and ſcated right 
In proper attitude and light, 
The panter look'd, he ſxetch'd the piece, 
Then dipr His pencil, ralk'd of Greece, 
Of Tinan's tints, of Guido's air; 
Thoſe eyes, my lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require 
To give them all the native fire, 
The features fraught with fenſc and wit, 
You'll grant are very hard to hit; 
But yet with patience you ſg view 
Ls much as paint and art can do. 
Obſerve the work. My Lord reply'd, 
Till now I thought my mouth was wide ; 
Beſides, mv noſe is ſome w hat long ; 
Dear Sir, for me tis far too young 
Ol:! pardon me, the artiſt cry'd, 
In this the painters muſt decide. 
The piece ev'n common eyes muſt ftrike ;. 
I warrant it extremely like. 
My Lord examin'd it anew; 
No looking-glafs ſeem' d half to true. 
A Lady came: with borrow'd 
He from his Venus form'l her face. 
Her lover prais'd the Painter's art; 
So like the picture in his heart 
To ev'ry age fome charm he lent; 
Ev'n beauties were almoſt content. 
'Thro? all the town his art was prais'd; 
His cuſtom grew, his price was rais'd. 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhewn, 
Would any man the picture own 
But when thus happily he wrought, 
Lach found the ikenels in his thought. 


— 7 


, 
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8 78. The Lion and the Cub. 


pow fond are men of rule and place, 
Who court it from the mean and baſe l 
Thet. cannot bear an equal nigh, 

But from ſuperior merit fly. 

They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 

And lofe their hours in ale and ſmoke. 
There o'er ſome petty club _ 

So poor, fo paltry is their pride 

Nav, ev'n of Hooks whole nights will ſit, 
In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. 

If thete can read, to theſe I write, 

To ſet their worth in trueſt light. 

A Lion-cub, of ſordid mind, 
— 99 — 
Fond of applauſe, he fought the feaſts 
Of and ignoble beaſts ; 

With aſſes all his time he ſpent ; 
Their club's perpetual preſident. 

He caught their manners, looks, and airs : 
An afs in ev'ry thing but cars 

If &er his Highneſs meant a joke, 
They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke ; 
But at each word what ſhouts of praiſe ! 
Good Gods! how natural he brays | 
Elate with flatt'ry and conceit, 

He ſecks his roval fire's retreat; 
Forward, and fond to ſhew his 

His Highneſs brays ; the Lion : 


Puppy, that curs'd veciferation 
Betravs thy life and converſation: 
Coxcombs, an ever-noiſy race, 

Are trumpets of their own difyrace. 

Wh fo ſevere? the Cub replies; 
Our fenate aiways held me wi 


ow weak is pride ! returns the fire; 
All fools arc vain when fools admire ! 
But know, whar ſtupid atles prize, 
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$ 79. The Old Hen and the Cock. 
RESTRAIN child; you'll ſoon believe 


The text which fays, We ſprung from Eve.” 
As an Old Hen led forth her train, 


And ſcem'sd to ne Bn gain; 
She rak'd the a the ground, 


And glean'd the ſpacious yard around; 
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With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 

The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 

Threat anſwer'd threat, his fury grew ; 

H to meet the war he flew ; 

But when the wat'ry death he found, 


I He thus lamented as he drown'd : 


I ne'er had been in this condition, 
Bur for my mother's prohibition. 


$ 80. The Rat-Catcher and Cats. 


| PHE 


Her cheeſe was fapp'd, her tarts were taken; 
Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt 
Were all demoliftr'd and laid waſte. 
She curs'd the cat for want of duty, 
Who left her foes a conſtant booty. 
An Engineer of noted ſkill 
Engag d to ſtop the growing ill. 
From room to room he now ſurveys 
Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways; 
Finds where they 'ſcape an am 
And whence their nightly fallies made. 
An envious Cat, from place to place, 
Unſeen, attends his filent pace. 
She ſaw that, if his trade went on, 
The purring race muſt be undone ; 
So ſecretly removes his bairs, 
And ev'ry ſtratagem defeats. 
| — 4 

bour 


And puſs again the foils. 
1 ab fruſtrate my deſigns) 
« My ſchemes thus nightly countermiaes ?”? 
| Incens'd, he cries: „ this very hour 
«© This wretch ſhall bleed beneath my pow'r.“ 
| So faid, a pond'rous trap he brought; 
Aud in the fact Puſs was caught. 
« Smuggler,” ſays he. thou fhal 


t be made 
44 9 
2 


The 
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The captive Cat, with piteous mews, Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, 

For pardon, lift, and freedom fues. While ſhook her crazy brains : 

* A lifter of the ſcience ſpare; | She m forth her backward pray'rs, 


One int'reſt is our common care.” 
«© What infolence!” the man reply'd; 
« Shall Cats with us the game divide? 
« Were all your interloping band 
« Extinguith'd, or expeli'd the land, 
* We Rat-catchers might raiſe our fees, 
« Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe !'* 
A Car, who ſaw the lifred knife, 
Thus ſpoke, and fav'd her ſiſter's life: 
In ev'ry age and clime, we ſce 
Tuo of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching ; 
Squire ſtigmatiſe *fquire for poaciung ; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
* And ſcandal pelts cach — * —_— 
© Kings too their neighbour ki 
6 2 
© But let us limit our defires ; 
© Nat war like beauties, kings, and 'ſquires; 
For, tho' we both one prey purſue, 
There's game enough for us and you.” 


$ 8i. The Old Woman and her Cats. 


WW HO friendſhip - 1 2 5p + + 
Is } a partner in the 

r 

A willing en is thought a bau d; 

And r girl is ſeen 

With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 

We gueſs her not extremely nice, 


And only wiſh to know her price. 
"Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 

A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
Befide a little ſmok y flame 
Sat hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froſt : 
Her thravell'd hands, with vcius embols'd, 


FY 
— 


—_ 


An untam'd ſcold of fourſcort years. 

About her ſwarm'd a num'rous brood 

Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. 
Teaz'd with their crics, her choler grew; 

And thus ſhe ſputter d: Hence ye crew. 

Fool that I was, to entertain 

Such wmps, ſuch ſienda, a helliſ train; 

Had ye becn never hous'd and nurs'd, 

I for a witch had ne'er been curs'd. 

To you I owe that crowds of boys 

Worry me with eternal noiſe; 

Straws laid acrofs, my pace retard; 


Replies a Cat. Let's come to proof: 
Had we ne'er ſtarv'd beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 

In credit liv'd, as beafts of chace. 

2 infamy to ſerve a hag; 

ats are imps, her broom a nag, 
And — our lives — - 
Becauſe tis ſaid, your cats have ninc.” 


$ 82. The Butterfly and Snail. 
LL upſtarts, infolent in place, 

A Remind us of their —— race. 

As, in the ſunſhine of the uhr u, 
A Zutterſly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly perking on a roſe, 
With pert conceit his boſom glows ; 
His wings (all-glorious ro behuld) 
with azuie, jet, and gold, 


Wile 


why the plumb's iaviting blue ? 
Were they to his taſte deſign d, 
Fhat vermin of voracious kind 
Cruſh then the flow, the pilf ring race; 
So purge thy garden from diſgrace.” 
What !” the Snail reply'd! 
ide! 


How inſolent is upſtart pride 


int the flow rs, 

Since I thy humbler life ſurvey'd, 
In baſe and fordid guiſe array d; 
A hideous infeft, vile, unclean, 
You dragg'd a flow and noi 
And from your 
Foul film, and the 
I own my 
Snail 
And 
He's 
And 
Shall 

huſband thus his wife : 


„Who deals in flander lives in ſtrife. 
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Art thou the herald of 

ing war to all thy race? 

Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 

Sn 
at vixen ton your's, m 

Alarms our Rr 

Good Gods! tis like 2 rolling river, 

That murm'ring flows, and flows for ever! 

Ne'er tir'd, perpetual diſcord fowing ! 

Like fame, it gathers ſtrength by going.” 


© Hei ” the 6; 1 
© How rn. 

Is nature's choiceſt gift debarr'd? 

Nay, frown not, for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden; 

23 1 ry nm 

You praiſe his talk, his ſqualling ſong ; 
But wives are always in the wrong! 

Now reputation flew in pieces, 

Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 
She ran the Parrot's language oer, 

Bawd, huſſy, drunkard, flattern, whore; 

On all the ſex ſhe vents her fury; 

Tries and condemns without a jury. 
n 
larm'd cat, monkey, dogs, and birds; 

S 

ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 

aſſaults; 


The _ with int'reſt pays the debt. 
3 


— 


$ 84. The Cur and the Maftif. 
A SNEAKING Cur, the maſter's ſpy, 
Rewarded for his daily lie, 
With ſecret jealouſies and fears 
Ser all r by the cars. 
Poor Puts to-day was in diſgrace z 
Another cat ſupply'd her place; 
The Hound was beat, the Maſtiff 
The M was the room forbid; 
Each to his friend grew ſhy, 
And none could tell the reaton why. 
A plan to rob the houſe was laid; 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid ; 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtrok'd his head, 
And bought his with bread. 
He next the Maſtiff's honour try'd ; 
Whoſe honeſt jaws the bribe defy'd. 
He ſtretch'd his hand to proffer more; 
The furly dog his fingers tore. 
Swift ran the Cur; with indignation 
The maſter took his information. 
Haug him, the villain's curs'd, he cries, 
And round his neck the halter ties. 
The Dog his humble ſuit preferr'd, 
And beyg'd in juſtice to be hcard. 
The maſier fat. On either hand 
The cited confronting ftand ; 
The Cur the bioody tale relates, 
And. like a lawyer, aggravates. 
Judge not rd, the Maftiff, cry'd, 
But weigh the cauſe of cither fide. 
Think not that treach'ry can be juſt; 
Take not informers words on truſt ; 
They ore their hand to ev'ry pay, 
And you aad me by turns betray. 
He fpoke. And all the truth _ : 
The Cur was hang'd, the Maſtiff d. 


chid, 


$ 85. The Sick Man and the Angel. 


JÞ there no hope ? the Sick Man fad. 
The filent doctor ſhook his head, 
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And took his leave with ſigus of forrow, 
Dug ef CDC ES. 

hen thus the Man, with ing breath . 
I feel the chilling wound of : 
Since I muſt bid the world adicu, 
— —_ b made, 
grant bargains were 
11 
Tis ſelf- defence in each prefefſion : 
Sure, ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion. 
The little portion in my hands, 
By good ſecurity on lands, 
Is well increas'd. If, unawares, 
My juſtice to myſelf and heirs 
Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 
For want of good ſufficient beil ; 
If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 
Reduc'd a family to need, 
— — 

N on charity depends. 
2 

nd all my pious gifts are read, 

By heav'n and —— then be known, 
My charities were amply thown. 

An Angel came. Ah friend he cry'd, 
No more in flatt'ring hope confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former tunes 
Ourweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 


What widow or what pra 

To crown thy — an gr 
A pious aftion's in thy power, 

Embrace with joy the hour. 
Now, while you draw the vital air, 
Prove your intention is fincere. 

This inftant give an hundred pound; 
Your neighbours want, and you abound. 

But why ſuch haſte, the Sick Man whines; 
Who knows as yet what Heav'n deſigns ? 
Perhaps I may recover ſtill ; 
That ſum and more are in my will. 

Fool, fays the Viſion, now tis plain, . 
F ac eat oe; Tl 


rere 
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From ev'ry fide, with all might, 

You fcrap'd, and fcrap'd — your right ; 
And after death would fain atone, 

By giving what is not your own. 

While there is life there's hopes, he crv'd; 
Then why fuch hatte? So groan'd, and dy'd. 


-— 


$ $6. The Perſian, the Sun, and the Cloud. 


P there a bard whom genius fires, 
Whole ev'ry thought the God inſpires 
When Envy reads the nervous hnes, 
She frets, ſhe rails, ſhe raves, the pines; 
Her hiſſing ſnakes with venom twcll; 
The calls her venal train from hell: 
The ſerviie fiends her nod obey, 
And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up catumny and ſpite ; 
Thus ſhadow owes its birth to light. 
As proſtrate to the God of Day, 
With devour a Perſian lay, 
His invocation thus begun: 
Parent of light, all- ſecing Sun, 
Prolific beam, whofe rays diſpenſe 
The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praiſe, our daily pray'r, 
Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year 
A Cloud, who mock'd his zrateful rongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs bung ; 
With pride and envy ſwell'd aloud, 
A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud : 
Weak is this gaudy God of thine, 
Whom Lat will forbid to ſhine. 
Shall I nor vows nor incenſe know? 
Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow. 
With fervent zeal! the Perfian mov'd, 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd: 
It was that God, who claims my pray'r, 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there; 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhown. 
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A paſſing gale, a puff of wind, 
Ditpels thy thickeſt troops combin'd. 
The gale arofe; the vapour, toſt 
(The ſport of winds) in air, was loft. 
The glorious orb the day refines ; 
Thus Envy breaks, thus Merit thines. 


$ 87. De Fox at the Point of Death. 


A FOX m life's extreme decay. 
Wenk, fick, and faint, expiring lay; 
All appetite had left his maw, 
And age diſarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His num'rous race around hun ſtand. 
To learn their dying fire's command : 
He raid his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the feeble tone: 
Ah, ſons ! from cvi] ways depart ; 
My crimes lic heavy on my heart. 
See, fee! the murder'd get ar! 
Why are thoſe bleeding tu des there“ 
Why all around tus cackling train, 
Who haunt my cars for chickens flain ? 
The hungry Foxcs round them ſtar'd, 
And fer the promis'd full hren d. 
Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor hen is here. 
Theſe are the phantom> of your brain, 
And your ſons lick their lips'in vain. 
O gluttons ! ſays the drooping fire, 
Reſtrain inordinate deſire. 
Your liqu'rifh taſte you ſhall deplore, 
When peace of ccaſcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 
And gins and guns deftroy ou: race ? 
Thieves dread the ſcarching eye of pow'r, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe. 
Would you true happineſs attain, 
Let * your pathons rein; 
7 
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$o lire in credit and eſteem, | 

And the good name you loſt redeem. 
Tice counſel's good, a Fox replies, 

Could we perform what vou adviſe. 

Thi k what our anceftors have done; 

A i:.:e of thieves from fon to fon : 

To us eſcends the ong di grace; 

And inf m hath mark d our race. 

Tho” we, like harmleſs theep ſhould feed, 

Honeſt in thought, in word, and deed ; 

Whatever hen-rooft is decreaft, 

We thall be to ſhare the 

The change ſhall never be believ d; 

A laſt good name is neter retriev'd. 
Nay, tnen, replies the feeble Fox 

But hark! I hear a hen that clocks) 

Go, but be mod'rate in your food; 

A chicken too might do me good. 


$ 88. The Setting-Dog and the Partridge. 
HE ranging the ſtubble tries, 
T — 2 — Hh 
The ſcent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points rhe c near; 
The men, in ſilence, far behi 
Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 


A idge, with experience wiſe, 
The — ie x ſpies : 


She mocks their toils, alarms her brood ; 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood; 
3 oy 4 

us to the creeping ſpaniel cries: 
Thou fawni — man's deceit, 
Thou pimp of lux'ry, ſneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole ſpecies thou diſgrace; 
i ditown thee of their race ! 

or :f I judge their native parts, 

They're born with honeſt open hearts; 
And cre they ſerv'd man's wicked ends, 
Were grn'rous foes, or real friends. 


Book I, 


| When thus the with ſcornful ſmile ; 
Secure of wing, thou revile. 
Clowns are to polith'd manners blind 3 
LA A 

worth 1 courtiers 
And to preferment riſe like me." 
thriving pimp. beaury 
| Hat: > a — 2 
| Friend ſets his friend, without regard; 
And miniſters his kill reward: 


| $ 89. The Univerſal Apparitton. 
| 


RAKE, by ev'ry paſſion ruPd, 
With ev* 


A 


erdbeer PC 
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$ go. The Two Owls and the Sparrow. 


1 formal Owls fat, 
ing thus in civil chat: 
How is the modern taſte decay d 
Where's the reſpeft to wiſdom paid? 
Our worth the ian ſages knew; 


— 
With gen' ral voice tever d our name; 5; 
On merit title was conferr d, 

And all ador'd th Athenian bird. 


Brother, reaſon well, replies 
The — with half · ſuut eyes; 
Right. Athens was the feat of learning; 

And truly wiſdom is diſcerning. 
Befides, on Pallas“ helm we fit, 


| The type and ornament of wit; 


But now, alas! we're quite 
And a pert ſparrow's more 
A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 
O'erhears them footh each other's pride, 
And thus he aimbly vents his heat: 


Who meets a fool muſt find concecit. 


I grant you were at Athens grac'd, 
And on Minerva's helm were plac'd; 
Bur ev'ry bird that wings the iky, 
Except an Owl, can tell you why. 
From hence they raught their s to know 
How falſe we judge by outward ſhow; 
That we ſhould never looks eſteem, 
Since fools as wiſe as you might ſeem. 
Would ye contempt and {corn avoid, 
Let your vainglory be deſtroy'd: 
Humble your arrogance of thought; 

| Purſue the ways by nature taught : 
So ſhall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care; 
So ſhall ſleek mice your chace reward, 
Aud no keen cat find more regard. 
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$ 91. The Conrtier and Proteus. 

WV HENE'ER a Courtier's out of place, 

The country ſhelters his diſgrace; 
Where, doom'd to exerciſe and health, 
His houſe and gardens own his wealth, 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 
The ptunder of another reign: 
Like Philip's fon, would fam be doing, 
And fighis for other realms to ruin. 

As one of theſe (without his wand) 
Penſive, aiong the winding ſtrand 
Empl; ! the folitary hour, 

In pijcfts to regain his pow'r ; 
Thees in ſpreading circles ran, 
Prercus aoſe, and thus 12 i 

Came you from court? for in your mien 
A ſelt- important air is feen. 

He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 
And how he fell his party's victim. 

Know, fays the God, by matchleſs ſkill, 

I change to ev'ry ſhape at will; 
But yet I'm told, at court you ſee 
Thoſe who preſume to rival me. 

Thus faid—a ſnake, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his ſcaly mail. 

Know, ſays the man, tho? proud in place, 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 

Like you, they take that dreadful form, 
Baſs in the fun, and fly the ſtorm ; 
With malice hits, with eavy glote, 
And for convenicnce change their coat; 
With new-got luſtre rear their head, 
Tho” on a dunghil! born and bred. 

Sudden the God a lion ſtands ; 

He ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the ſands : 
Now a fierce lyax with fiery glare, 
A wolf, an afs, a fox, a bear. 

Had I acer liv'd at court, he cries, 

Such transformation might ſurpriſe ; 
Bur there, in queſt of daily game, 
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Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in 
T heir friends and fellows are their chace. 
| They play the bear's and fox's part; 
Now rob by force, now fteal with art. 
They ſometimes in the ſenate bray ; 
Or chang'd again to beaſts of prey, 
Down from lion to the a | 
Practiſe the frauds of ev'ry - ih 
So faid, upon the God he flies; 
In cords the ſtruggling caprive ties. 
Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and confeſs thy art excell'd. 
ſe ſtrength, ſurprize, or what you will, 
The courtier finds evaſions ftill : 
Nat to be bound by any ties, 
And never forc'd to leave his lies. . 


$ 92. The Barley-Mow and the Dung ill. 


pow many faucy airs we meet I 
From Temple-bar to Aldgate-ftreet ? 
Proud rogues, who ſhar'd the Sourh-ſea prey, 
And fpring like muſhrooms in a day! 
They think it mean to condeſcend 
To know a brother or a friend ; 
They bluſh to hear their mother's name; 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame. 
As croſs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took. his way, 
He ftopp'd, and leaning on his fork, 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 
In thought he meaſur'd all his ſtore ; 
His geeſe, his hogs, he number'd o'er: 
In fancy weigh'd rhe fleeces ſhorn, 
And multiply'd the next year's corn. 
A Barley-mow, which ſtood beſide, 
Thus to its muſing maſter cry'd : 
Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with neglect and flight? 
Me, who contribure to your cheer, 


And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer, 
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Vhy thus inſulted, thus diſgrac'd, 

And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 

thoſe poor fweepings of a zroom, 

F121 Slthy tgllt, that nauſcous fume, 

Jeet obtects here? Command it hence: 

+ :hing to mean ma? give offence. 
The humble Dun, a thus reply'd, 

to matter hears and mocks thy pride: 

enn thus the meck and low; 

| me thy benefaftor know; 

n warm afhfance gi”c thee birth, 

\); thou had periſh'd low in earth; 

upſtarts, to ſupport their ſtation, 

© aucel at once all obligation. 


— 
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FROM MOORE'S FABLES, 
For the Female Sex. 
© 93- The Nightingale and Glow-worm. 
r prudent nymph, whofe checks diicloſe 
The lily and the blutbiug roſe, 
Frum public view her charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the crowd be feen ; 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, 
« The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” 
One night a Glow-worm, proud and yain, 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cry'd, Sure there never was in nature 
So elegant, fo fine a creature. 
All other infects that 1 fee, 
The frugal aat, induſtrious bee, 
Or ſilk- worm, with coatempr I view ; 
With all that low, mechanic crew, 
Who ſervilely their lives employ 
In bus neſs, enemy to joy. 
Mean, vulgar herd! ye are my fcorn ; 
For grandeur only I was born; 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
And plac'd on earth to live and thine. 
Thoſe lights that fparkle fo on high, 
Are but the glow-worms of the ſky; 
And kings on carth their mi 
y imitate my 
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She ſpoke. Attentive on a W 

| A Nightingale forbore his lay * 

He faw rhe ſhining morſel near, 

Aad flew, directed by the glare; 

A while he gaz'd with ſober look, 

And thus the trembling prey beſpoke : 

| Know, 'tis thy beauty brings thy fare : 
Lefs dazzling, long * might' ſt have lain 

Unhceded on the velvet plain: 

Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourns, 

And Beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns. 


| $ 94. The Goofe and the Swans. 
| ] HATE the face, however fair, 

That carries an affected air; 
The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain d, 
The ſtudy'd look, the pailion feign'd, 
Are foppcries, which only tend 
| To injure what they ſtrive to mend. 
Wich what ſuperior grace enchants 
The face which nature's pencil paints | 
Where eyes, unexercis'd in art, 
Glow with the meaning of the heart ! 
here freedom and good - humour fit, 
And eaſy gaiery and wit ! 

beauty be not there, 


- 
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| We catch from ev'ry look delight, 


And grow enamour dat the fight : 
For beauty, though we all approve, 
Excites our wonder more than love, 


| While the agrecable ſtrikes ſure, 


And gives the wounds we cannot cure. 


A 
Or from tome heav'uly image drew 
A form 


Your ill-judg'd aid will you impart, 
And froil by meretriciuus art | 


D 6 


$9 


60 THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Or had you, nature's error, come 
Abortive from the mother's womb, 
Your care ſhe ſtill rcjefts, 
Which only heightens her defects. 
When ſuch, of glitt ring jewels proud, 
Still A112 
At ev'ry public ſhew are ſeen, 

. dt 8 


But ſeldom wants the help of art; 
Truſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
Nor made your form for you to mend. 
A Gooſe, aſſected, empty, vaiu, 
The fhrilleit of the cackling train, 
With proud and elevated creft, 
Prec claim'd above the reſt. 
Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 
Who ſay geeſe hobble in their pace; 
Look 412 ſlandꝰ rous lye detect; 
Not haughty man is fo erect. 
That peacock vonder — lord, * 


The creature's brig, 8 ann my 
1222 vn m hs 


A gooſe 4 be "he fa ner bir 
Nature, to hide her own deft cts, 
4 Mangled work with fnery decks ; 

ere geeſe fer off with halt / th ſhow, 
Would mep admire the peacock * No. 

Thus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 
The cackling brecd atte: her walks; 
The fun ſhot dow his non - tide beams, 

The Swans were ſporting in the freams; 
Their ſnowy plumes and ſtately pride 
Provok'd her _ ke there, the cry'd, 
Again what — 

Thoſe creatures h- 1 

Shall cv'ry fawl the water ſkim, 

Necauſe we geefe are known to ſwim | 
Humility they foon ſhall learn, 
And their own tmyptineſs diſcern. 
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So ſaying, —— 
y upon the wave ſhe 
— 


— ſwells, ſhe 
the — $ — creſt aſſumes. 
en. d, 
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turn uncenſur'd to his way; 
uted ſtreams again are pure, 


7 


; 
14 
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Tho? diſtant ev'ry 
Nor fſkill'd on life's tempeſtuous ti 
If once her feeble 
Or deviate 
In vain & 
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The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 
And ſhut the wand”rer from repoſe ; 
Till, ba conflifting waves oppreſt, 
Her ing pinnace finks to reſt. 
Are there no off rings to atone 
For but i ſingle error None. 
Tho! woman is av. d, of old, 
No daughter of celeſtial mould, 
Her temp'rir g not without allay, 
And form'd bur of the finer clay, 
We challenge from the mortal 
The ftrengrth ic natures claim; 
Nay more, for ones tell 
That een immortal fell ! 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 


Of humid earth and ambient air, 

With varying elements endu'd, 

Was form d to fall, and rife renew'd. 
The ftars no fix'd duration know; 

Wide oceans ebb again to flow; 


Refulgent riſe with new. harm I ht. 
In vain may death and time 
While nature mints her race ane w, 


| As well e as repoſe ; 
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hour 5 
3 — 
He ſperia's chaſte facred ſhade, 
Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſt, 
The dragon honor charm'd to reft, 
Shall virrue's flame no more return? 
No more with virgin ſplendor burn? 
No mcre the ravag'd garden blow 
| Wich tpring's ſuccecding blofſom No. 

may mourn, but not reſtore ; 

And woman falls—to riſe no more l 
Within this ſublunary ſphere 
A country lies—no matter where; 
The clime ny; 2 

| all who poetic ground ; 

Fy ſtream, call'd Life, acroſs it glides, 
And cqually the land divides; | 
And here, of vice the province lies; 
And there, the hills of virtue riſe. 
Upon a mountain's airy ftand, 
Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 
An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 


For mutual they long were fam'd, 
And Temp'rance and Religion nam'd. 
A num'rous progeny divine 

Confefs'd the honors of their line; 
Bur in a little daughter fair, 
Was center'd more than half their cart; 
For Heav'n, to gratulate her birth, 
Gave figns of future joy to earth; 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And ity the name ſhe bore. 

* now the maid in a ws 
(A flow'r juſt op'ning to the view) 
Oft thro” her —— lawns the ſtray d, 
And, wreſtling with the lambk ins, play'd ; 
Her looks diffufive ſweets bequeath'd ; 


The breeze grew purer as the breath'd; 


morn her radiant bluſh aſſum' I; 
ſpring with earlier fragraacc bloom'd, 
early took delight, 
Like her, to drets the world in white. 
But when her riſing form was fecn 
To reach the crifis of tifteen, 
Her parents up the mountain's head, 
ith anxious ſtep their darling led; 
v turns they fnatch'd her to their breaft, 
And thus the fears of age cxpreſt: 
O! joyful! cauſe of many a care 
O daughter too divinely fair ? 
You world, on this imporrant day, 
Demands thee to a dang'rous way; 
A painful journey all muſt go, 
Vn · ſe doubted period none can know; 
Whoie due direction who can tind, 
Where rcaſon's mute and ſenſe is blind ? 
Ah, w hat unequal leaders theſe, 
Thro” fuch a wide perplexing maze '! 
Then mark the warnings of the wiſc, 
And learn what love and years adviſe. 


Far to the right thy pruſpect bend, 


vonder tow'ring hills aſcend ; 

Lo, rhere the Ao whos, path's in view 
Which Virtue and her ſons purſue ; 
With toil o'er leſo' ning earth they riſe, 
Aud gain, and gain upon the ſkies. 
Karrow's the way her children tread, 
No walk for pleaſure fmoothly ſpread, 
But rough, and difficult, and ſ cep; 
Pantul ta climb, agd hard to keep. 

Fruits mmarture thoſe lands difpenſc, 
A food indelicate to ſenſe, 


Hence, as ſcale that 24 road, 
— 'd of its load; 
rom earth refining ſtill they 
And leave the mortal weight - 
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Then ſpread the ſtra t, the daubtful c 
And ſmooth the rugacd path appears ; 
For cuſt turns fatique to caſe, 
And, taucht by virtuc, pain can pleaſe. 

At length, the t me journes o'er, 
And ncar the bright celeſtial chore, | 
A gulpli, black, fe: ful, and profound, 


\ ppears, of cas world the bound, 


© rknefb iecading up to ght; 


Ser Vvard ſhrinks, and fhruns the fight ; 
For manſitory train 
Of tim, uvm, and care, and pain, 


And matter“ » incumb'ring mals, 
Man's late aſſociates, cannot pats, 

Bur ſink ing, quit — cs, 
And leave the wond'ring foul at large 
Lightly the wings ker obvious way, 


And mingles with eternal day. 


Thither, O thither wing thy ſpeed, 
Tho” pleafure charm, c * impede; 
To tuch th'all-bountcous 'r has giv'n, 
For preſent earth, a future hcav'n ; 
For trivial loſs, unmeaſur'd gain ; 
And endleſs bliſs for tranſient pain. 
Then fear, ah ! fear to turn thy fight . 
Where yonder flow'ry field: invite: 
Wide on the left the path-way bends, 


And with pernicious caſe deſcends ; 


| There, fweet ro ſenſe and fair to ſhow, 

New-planted Edens ſecm co blow, 

Trees, that delicious poilon bear; 

For death is vegetable there. 

Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 

Each ſineu flack'ning at the taſte, 

The foul to paſſion yields her throne, 

| And fees with s nor her own ; 

, While, like the ſſumb'rer in the night, 

| Plcas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
Before her ahenated eycs 

| The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe; 

| The puppet world's amufing ſhow, 


Dipt in the gaily-colour'd bow, 


; 
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The toys of infavts and of kings, 
That tempt, along the buncful plain, 
The «ly wife lightly vain, 

Till, verging on the gulphy ſhore, 
Sudden they fink —and rite no more. 

But liſt to what thy fates declare: 
Tho” thou art woman, frail as fair, 
If once thy fliding fout ſhould fray, 
Once quit yon heav'n-appoited way, 
For thee, 10 maid, fur thee alone, 4 
Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone ; 
Reproach, ſcorn. intam y, and hate, 
On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait; 
Thy form be leath'd by — 2 
And ev'ry foot thy prefence fly. 

Thus arm's with words of potent ſound, 
Like guardian-angels plac'd around, 

A charm, by wth diviocly caſt, 

Forward our ung advent'rer paſs'd, 

Forth from ner cred eve-lids tent, 

Like mor 1, fure-r': ming radiance went, 

While Honour, handmaid late athgn'd, 

Upheld her lucid train behind. 

* Ave firuck, the much admiring crowd 

Before the virgin viſion bow'd ; 

Gaz'd with an ever-new delight, 

And caught freſh virtue at the fight; 

For not of earth's ul frame 

They deem the heavn-compounded Dame; 

Ir matter, fure the moſt refin'd, | 

High- v rought and temper'd into mind, 

Some datline daughter of the day, 

And body d by her native ray. 
Wherc'er he paſſes. 2 bend, 

And thou ſands where ſhe moves attend; 

Her ways obſervant eyes confeſs, 

Her {eps purſuing praiſes bleſs ; 

While to the elevated Maid 

Oblations, as to Fenv'r, are pai 

"Twas on an ever-blitheſome day, 
The jovial birth of roſy May, 
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When genial warmth, no more 
New-melts the froſt in ev'ry 
The check with ſecret fluſhing dyes ; 
And looks kind things from chaſteſt eyes ; 
The fun with healthier viſage glows, 

Aſide his clouded kerchiet throws, 


And dances up th'ethereal plain, 


Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 

While nature, as from bonds fer free, 

Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 
And now, for momentary reſt, 

The nymph her travelPd ſtep repreſt, 

Juſt turn'd to view the attain'd, 

And glory'd in the height the gain'd. 
Our-ſtretch'd before her wi 

The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 

And pity touch'd her foul with woe, 

To fee a world fo loſt below; 

When ſtraight the breeze began to breathe 

Airs gently wafted from beneath, 


| That bore commiſfion'd witchcraft thence, 


And reach'd her ſympathy of fenſe; 
No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 
A peoplc funk and loſt in woes, 
Kur as of preſent good poſſeſs'd. 
The very triumph of the bleſs'd. 
The maid in rapt attention -— 


While thus approaching Sirens 3 


Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, 
Brighteſt beauty, come and taſte 
What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold, 

ovs too mighty to be told ; 

aſte what ecſtaſies they ue 
Dying raptures, taſte and 

In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 
Nature empties all her treaſure, 

Soft defires, that ſweetly languiſh; 
Fierce delights, that riſe to anguiſh 3 
Faireft, Joſt thou yet delay? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. 
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3 —_ 
pedantry and pride, 
Snarlers, to whoſe feeble ſen ſe 
April's funſhine is offence; 
Age and envy will adviſe _ 
Even againft the joy they prize. 
Come, in plcaſure's balmy bow! 
Slake the thiritings of thy foul, 
2 raptar d pow rs are fainting 
ich enjoyment, paſt the painting; 
Faireft, doſt thou yer delay > © 
Brightett beauty, come away. 


So fung 


Her glance with ſwcet perſuaſion charm'd, 
Uuncry'd, the ſtrong, the ſtcel'd difarm'd ; 


, 


No ſafety een the flying find, 


| Who, vent'rous, look but once behind. 


Thus was the much admiring Maid, 


| While diſtant, more than half betray'd. 


With ſmiles, and adulation bland, 

They join'd her fide, and feiz'd her hand; 
Their touch'd envenom'd fweers diftill'd, 
Her frame with new pulſatious thrill'd, 
While half conſenting, half denving, 
Reluctant now, and now complying, 
Amidſt a war of hopes and fears, 


Ot trembling wiſhes, ſiniling tears, 


Still down and down, the winning pair 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, vielding Fair. 
As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 

To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground 


| Borne from her courſes, haply lights 


Where Barca's flow'ry clime invites, 

Conceal'd around whoſe treachꝰ rous land 

Lurk the dire rock and dan g' rous fand; 

The pilot warns, with fail and bar, 

To ihun the much- ſuſpected ſhore 

In vain : the tide, too ſubtly ſtrong, 

Still bears the wreſtling bark along, 

Till found'ring, ſhe — to fate, 

And ſinks, o'erwhelm'd, with all her freight. 
So, baffling ev'ry bar to fin, 

Ani Heav'n's own pilot, plac'd within, 

Alcng the devious, ſmooth deſcent, 

With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 

The dames, accuſtom' d to ſubdue, 

As with a rapid current drew, 

And o'er the fatal bounds 

The loft, the long retuftant Maid. 
Here ſtop, ye fair ones, and beware, 

Nor fend your fond aſſections there; 

Yer, yet your darling, now d, 

Mav turn, to vou and heav'n reftor'd! 

Till then, with weeping Honor, wait 


The fervant of her better fate; 
With Honor, left the ſhore, 
Her friend and id now no more; 


Nor, 
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Rememb'ring, you 

And now, from all inquiring light, 
Faſt fled the conſcious — 4 
r 


111 
t 


No 
28228 -S 
The N 

„ gs poke 
|  Enthron'd within a circling y, 
a mount o'er mountains high, 


11 radiant fat, as in a ſhrine, 


Still turn'd the mirror to her view, 

White chalk > chop penn 0, 

Approach'd to whiten at her 

And ev'ry led inſulting dame 

Upon her tolly roſe to fame. | 
What ſhould the do? Attempt once more 

To gain the late-deſerted ſhore ? 
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Beheld, abandon'd to deſpair | Soon this elemental maſs, 
The ruins of her fav'rite fair ; | Soon th'incumb'ring world ſhall paſs; 
And with a voice, whoſe awful ſound Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Appal'd the guilty world _—_ Time be ſpent, and life expire. 
Bid the tumultuous winds be ftill, ; marks of 
Fo numbers bow'd each lift'ning hill, .* hong» 1 
Uncurl'd the ſurging of the _—_ Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 
And finooth'd the thorny bed of pain; 
The golden harp of hear'n the ſtrung, Tell ene ani, GH ne wie? 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung: Gone, like traces on the deep, 
f Like a ſceptre graſp'd in fleep, 
Lovely Penitent, ariſe, l Dews, exhal'd from morning glades, 
> _ = thy * ſkies; Melting ſnows, and gliding thades. 
— hn he ha Paſs the world, and what's behind ? 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. Viewe's mb, be flee miles; 
Jet experience now decide From an univerſe deprav'd, 
3 grade wore Ao From the wreck of nature ſav d. 
ſmooth, enchanted * i 
: Like the life - ſupporting grain, 
fs ESE CS | Fruit of patience and of pain, 
Structures rais'd by morning dreams; On the fwain's autumnal day, 
Sands that wrip the fining Mess; Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
wn that anchors on the air ; . 
l a nbler, fear 
Clouds that paint their changes there. Than kata — 
Scas that ſmoothly dimpling lie, Seed, by genial forrows fown, 
While the ftorm impends on high, More than all thy ſcorners own. 


Shewing, in an obvious glafs, 

Joys that in poſſeſſion 7 3 
Tranfient, fickle, light, and 

Plart'ring only to betray . 1128 

What, alas, can life contain!“ 

Life, like all its circles—vain. 


Will the ſtork, i £ 
On the billow build her net ? 
Will the bee demand his ftore 
From the bleak and bladeleſs thore ? 


What tho” hoftile earth deſpiſe, 
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 
Heav'n thy fricndlefs fteps ſhall guide, 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy ſide. 

When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th'immortals pour around, 
Heav'n thall thy return atreft, 
Hail'd by my: iads of the dleſt. 

Little native ef the Ries, 
Lovely penitent ariſe; 

Calin thy boſoin, clcar thy brow, 
Virrue is thy tifter now. 

Mor: delightful are my woes 

Than tne rapcure plcaſurt knows: 


1 
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Richer far the weeds I bring 


When Love, who led a 
Remote from buſtle, ftare, and firife, 
Forth from his thatehꝰd roof'd cottage ftray'd, 
An ftroll'd along the dewy glade. 
A nymph, who lightly trippꝰd it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his eye, 
He — the geſture of the Fair, 
Her ſelf- ſuſſicient grace and air, 
Her ſteps, that mincing meant to pleaſe, 
Her ftudy'd — caſe ; 
= — — what meant 
is thing and paint, 
IN poke, and bow'd obſervant; 
Lady, ſlightiy—8Sir, your ſervant. 
Such beauty in fo rude a place 
Fair one, you do the country grace; 
At court no doubt the public care; 
But Love has imall acquaintance there. 
Yes, Sir, repty'd the fluttꝰ ring dame, 
This form con*:fſes whence it came; 
But dear variety, you know, 


Can make us pride and poinp forego. 


For in the — lawn 


—— 
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My name is V I 
Nn 
Within my court all honor centres; 
I raiſe the mcaneſt foul that enters; 
Eaduw with latent gifts and 
And model fools for poſis and places. 
As Vanity appoints at pleaſure, 
The world receives it weight and meaſure; 
_— — 
1 — and firife. 
my pow'r prevails, 
When I ſtep in where nature fails, 
And, ev'ry breach of ſenſe > 
Am bounteous ſtill where Heav'n is ſparing. 
11 
* , pouts, pray'rs, 
B on mag ms nn 
Fus, frolics, foibles, and 
Their robing, curling. and adorning, 
From noon to night, from night to morning ; 
From fix to fixty, fick or found, | 
I rule the female world around. 
Hold there a moment, Cupid cry'd, 
Nor boaſt dominion quite fo wide. 
Was there no to invade, 
53 
Ail other empire I reſign; 
Bar be the fphere of beaut we + oy 
OI 


That opens on a woman's breaſt, 


Attended by my peaceful train, 
1 K 


N Faith I bring — 2 
ruth, above an ſtrong ; 
And Chafiry, of icy y mould, | 
Within tlie 
And Leowlineſs, to tr ** 
The pow'r and pride of nations bow; 
And Modeſty, with downcaft eye, 

That lends the morn her virgin dye; 
And Iunucence. array'd in light; » 


With 


With ſweetly winning graces, more 
. 
In unaffected conduct free, 
All ſiniling ſiſters, three times three; 
And roſy Peace, the cherub bleſt, 
Thar nightly fings us all to reſt. 
Hence, from the bud of nature's prime, 
_ fr = 
oman, *he world's appointed light 
Has fkirted ev'ry ſhade with white ; 
Has ftnod for imitation hi 
To ex ry heart and ev 
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| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


| 


1 


| 
| 


| 


| 


| 


And pray, Sir, may I be ſo bold 
To hope your pretty tale is told: 
And next demand, without a cavil, 
What new Utopia do you travel? 
Upon my word, theſe high-flown fancies 
Shew depth of learning—in romances. 
Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us 
Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows ! 


Boox I. 


Go, child; and when you're grown maturer, 


You'll ſhoot your next opinion furer. 
O ſuch a y knack at painting! 
And all for ſoft'uing, and for fainting ! 
Gueſs now, who can, a fingle feature 
Throꝰ the whole piece of female nature, 
Then mark! my looſer hand may fit 
The lines, too coarſe for Love to hit. 
Tis ſaid that woman, prone to 
Thro' all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean riding, 
No reaſon rule, nor rudder guiding, 
Is like the comet's wand'ring light, 
Eccentric, ominous, and bright ; 
Trackleſs, and fhifting as the wind; 
2. —— Gaſs 
moon, ſtill changing and revolving; 
A riddle, paſt all human ſolving; 
A bliſs, a plague, a heav'n, a hell; 
A—ſomething that no man can tell. 


Thor &s their — 
in their tempers 

Nor with their ſex nor ſelves conſiſtent, 
Tis bur the diff rence of a name, 

And ev'ry woman is the fame; 

For as the world, however yary'd, 


And thro unnumber'd changes carry” 
ps — and forms, * 


Tho” in a thoutand ſuits array d, 

Is of one ſubject matter made; 

So, Sir, a woman's conſtitution, 
The world's enigma, finds ſolution; 


Clouds, meteors, colours, calms, and ftorms, 


And 
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her form be what 
Ty — 


With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 
of 


The ſpeck ing, I commence; 
Within the womb make freſh advances, 
And dictate future qualms and fancies , 
Thence in the ing torm expand, 
With childhood travel hand in hand, 
. ; 

In 'gaws, rattles, , 

— familiar ad ans, 

J ſend the flutt'ring foul abroad. 
Prais'd for her ſhape, her air, her mien, 
The little goddeſs, and the queen, 
Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 


7 * 
High on the flowing fail, 
Or curl'd in rvefſes ki he gale, 
Then to her glaſs I lead the fair, 
And ſhew the lovely idol there; 
Where, ſtruck as by divine emotion, 
n bows $6 f nnd worm 
ad numb'ring ev o'er, 
3 doe Fre 
hen all for ing and parading, 
Coquerting, uerading; 
7 ²˙ V 
And churches, ſometimes—if the faſhion ; 
For woman's ſenſe of right and wrong 
Is rul'd by the almighty throng ; 
Still turns, to each meander tame, 
And fwims the ftraw of ev'ry ftream. 
des yr rg ts 
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And e' en from pity and diſdain 
| She'll cull fome reaſon to be vain. 
| us, Sir, ev orm feature, 
4 een vice, whi admire, 
I gather fuel to my fire; 4 
And on the very baſe of ſhame 
Exet᷑t my monument of fame. 
Let me another truth attenipt, 
Of which your godthip has not dreamt. 
| Thoſe ſhining virtues which vou muſter, 
Whence think you they derive their luſtre > 
| native —_— and devotion ? 
yes, a mi l notion 
— —ᷣ— — 
'Tis I make ſaints, whoe'er make finners ; 
"Tis I inſtruct them to withdraw, 
And hold man in awe; 


For female worth, as I inſpire, 


Spin out the various arts you mention, 
Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, 
They hold the fov'reign balm of woe; 

the ftoic's boufted art 
tic heaving- of the heart; 
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To ſcenes of painted 


To pain gi and relief, 
And gild the pallid face of grief. 
Alike the palace and the plain 
Admit the glories of m reign ! 
Thro' ev'ry age, in ev'ry nation, 
- - - Take, talents, tempers, ſtate, and ſtation, 
++ Whate'er a woman fays, I ſar; 
Whate ler a woman ſpends, I pay; 
Alike I fill and empty bays, 
Flutrer in finery and rags; 
With light coquerres thro” folly range; 
And with the prude ditain to change. 
And now you'd think, 'twixt you and I, 
Thar things were ripe for a reply— 
But fofr, and, while I'm in the mood, 
Kindly permit me to conclude, 
Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, 
And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel. 
When ev'rv pleaſure's run aground, 
And folly tir'd thro' many a round, 
The nvmph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 
_ ripen to an hour's repentance, 
A 


vapours, ſhed in s moiſture, 
Ditmils her to a SR clovſtcr , 
Then on I lead her with devotion, 
Con(picuous in her dreſs and motion, 
Inſpire the heav'nly-breathing air, 
Roll up the lucid eye in prav'r, 
Soften the voice, and in the face 
Look melting harmony and grace, 


decent pain I ſpread, 
2 


methodize in death, 


| 


— — 


—— 


| 


And ſtrange, 
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bliſs I waft her, 

And form the heav'n ſhe hopes hereafter. 
In truth, rejoin'd Love's gentle God, 

You've a tedious length of road, 

in all the toiifome way, 

No houſe of kind refreſhment lay; 

No nymph, whoſe virtues might have tempted 

To hold her from her ſex exempted. 
For one, we'll never quarrel man ; 

Take her, and keep her, if you can; 

And plecas'd, I yield ro your petition, 

Since ev'ry fair, by fuch | 

Will hold herſelf the one ſelected; 

And fo my ſyſtem ſtands prutected. 
O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 

To rruths divinely vouch'd in ftory ! 

The Godhead in his zeal return'd, 

And, kindling at her malice, burn'd. 

Then ſweetly rais'd his voice, and told 

Of heav'nly nymphs, rever'd of old; 

Hvpfipyle, who fav'd her fire, 

And Portia's love, approv'd by fire: 

Alike Penclope was quoted, 

Nor laurel'd Daphne paſs'd unnoted, 

Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, 

Nor fam'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 

Alceſte's voluntary fteel, 

And Catherine, ſmiling on the wheel. 

Bur who can hope to plant conviction, 

Where cavil grows on contradittion ? 

Some the evades or difavows, 

Demurs to all, and none allows; 

A kind of ancient thing call'd fables ! 

And thus the Goddeſs turn'd the tables. 
Now both in argument grew high, 

And choler flaſh'd from citber eye; 

Nor wonder each refus'd to id 

The conqueſt of fo fair a ſield. 
When ily arriv'd in view 

A _ whom our 

Ot a grave, and fober gai 

Majcttic, awful, and hl 


knew, 
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As heav'n's autumnal eve ſerene, 
When not a cloud oꝰercaſts the fcene ; 
Once Prudence call'd, a matron fam'd, 
And in old Rome Cornelia nam'd. 
Quick, at a venture, both 
To leave their ftrife to her 
And now by cach the facts were ſtated, 
In form and manner as related. 
The cafe was ſhort, they crav'd opinion, 
Which held oer females chief dominion ? 
When thus the Goddeſs, anſw' ring mild, 
Firſt ſhook her gracious head, and ſmil'd: 
Ale, how — 
Ye: how unfit a j am 1 
In times of golden date, tis true, 
I hard the fickle ſex with you; 
But from their preſence long preclude d, 
Or held as one whoſe form intruded; 
Full fifty annual funs. can tell, 
Prudence has bid the fex farewell. 
In this dilemma what to do, 
Or who to think of, neither knew; 
For both ſtill, bias'd in opinion, 
And of tole dominion, 
Were forc'd to hold the cafe 
Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 
„ 
Of incxperienc'd gait and air, 
Who nc'er had croſs'd the neighb'ring lake, 
Nor ſcen the world beyond a wake, 
With cambric coif and kerchict clean, 
Tiipt lightly-by them o'er the green. 
Now, now ! cry*d Love's triumphant Child, 
Aud at approaching conqueſt fmii'd, 
If Vanity will once be guided, 
Our diff*rence ſoon may be decided; 
Behold yon wench : a fit occaſon 
To try your force of gay perfuaſiun. 
Go you, while I retire aloof, 
Go, put theſe boaſted pow'rs to proof; 
And if your prevalence of art 
Tranſcends my vet unerring dart, 


* 
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| 


| 


| By 


I give the fav'rite conteſt o'er, 

And ne'er will boaſt my empire more. 
At once, fo faid, and fo confented; 
And well our Goddets feem'd cemtented, 

Nor pxuting, made a moment's and, 

Rut tripe, and took the gi in hand. 
Meanwhile, the Godhead, unalturm'd, 

As ome to each occaſiom arm'd, 

Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, 

That erſt had wounded many a heart ; 

Thea bending, drew it to the head ; 

The buw-fſtring twang'd, the arrow fed, 

And, to her ſecret addreſt, 

Translix'd the whiteneſs of her breaft. 
Rut here the Dame, whoſe guardian care 

Had to a moment watch'd the fair, 

At once her pocket mirror drew, 

And held the wonder full in view ; 

As quickly rang'd in order bright, 

A thoutand heauties ruth to ſiglit, 

A world of charms, till now unkuou n, 

A world reveal'd ro her alone; ; 

Enraprur'd ſtands the love-fick maid, 

Suſpended o'er the dariing ſhade, 

Here only nxes to admire, 

And centres ev'ry fond deſire. 


$ 97. The Youth and the Philaſnpher. 
W. WHITEHEAD. 

A GRECTAN youth, of talents rare, 

Whom Plato's philofophic care 
Had form'd for virtue's nobler view, 
precept and example too, 
Would often boaſt his matchle ſs {kill 
To curb the ſteed, and guide the wheel; 
And as he paſs'd the gazing throng 
Witch graceful eaſe, and finack'd the thong, 
Tac idiot wonder they expreſt 
Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. 

Ar length, quite vain, he needs would ſhew 

His maſter what his art could do, ad 
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And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead In Folly's maze advance; 
To Academus' facred ſhade. Tho” fingularity and pride 
The trembling grove confeſo d irs fright, Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
The wood-nymphs ſtarted at the fight ; Nor join the giddy dance. 
The Muſes the learned lyre, From the zav werld we'll oft rexi 
And to their inmoſt ſhades retire. Eons © - ————_ 
Howe'er, the with forward air, 123 
Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car; No noifi —— here; , 
The laſh reſounds, the courters ſpring, — — —— 
The chariot marks the rolling ring; To ſpoil ove heartfelt joys. 
And gath'ring crowds, with cager eyes | : — 1 2 
And ſhouts, purſue him as he flies. Tf folid happineſs we prize, 
Triumphant to the goal 4, Within our breaft this jewel lies; 
With nobler thirſt his | —— 2 they are fools who roam: 
ö E dean on 
- track he marks agai | , 
Purſues with care the nice deſign, : And thes Gras hut—our heme. 
Nor ever deviates from the line. - — ny — dove bereft, _ 
Amazement leiz'd the circling crowd; r 
The . : ; That fafe retreat, the ark; 
Er'n hail'd the boy, | Giving her vain excurſion o'er, * 
And all but Plato gaz -d wich joy. The diſappointed bird once more 
For he, deep-iudging fave, bebe!d Explor'd the facred bark. 
Wich pain the trĩiumphs of the field: Tho' fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle pow rs, 
And, when the charivreer drew nigh, We, who improve his golden hours, 
And, fluſh'd with hope, had caught his eye, By ſweet experience know, 
he cry'd, Thar marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradiſe below. 
tutor'd right, they'll e a ſpring 
| ee — rife: 
their minds, with ſtudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 4s = 
And train them for the ſkies. 8 v 
While they aur wiſeſt hours engage, uit it 
They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, Wits 
And crown our hoary havrs : A 
They'll grow in virtue ev'ry day; 
And thus our fondeſt loves repay, White 
| And iccompente our cares. * . 
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No borrow d joys, they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot : 
Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate; 
We look with pity on the great, 
And bleſs our humbler lot. 
Our portion is not large, indeed ; 
But then how little do we need ! 
For nature's calls are few : 
In this the art of living hes, 
To want no more than may 
And make that little do. 

We'll therefore reliſh with content 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our pow'r ; 

For, if our ſtock be 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 
loſe rhe hour. 


To be reſign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when 2 _ deny'd, 
And pleas'd with favours givin; 
Dear Chloe, this is wiſdom's part; 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 
Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heav'u. 


We'll aſk no long protracted treat, 
Since winter-life is ſeldom ſw ect; 
But, when our feaſt is o'er, 
Grateful from table we'll arife, 
Nor grudge our fons with envious eyes 
The relics of our ſtore. 


Thus, hand in hand, thro” life we'll go; 
Its chequer'd paths of joy and woe 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 
While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall thro” the gloomy vale attend, 
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| And cheer our 
Shall, when all other comforts 
Like a kind angel, whit 

And fmooth the bed 


dying breath ; 
ceaſe 
of deark. 


| $ 99. Pleaſure. Cotton. 
HEAR, ye fair mothers of our iſle, 
oy te — tor homely ſtyle. 
What tho” my t quaint or new 
| Pl warrant than my ine's true : N 
Or, if my ſentiments be old, 
Remember, truth is ſterling gold. 
You judge it of important weight 
To keep your riſing offspring ſtraight; 
For this ſuch anxious moments f 
And aſk the friendly aids of ſteel; 
For this import the diſtant cane, 
Or * the monarch of the main. 
— — ſoul be warp'd aſide 
y pathon, prejudice, and pride ? 
| Deformity of heart I call 4 
The worſt deformity of all. 
Your cares to body are confin'd : 
Few fear obliquity of mind. 
Why not adorn the better part ? 
This is a nobler theme for art. 
For what is form, or what is face, 
But the foul's index, or its calc ? 
Now take a fimile at hand, 
Compare the mental foil to land. 
Shall fields be till'd with annual care, 
And minds lie fallow ev'ry year > 
O, fince the crop depends on you, 
Give them the culture which is due: 
Hoe ev'ry weed, and dreſs the ſoil, 
o harveſt ſhall repay your toil, 
If human minds reſemble trets 
(As ev'ry moraliſt 
Prune all the ſtragglers of your v 
Then * purple cluſters ſhi ne. 


— 


— — 


The 


The gard'ner knows, that fruitful life 
Demands his falutary knife : 

For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot, 

Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 
A fatiriſt *, in Roman times, 


When Rome, like Britain. groan'd with crimes, 


Afﬀerts it for a facred truth, 

That plcatures are the bane of youth; 
That forrows ſuch purſuits attend, 
Or fuch purſuits in forruws cnd, 

That all the wild advent'rer gains 

Are perilo, pemtence, and pains, 
Approve, ve fair, the Roman page, 
And bid vour tons revere the faye ; 

In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil. 
And firing their nerves by manly toil. 


Thus ſhall they „like Temple, wiſc ; 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons riſc; 
Or hardy chiefs to wieid the lance, 


And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego 
Thoſe treach'rous paths where 
Where the young mind is Folly's flavz; 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave. 

Let each bright charafter be nam'd 
For wiſdom, or for valour fam'd: 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone, 
Tell how th' immortal Bacon ihone ! 
Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, 
Soar'd high on contemplation's wings; 
Nang'd the fair fields of nature o' er, 
Where never mortal trod before: 
Bacon] whoſe vaſt, capacious plan 
Beſpoke him angel more than man! 

Does love of martial fame infpire, 
Cherith, ye fair, the gen'rous fire; 
Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouſe the hero in their breaſt: 
Paint Creffe's vanoidl'd fickd ancw, 
"Their fouls fliall b indle at the view z 
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pleaſures grow; 


| Refolv'd tu conquer or to fall, 

When liberty and Britain call. 

Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 

Or hurl their thunders thro” the main; 

Gain with their blood, nor 

What their degen'rate fires have lot : 

The laurel thus ſhall grace their brow, 

As Churchill's once, or Warren's now. 
One ſummer's evening, as I ftray'd 

Along the tiient moon-light glade, 

With thoſe reflections in my breaſt, 

Bencath an oak I ſunk to reſt; 

A gentle ſlumber intervenes, 

= fancy dreſs d inſtructive r= 

Iethuught a ſpacious road I ſpy 

And ſtately trees adorn'd its ade 

| Frequented by a ziddy crowd 
Of thoughtleſs mortals, vain and loud 

Who tripp'd with jocund heel along, 
And bade me join their ſmiling throng 
I ſtraight obey 'd—perfuafion hung 

Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue: 
A cloudleſs tun improv'd the day, 

| And pinks and rofes ſtrew'd our wave 
Now as our journey we purſue, 

| A beauteous fabric roſe to view ; 

+ A ſtately dome, and (weetly grac d 

| With ev'ry ornament of taſte. 

This ſtructure was a female's claim, 

| And Pleature was the monarch's nate. 

| The hall we enter d uncourrol'd, 

And faw the queen enthron'd un gold: 

Arabian ſu eets perfum'd the ground, 

| And laughing Cupids flutter round ; 

A flowing veſt adorn'd the fair, 

And flow 'ry chaplets vw reath'd her hair. 


A thouſand foft infidious fmilcs ; 
Love rgught her lifping tongue to 
And form'd the dunple in her cheek ; 


* Po;fius. 
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the coſt, 


| Fraud rau;chr the queen a thouſand wiles, 
| 
| 
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And breathe lives away. 
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Whence theaccurſed luſt of play, 
Which thouſands in 2 day ? 
* ſorc'refs, ſpeak (for thou canſt tell) 

ho call'd the ron cha card from hell? 
Now maa profanes his reas'nin | 
Profanes {weet friendſhip's —— 3 
Abandon'd to inglorious ends, 

And faitilefs to himfelf and friends; 
A dupe to ev'ry artful knave, 
To ev'ry abject with a fave: 
But who againſt himſelf combines, 
Abets his enemy's deſigns. 
When rapine meditates a blow, 
He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe. 
Is man a thicf who ſteals my pelf— 
How great his theft who i & hunſclf! 
Is man who gulls his friend a cheat 
How heinous, then, is felf-deccit ! 
Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime 
How black his guilt who murders time i 
Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 
Grand ts to palliate ill; 
Shall modes and forms avail with me, 
When reafon difavows the plea ? 
Who „is felon of his wealth, 
His time, his liberty, his health: 
Virtue forſakes his fordid mind, 
And Honour ſcorns to ſtay behind. 
From man when thefe bright cherubs 
Ah, what's the deſerted heart ! 
A favage wild ſhocks the fight, 
Or chaos, and impervious night ! 
Each gen'rous principle deſtroy'd, © 
* dzmons crowd the fi ighitful yoid ! 
| Siam's elephant ſuppl 

The baneful defolating die , 

inſt the honeſt ſylvan's will, 
You his iv'ry tuſk to Kill. 
Heav'n, its favours to diſpenſe, 
Gave him that w for defence : 
That weapon, for his guard deſign'd, 
You _ fatal ro mankin d. 
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He p lann'd no death for thaughtle ſo youth ; 
You gave the venom to his tohth. 
Viuth, ty rant, bluſh ! for, oh! 'tis true, 
"That no fel! ſerpent bares like vou. 
The guutts were orcer'd to depart 3 
Buluftancc fat on ev'ry heart: 
A porter ſhew'd 4 diff'rent door, 
Not the fair portal known before. 
he gates, methought, were open d wiile; 
The crowds defcended in a tide: 
But oh ve heav'n:, what vaſt furprize 
Struck the advent'rers frighted eyes ! 
A barren heath before us lay, 
And gath'ring clouds obtcur'd the day z 
The darknets rote in ſinoky fpires ; 
Thc hyhtmngs flaſh'd their livid tires : 
Loud peals of thunder rent the air, 
While vengeance chill id our hearts with frar. 
Five ruthleſs tyrants fway'd the plain, 
And triumpii'd o'er the mangl'd flain. 
Her: tat Dittattc, with hckly mien. 
And more than halt devou'd with tplecn 3 
There food Remorte, with thought oppreft, 
Aud vipers feeling on his bicatt: 
Then Want. dejected, pale, and thin, 
Muh bones jutt farting thro! his in; 
A lffly fiend !—and clote behind, 
Du-1{c hrs aching bead teclin'd 
H cocrlafting thirk contelt 
Ti: fires which rag'd within his breaſt: 
Death clos'd the train! the hideous town 
dmil'd, narcleming, in the norm; 
Wen fraight a doleful ſhrick was ticacd; 
Ide the vition diſappear'd. 
Let not the une xperienc'd boy 
Deny that pleatures wil deitrov ; 
Or fay thatdrexms are vain and wild, 
L. xe fairy tales, to pleafe a cluld. 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From fallies of the foul in ſeep - 
epd face there's meaning in my dream, 
dene mers your 
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$ 100. 4 Hymn on the Seaſons, TroMSOR. 
4 Tx. as they change, Almighty Father, theſe 

Avec but the varred God, The rolling year 
F< full of dee. Forth in the plcating Spring 
Ih beauty walks, thy tendet neis and love. 
Wide futh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm; 
Echo the mountaias round; the foreſt tmiles; 
And every fenie and every heart is joy. 
Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
With hglt and heat refulgent. Then thy fun 
Shoots full perfection thro' the ſwelling year: 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder fpeaks, 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
% brouks and groves, in hollow-whilp'ring gales, 
Fiy bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
Ani tpreads a common featt for all that lives. 
Ia W mter awful Thou! with clouds and ftorms 
Around Fheethrown, tempett or tempeſt roll'd, 
Najeſiie darkneſs! On the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding fublime, Thou bidft the world adore, 
And hambleft nature with thy northern blaſt. 
NMyfterious rouud what (hilt what force divine, 
Decp- felt. in hefe appe#r ' a ſimple train, 
Yer fo dehghtful mix'd, auh fuck kind art, 
Sueh beauty aud benc het net combin's ; 
Shade, unpercety'd, to tr fteuing into ſhade ; 
And all to forming au harmonious u hole, 
That as they fill faccced, chen raviſh ſtill. 
But waning oft, with rude unconſcious gaze, 
Man natks nu Thee, mai K+ not the mighty hand. 
That, erer buty, wheels rhe nent ſpheres; , 
Works in the feeret dec p: ſhoves ſteamuig thene- 
The fair profuſion thar wertpreads the tpring, 
ungs from the fun direct the Raming hey; 
Feeds ev'ry creature; hurts the tempeſt forth, 
And, un carth this grate ft change revolves, 
Wil rranfport touches all the forings of life. 
Nature, aucnd ! join, every living foul 
Beneath tlie fpacious tewpic of the ſky, 
In adoration ſoin ; and ardent raite 
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Breathe ſoft, a hſe ſpirit in your freſuneſi breathes. | 
Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms, 

Where o'er the rock the ſcarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown ſhade with a rehgious awe ! 

And ye, whale bolder note is heard afar, 

Who ſhake th'aftonith'd world, lift high toheav'n 
Th'wmpetuous ſong, and fay from whom you 

His praife, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling ritls; 
And let me catch it as I muſe along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound; 

Ye fofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale; and thou majeftic main, 

A ſecret world of wanders in thyſelf, 

5-und his ſtupendous praiſe, whoſe greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

do roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flow'rs, 
In mingled clouds to Him, whoſe ſun exalts, 


Whole breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil 


Ye foreſts bend, ve harveſts wave, to Him; 
Rreathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moop. 
Ve that keep watch in heav'n, as earth aſleep 
Vnconfcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
Ye conſtellations, while = angels ſtrike, 
Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre. 
Great ſource of day ! bleſt vrage here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 
From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with every beam his praiſe. 
The thunder rolls: he huſh'd the proſtrate world, 
While cloud to cloud returns the folemn hymn. 
Bleat out afrefh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 
Retain the ſaund: the broad retponſive lowe, 
Ye vallies, raife ; for the Great Shepherd reigns; 
And his un fring kingdom yet will come, 
Ye woodlands all awake: a boundlefs fi | 
Burſt from the groves! and u hen the reſtlets day, 
wing, lays the warbling world aſleep, 
Sweeteſt of birds ! ſweet Philomela, charm 
The liſtening ſhades, and teach the night his praiſe. 
Ye chief for whom the whale creation ſmiles; 
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At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all, 


Crown the great hymn! in ſwarming cities vait, 

Aſſembled men to the deep organ join 

The long-reſounding voice, oft breaking clear, 

At folema pauſes, thro' the ſwelling bate; 

And, as cach mingling flame encreaſes cach, 

In one united ardor riſc to heav'n. 

Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 

And find a fane in every ſacred grove; 

There let the ſhepherd's lute, the virgin's lav, 

The prompting ſeraph, and the poet's lyre, 

Still hng the God of Scaſons as they roll. 

For me, when 1 forget che darling theme, 

Whether the bloſſom blows, the Summer ray 

Ruſfiits the plain, inſbiring Autumn gleams, 

Or Winter riſes in the bleakening eat. 

ge my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 

e heart to beat. 
Should fate command me to the fartheſt 

Of the green earth, to diftant barbarous climes, 

Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſun 

Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 

Flames on th Atlantic ifles, tis nt to me: 

Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 

In the void waſte as in the city full; 

And where He vital ſpreads, there muſt be joy, 

When even at laſt the folema hour thall come, 

And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 

I will obey ; there with new 

Will rifing wonders fing! I cannot go 

Where univertal love not fimiles around, 

Suſtaining all yon orbs, and all their ſuns : 

From ſeeming evil fill educing good, 

And better thence again, and 6c:rer ſtill, 

In infinite ceſhon.—Bur I loſe 

Myſelf in Him, in light incffable! 

Come then, expreſſive filenee, muſe his praiſe. 


$ 104. Know Diyfelf. ArBUTHNOT. 
WHAT ain I} how produc'd? and for what 
end? 
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Am I th'abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 


'd by wild atoms in diforder*'d dance ? 
Or an endleſs chain of cauſes w ht, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought ? 
By motion which without a cauſe, 
ly wiſe, without defign or laws ? 
Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood? 
A branching channel, with a mazy flood? 
The purple ſtream that thro' my veſſels glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides ; 
The pipes thro* which the circling juices ſtray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more v: 
This frame compacted with tranſcendent ſkill, 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 
Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 
Waxes and waſtes; I call it mine, not me. 
New matter ſtill the mould'ring maſs fuſtains ; 
The manſion chang'd, the tenant ſtill remains, 
And from the fleeting ſtream, repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct, as is the ſwummer from the flood. 
What am I then? ture of a noble birth; 
By parents right, I own as mother, Earth; 
But claim ſuperior lineage by my fire, 
Who warn'd th'unthink ing clod with heav'nly 
Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, ¶ fire; 
By double nature, double inſtinct fway'd : 
With look erect, I dart my longing eye, 
Scem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky; 
I firive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, 
T' d to this maſſy globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range ſrom pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centres roll: 
What ſteady pow'rs their endleſs motions guide 
Thro' the fame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void! 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, 
Ard weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale ; 
"Theſe —— thoughts, while eager I purſue, 
Some ghtt'ring trifle offer'd to my view, 
A gnat, an inſet of the meaneſt kind, 
Eraſe the new-born image from my mind: 
Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 
Vile as the grinning waſtiif at my gate, 
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And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 
| 


Take this faint ghmm'ring of aw 
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Calls off from heav*nly truth this reas'ning me, 

And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 

Ik, on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 

My foul above the vault I raiſe, 

Lur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 

I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. | 

| The tow'ring lark thus, from her lofty ſtrain, 
to an emmet, or a barley grai 

By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtincts toſt, 


I rove to one, now to the other coaſt ; 


| 942 


My to my vaſt deſires. 

As the hinds a child of royal birth 

Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth, 

So man, amongſt his fellow brutes 

Sees he's a king; but tis a king 'd. 

Pity him, beaſts ! you by no law confin'd, 
being blind ; 


ſtrays; 


Confounded, 
Too weak to c , vet chooſing fall in haſte, 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte ; 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flattꝰ ring future till muſt give the joy: 
Nut happy, but amus'd upon the road, 


Whether next fun his being ſhall reſtrain 

To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain, 

Around me, lo! the thinking t tleſs crew 

| (Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths purſue; 

Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 

Thou art a god; and fends me to the ſkies: 

| Down onthe turf, the next, two two: leg d beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs, and endleſs reft : 

Between theſe wide extremes the length is tuch, 

I find I know too little or too much. 

* Almighty Pow'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe 

© Helpiefs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand; 


This faid, ex lay the ſacred text, 


| The bale, he light, the guide of fouls Peu. 
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enjoys the morning : 
dick deſcending dew, 
fields and vaulted bluc. 
ighren'd by thy ray, 
more, but ſee my way ; 


"x3 


* Too hard for worldly fages to explain. 
* Zeno's were vain, vain Epi * ſchemes, 


Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams; 
my twofold nature to divide, 


* UnſkilFd 
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| on, and make thee unbleſs'd ſ ſefs'd. 
| to thou wanr'ſt, L* thou pol- 
In vain thou hop'f for bliſs on this poor clod; 
Return and ſeek thy Father and thy God; 
Vet think not to regain thy native iky, 

Borne on the wings of vain philofophy : 

| Myſterious paſſaze ! hid from human eves: 

ing you'll fink, and finking you will rife : 
Let humble thoughts thy wary foutſteps guide: 
Repair by meekneſs what you loſt by pride. 


$ 102. A Summer Evening's Meditation. 
Mrs. BAREAULD. 
Ohne ſun by day, by night ten thouſand ſhine. 


Youngs 
"PS paſt! The fultry of the ſouth 
Has ſpent his ſhort-liv'd rage: more grate · 
| ful hours 


Move filent on; the ſkics no more repel 
; The dazaled fight, but with mild maiden beams 
Of temper'd light, invite the cherith'sd eye 
To wander o'er their ſphere ; where hung aloft 
Dian's bright creſcent, like a ſilver bow 
New ſtrung in heaven, lifts high its beamy horns, 
— fan ho night, and feems to puſh 

Her brother down the ſky. Fair Venus ſhines 
| Ev'n in the eye of day: with ſweeteſt beam 

itious ſhines, and ſhakes a trembling flood 

Of d radiance from her dewy locks. 
The ſhadows apace; while meeken'd eve, 
Her cheek yer warm with bluſhes, flow retires 
Thro' the Heſperian of the weſt, 
And ſhuts the gates of day. Tis now the hour 
Wen contemplation, from her ſunleſs haunts, 
The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 
Of unpierc'd woods, where wrapt in ſolid ſhade 
She mus'd away the gaudy hours of noon, 
And fed on ts unripen'd by the ſun, 


Moves forward ; and with radiant finger poi 
To you blue concave fwell'd by 2722 
| K 4 Where, 


2 
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Where. one by one, the living eyes of 
Awake, quick kindling v'er the face of 
One boundleſs blaze; ten thouſand trembling 


files, 
And dancing luſtres, where thꝰ unſteady eye, 
Reſtleſs and dazzled, wanders unconfhn'd 
Orer all this held of glories: ſpacious field, 
And worthy of the Maſter: he, whoſe hand 
With hieroglyphics elder than the Nile, 
Infcrib'd the myſtic tablet, hung on high 
To public gaze, and faid, Adore, O man, 
The finger of thy God ! From what pure wells 
Of milky light, what ſoft o'erflowing urn, 
Are all theſe lamps fofill'd? theſe friendly lamps, 
For ever ftreaming o'er the azure 
To point our path, and light us to our home. 
How foft they flide along their lucid ſpheres ! 
And filent as the foot of time, fulfil 
Their deftin'd courſes : Nature's ſelf is huſh'd, 
And bur a ſcatter'd leaf, which ruſtles thro' 
The thick-wove foliage, not a ſound is heard 
To break the midr.ight air, tho' the rais'd ear, 
Jatenſely liſt ning, drinks in ev'ry breath. 
How deep the filence, yet how loud the praiſc ! 
But are they filent all? or is there nor 
A tongue in ev'ry ſtar that talks with man, 
And wooes him to be wiſe * nor wooes in vain. 
This dead of midnight is the nogn of thought, 
And wiſdom mounts her zenith with the ftars. 
Ar this ſtill hour the ſelf- collected foul 
Turns inward, and, beholds a ſtranger there 
Oft high dufcent, and more than mortal rank; 
An embryo God; a ſpark of fire divine, 
Which mutt burn on for ages, when the ſun 
(Fair trantitory creature of a day!) 
Has clos*d his golden eve, and, wrapt in ſhades, 
Forgets his wonted journey thro' the eaſt. 

Ye citadels of light, and feats of Gods 
Perhaps my furure home, from whence the foul 
Revolving periods paſt, may oft look back, 
With recollected tenderneſs, on all 
The various buſy ſcenes ſhe left below, 


'n 
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and its ſtrange events, 
doating tale that foorh'd 
Her infant hours; O be it lawful now 


To tread the hallow'd circle of your courts, 


And with mute wonder and delighted awe 
confines. Seiz'd in 
On fancy's wild and roving wing I fail [thought, 
From the borders of the carth, 
Aud the pale moon, her duteous fair attendant; 
—_ — — 22 

Of Jupiter, w huge gigantic 
dong upd like the hghreft leaf; y + 
To the dim verge, the ſuburbs of the ſyſtem, 
Where cheerlefs Saturn, midſt his wat'ry moons, 
Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp, 
| Sits like an exil'd monarch: fearlefs ti ence 
I launch into the trackleſs deeps of ſpace, 
Where, burning thouſand ſuns appear, 
Of elder beam; which aſk no leave to thine 
| Of our terreftrial tar, nor borrow light 
From the regent of our ſcanty day; 
Sons of the morning, firft-born of creation, 
And only lefs than Him who marks their nack, 
And guides their fiery wheels. Here muſt I top, 
Or is there aught beyond? what hand unſeen 
Impels me anward thro” the glowing orbs 
Of habitable nature, far remote, 
To the dread confines of eternal night, 
To folitudes of vaſt unpeopled ſpace, 
The deſarts of creation, wide and wild; 
Where embyro ſyſtems and unkindled ſuns 
Sleep in the womb of chaos? Fancy 
And Thought, aſtoniſh'd, ſtops her bold career. 
But oh thou mighty Mind! whoſe powerful word 
Said, Thus let all things be, and thus they were, 
| Where ſhall I ſeek th hom unblam'd 
Invoke thy dread ion ! 
Have the broad eye-lids of the morn beheld thee? 
| Or does rhe beamy ſhoulder of Orion 

Support thy throne? O look with pity down 
On erring, guilty man; not in thy names 


| Ot terror clad; not with thoſe tliunders arm'd 
| . That 
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That conſcious Sinai felt, when fear appal'd He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
The ſcatter'd tribes ; thou haſt a gentler voice, And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 
That whiſpers comfort to the ſwelling heart, Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 


Abaſh'd, vet ing to behold her Maker. Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
But now, my foul, unus q to ſtreteh her pow'rs The morn was Maſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
4 In flight fo daring, drops her weary wing, And long and lonefome was the wild to paſs; 


* And ſceks again the known accuſtom'd But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 
Dreſt u i and ſhade, and lawns, and | A youth came poſting o'er a croſhog way; 

5 A manſion fir and ſpacious for its [ ftreams, | His raiment decent, his complexion ur, 
And full replete with wonders. Let me here, And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair: 
Content and grateful, wait th'appoinred time, Then near approaching, Father, hail! he cry'd; 


Ana ripen for the ſkies: the hour will come And *hail, my fon !” the rev'rend fire reply'd. 
When all theſe ſplendours burſting on my fight | Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer 
7 Shall ſtand unveil'd. and to my raviſh'd ſenſe flow'd, : 
Calcck the glories of the world unknoun And talk of various kind deceiv d the road; 


Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 

& 03. Tie Hermit. PARNELL, — — — yr —.— — ous. 
FAR in a wild, unknown to public view, Thus youthful ivy claſps an 8 around. 

From yourh to age a rev rend Hermit grew ; Now funk the fun; the clofing hour of day 

The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, | Came onward, mantFd oer with ſober grey; 
Hrs food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well: Nature in filence bid the world repoſe : 

| Remote from man, with God he pats'd his days, When near the road a fiatcly palace roſe. ſpaſs, 

's Prayer all his buſinefs, all his pleaſure praiſe. There, by the moon, thro” ranks of trees they f 

A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ferene repoſe, Whoſe verdurecrown'd their ſloping ſides of grafs. 

deem d heav'n ĩttelf, till one ſuggeſtion roſe—- It chanc'd the noble matter of the deme 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey !'— | Still made his houſe the wandring ftranger's 
This fprung ſome doubt of Providence's ſway : home; 
His hopes no more a certain prof; Yet ſtill the kindaefs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
And all the tenour of his foul is loſt. Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenfive eaſe. 


do when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt The pair arrive: the livery'd ſervants wait; 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaft, Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
- Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, | The table groans with coftly pilcs of food, 
d And ſkies beneath with anſw ring colours glow: | And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
| But if  fione the gracke fon divide, I Then, led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
d Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, Deep funk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 
And glimm' ring of a broken fun; Art length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
? Banks, trees, and ſkies, in thick diſorder run. Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, | Freſh o'er the gay the breezes creep, 
To find if books or fwains report it right And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh flecp. 
(For yer by fwains alone the world he knew, Up rife the gueſts, obedient to the call; 
Whole fees came wand'ring d er the nightly de) 1 : 
: 3 * l 


Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind waſter fotc d the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas d and thankful, from the porch they 


oz 

And, bar the land!ord, none had cauſe of woe: 
His cup was vanith'd; for in ſecret guite 
The younger gueſt puricin'd the ꝑlitt'ring prize. 

As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'niag and baſking in the ſummer ray, 
Diforder'd, ſtops to thun the near, ¶ fear; 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with 
So feem'd the fire, when far upon the road, 
The ſhining ſpoil his wilev er ſhow'd. 
He ftopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling 


heart, 
And much he wilh'd, but durſt not afk, to part: 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 


That gen'rous actions meet a baſe reward. 
While thus they paſs, the ſun his ſhrouds; 
The changing ſkies hang out their clouds ; 


A found in air preſag'd approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the figns, the wand'ring pair retreat 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring feat : 

"Twas built with turrers on a riſing ground, 
And firong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper tum*rous and ſevere, 

Unkind and griping, caus'd a defart there. 

As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 


Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden blew ; 
The nimble lichtning mix'd with 'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n bv the wind and batter d by the rain. 

At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt 
(Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt): 
Slow creaking turns the door with jcalous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhiv'ring pair ; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 

And nature's fervour their hmbs recals: 
Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with meagre wine 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine 
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And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them in 

With till remark the —— ermit view d 
| In one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude; 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want Beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon take place 
— every 2 — _—_ of his face, * 

hen his veſt oung companion 
That cup the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
The ſtinted Kindneſs of this churliſh foul. 
| But now the clouds in airy tumult fly; 
The tun emerging opes an azure ſky; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And, glittꝰ ring as they tremble, cheer the day: 
The ways r courts = from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom 

wrought 

With all — of uncertain thought ; 

His partner's acts without their cauſe appear: 

"Twas there a vice, and ſeem'd a — here: 
 Dereſting that, and pitying this, he goes, 

Loſt and nets . various ſhows. 
Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky j 
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Again the wand'rers want a place to lie; 
Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
The foil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither ly low nor idly great; 
It ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 
Hirher the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then blefs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 
« Withour a vain, without a ing heart, 
| To Him who gives us all, I yield a part; 
From Him you come, for Him accept it here, 
| 2 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 


Then talk d of virtue till the time of bed; 
| 8 Wes 
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When the houſehold round dis hall repair, 


Warn'd by a bell, and clofe the hours with pray'r. | 


At length the world, renew'd by calm 
Was ſtrong for toil, the dappl'd = — +” 
hetore the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Ncat the clos'd cradle, where an infant flept, 
And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride, 
O ſtrange return! grew black, and zaſp'd,and dy'd. 
Horror of horrors! what! his only fon! 

How look'd our Hermit when the was done? 
Nat hell, tho“ hell's black jaws in funder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more affault his 

Confys'd, and ſtruck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but, — 55 — 
His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Peplex d mith roads; a ſervant ſhow'd the way 
A river eroſe d the path; the paſſage o'er 
1 — wa mer 

arms s an open brid 'd, 
77 — ——⏑ . bg WY 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 

d the careleſs guide, and thurſt him in; 
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the dead. 

Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Deteſted wretch ut ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face more ſerenely ſweet; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet : 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 
Celeſtial odours breathe through purpl'd air; 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his beck their gradual plumes diſplay. 
The form ethereal burſts upon his ſight, 

And moves in all the majeſty of light. 

Tho? loud at firſt the Pilgrim's patlion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd; and wiſt not what to do; 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm bis fenling temper ends. 
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| And, loofe from drofs, the filver runs 5 
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But ſilence here the beanteous angel broke 
(The voice of mufic raviſh'd as he ſpoke). 
pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice 
In ſweet ial riſe the throne : 


| Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 


And force an angel down to calm thy mind; 
— 1 forfook the &y = 


The Maker ju 


| 
this the right of 


And bids the doubting fons of men 
What ſtrange events can firike with more 
furprize, es ? 


Vet, taught by theſe, confeſs th Almighty juſt, 

And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt. 
The great, vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 

Whole life was too luxurious to be good; 

Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 

And forc'd his gueſts tomorning draughts of wine, 

Has, with the cup, the gragelets cuſtom loſt, 

And ftift he welcomes, but with lefs of coft. | 
The mean fufpicious wretch, hoſe bolted door 

Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wand'ring poor, 

With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 

That Heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 

Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 

And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 

Thus arrifts melt the fullen ore of lead, 

With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 

In the kind warmth rhe metal learns to 9 


Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
eanꝰ d his heart from God 
( 
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(Child of his agt) for him he lived in pain, 
And meafur'd back his Reps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run 

But God, to {ave the father, took the fon. 
To all but thee in fits he feem'd to go, 
And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow. 
The poor fond parent, humbi'd in the quſi. 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 

Bur how had all bis fortuucs felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe ſervant ſped in tatery back 
This night his treafur'd heaps he meant to ſteal. 
And what a fund of charity would fail ! 

Thus Heav'n inftrufts thy mind: this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, reſign. and hn no more. 

On ſounding pinions here the youth with crew ; 
The ſage food wond'ring as the ſcraph fle 
Thus lock'd Eliha, when, to mount on lu. 

His maſter took the chariot of the ſky : 
The fiery pomp aſcending, left the view; 
The prophet gad, and with'd to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a pray'r begun: 
Lord! as in heaw'n, on earth they will be done : 
Then gladly turning, fought his ancient place, 
And pais d a life of piety and peace. 


F 104. A Night Piece. Miss CARTER. 
W. IE night in ſolemn ſhade inveſts the pole, 
And calm reflection ſoothes the penſive foul; 

While reaſon undiſturb'd aſſerts her ſway, 
And life's deccitful colours fade away; 
To thee, All- conſcious Preſence ! I devote 
This peaceful interval of fober thought: 
Here all my better faculties confine; 
And be this hour of facred filence thine ! 

If, by the day's illuſive ſeenes miſled, 
My exring foul from virtues ſtray'd; 
Enar'd by example, or by warm'd, 
Sorne falſe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd ; 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice 
And my beſt hopes are center d in thy love. 
Depri vd of this, can life one joy afford 2 
Its ut:aoit boaſt a vain unmeaning word. 
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But ah ! how oft my lawleſs paſſions rove, 
And break thoſe awful precepts [ approve! 
Purtue the fatal i e I abhor, 

Ard violate the virtue I adore ! 
Oft, when thy better Spirit's guardian care 
\Warn'd my foul to ſhun the terapting ſnare, 
My fubborn will his gentle aid repreſt, 

And check d the rifing goodneſꝭ in mv breaſt: 
Vlad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falte deſires, 
Sil! Las ſoft voice, and quench'd his facred fires, 

With grief oppreſt, and proſtrate in the duſt, 
$Shou!d'ft thou condemn, I own thy ſentence juit, 
But, oh. thv fofter titles let me claim, 

And plead my caufe by Mercy's gentle name. 

Mercy ' that wipes the penitential tear, 

And diſſipates rhe horrors of defpair ; 

From righteous juſtice ſteals the vengeful hour, 

Sofrens the dreadful attribute of pow'r, 

Diſflarms the wrath of an offended God, 

Aad ſcals my pardon in a Saviour's blood! 

All-powerful Grace, exert thy gentle ſway, 

And teach my rebel paſſions to obey ; 

Lett lurking Folly, with inſidiaus art, 

Reguin my volatile inconftant heart 

Shali every nigh reſolve Devotion frames 

Be only lifeleſs ſounds and ſpecious names ? 

O, rather, while thy hopes and fears controul, 

In this fill hour, each motion of my foul, 

Secure its fafety by a fudden doom, 

And be the ſoft retreat of ſleep my tomb 

Calm let me flumber in that dark repoſe, 

—— the laſt morn its orient beam diſcloſe : 

Then, when the great archangel's potent ſound 

Shall echo thro? | ample round, 

Wak'd from the fleep of death, with joy ſurvey 

The op'ning fplendors of eternal day 

| $ 105. The Roſe. Warts. 

Ar 15 — 8 flower! 
The g il and | 

Bus dhe ho — tw; 

And they wither and die in a day. * 

et 
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Vet the roſe has one powerful virtue to boaſt, Celeſtial orb! whoſe ray 
Above all the flow'rs of the field: [loſt, n 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine coloursare | W bote influence all things own ; 
Still how Gvect a perfume will it yield! —— ſhing 
So frail is the youth and the beaury of men, | ; as far cxcelling thine, 
's a As thine the paler moon. 
Bur all our fond care to preferve them is vain; Ye vlitr'ring planets of the & 
Tune kills them as faſt as he goes. | Whoſe lam — — footy, 
| , With him the ſong purſue ; 
er . 
Since both of them wither and fade: | 
. But gain a name by well doing my duty ; He borrows from a brighter Sun 
* - 
This will fcent like a roſe when I'm dead. The light he leads to you. 
Ye IIe. moiſture ſhed 
* | | Calls into life the op'ning ſeed, 
$ 106. The Benedicite 3 MERRICK, | To hin your yraike yietd, 
YE vorksof God, on him alone, Whoſe influence wakes the genial birth, 
In earth his heav'n his throne, Drops fatnets on the pregnant earth, 
Be all your pfaiſe beftow's : | And crowns the laughing field. 
Whole the beauteous fabric made, „ 
Whole eye the finiſh'd work furvey'd, The x 2428 2 
And ſaw that all was good. — urface e deep, 
' . ich us confeſs your God: 
Ye angels, that with loud acclaim See thro the heav'ns the King of kings, 
Admiring; view'd the new-born frame, Upborne on your ex wings, 
4 And _ — King. | Comes flying all abroad. 
i wp. ITY 
Pry none watt 1 or fe wo . | 1 of om wars ge es 
And touch the tuneful firing. | ages —— y bow 
"a; ; w'r, 
Praiſe him, e blels'd æthereal plains, | Who ſtops the tempeſt on its way, 
Where, in full majeſty, he deigns , Or bids the flaming deluge ftra 
— — flaming deluge ftray, 
To fix his awful throne : And gives it ſtrength to roar 
1 Ye waters that above him roll, 9 a x 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole, | Ye ſummer's heat and winter's cold, 
O make his praiſes known ! By eee in bag OD Ss 
kei | ooping world to 
Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, Porr, | proce him who gave the fun and moon 
Join ye your joyful ſongs with ours; | To lead the various ſeaſons on, 
1 From age to age extend the lay, m 
To heav'n's Eternal Monarch pay | Ye froſts, that bind the wat*ry plain, 
7 Hymns of eternal praiſe. Ye ſilent ſhow rs of fleecy rain, , ; 
w—_ h | 95128 


Purſue the heav'aly theme; 
Praife him who ſheds the driven ſnow, 
Forbids the harden'd waves to flow, 
And ſtops the rapid ſtream. 
Ye days and nights, that ſwiftly borne, 
From morn to eve, from eve to morn, 
Alternate glide awav, 
Praiſe him, whoſe never-varying light, 
Abſent, adds horror to the night, 


But preſent, gives the day. 
Light, from whoſe rays all beauty ſprings; 
Darknefs whoſe wide-expanded wings 
Involve the duiky globe; 
Praiſe him, who, when the hear'ns he ſpread, 
Darknefs his thick pavilion made, 
And light his regal robe. 
Praiſe him, ye lightnings, as ve fly 
Wing'd with his vengeance thro” the kv, 
And red with wrath divine; 
ſc him, ye clouds, that wand'ring 
Or fr'd by him, in clofe _ 
Surround his awful ſhrine. . 
Exalt, O earth! thy Heav'nly King, 
Who bids the plants, that form the {privg, 
With annual verdure bloom; 
Whofe frequent drops of kindly rain 
Proliñc fwell the rip'ming grain, 
And blefs thy fertile worab. 


Ye mountains, that ambitious riſe, 

And hcave your ſummits to the ſkies, 
Revere his — nod ; 

Think how. y affrighted fled 


Wen e kn fooghe bi ours his i Count 


Ao 

Ye flow'rs, that o'er th'cnamell'd green 
In native beauty reign 

O praiſe the Ruler of the Ries, 

M tofe hand the genial ſap fu 


And clothes the ſmiling 
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LL. ſecret ſprings, 2 gentle — 
hat murm'ri — 2 

Or fall — umble v E 

Praiſe him, at whoſe Almighty nod 


The rugged rock difolving flow'd, 
And form'd a ſpringing well. 


Praife him ye floods, and feas profound, 

Whole waves the ſpac ious earth ſurround, 
And roll from ſhore to inore; 

Aw'd by his voice, ye feas, ſubſide ; 

Ye floods, within your channels glide, 
And tremble and adore. 


Ye whales, that frir the boiling deep, 
Or in its dark receſſes — 
Remote from human eye, 
Praife him by whom ye all are fed; 
Praiſe him, without whoſe he win aid 
Ye languith, faint, and die. 


Ye birds, exalt your Maker's name; 
Begin, and with th'important theme 
Your artleſs lays improve; 
Wake with your ſongs the riſing day, 
Let muſie found on ev'ry ſpray, 
And till the vocal grove. 


Praiſe him, ye beaſts, that nightly roam 
Amid the ſolrary vloom, 
Tircxpected prey to ſeize; 
Ye ſlaves of the laborious 
Your uubborn necks fubmithve bow, 
And bend your weary'd knees. 


Te fons of men, his praiſe diſplay, 
Who ſtampt his image on your clay, 


And yave it pow'r to move; 
Ye that in Judah's confines dwell, 
From age to age fucceffive tell 

The w of his love. 


Let Levi's tribe the lay 
Till angels hiften to the 


Boox I. 


And bend attentive down ; 

Let wonder feize the heav'nly train, 

Pleas'd while hear a mortal ftrain 
So tweet, fo like their own. 

And you thankful voices join, 

That oft 2 Salem's facred ſhrine 
Before his altars kneel ; 

Where thron'd in majeſty he dwells, 

And from the mvſtic cloud reveals 
The dictates of his will. 

Ye ſpirits of the juſt and 

That, enger for — blefs'd abode, 
To heav'nly manſions ſoar; 

O let your ſongs his praiſe diſplay, 

Till heav'n itielf melt away, 
And time ſhall be no more 


Praiſe him, ve meek and humble train, 
Ye faints, w his decrees ordain 
The boundlefs blifs to ſhare ; 
O praiſe him, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day, 
And reign for ever there. 


Let us, who now impaſfive ſtand, 

Aw'd by the tyrant's ſtern command, 
Amid the fiery blaze by 

While thus we triumph in the flame, 

Rite, and our Maker's love proclaim, 
In hymas of endlets praiſe. 


$ 107. The Ignorance of Man. Mnzicxk. 


EHOLD yon new-bora infant, griev'd 
With hunger, thirſt, and pain; 
That afks to have the wants reliey'd 

It knows not to complain. 


Aloud the ſpeechleſs ſuppliant cries, 
And utters, as it can, 

The woes that in its boſom riſe, 

And ſpeaks its nature —man. 
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That infant, whoſe advancing hour 


Life's various ſorrows 
| (Sad proof of — pow'r !) 
That infant, Lord, am I. 


Author of Good, to thee I turn : 
Thy ever wakeful eye 
Alone can all my wants diſcern 3 
| Thy hand alone ſupply. 
| O he hy fie — 
Thy love m ; 


And O! bv error's force 

| Since oft my ſtubborn will 

| Prepoft'rous thuns the latent good, 
And graſps the ſpecious ill; 


$ 108. The Nunc Dimittis. Masi 
* cnough—the hour is come: 
Now within the ſilent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay, 
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| What hope, or whither to retreat, 


laue whom death had overſpread 
Wu, his dark and dreary ſhade, 
Jin ther eyes, and from afar 

Ftail the light of Jacub's frar ; 
Wuting till the promis'd ray 
Pura thei darL acts into day. 

Ec the beams, mteuſely ſhed, 
dme ot Son's favour'd head 
Never may then hence remove, 
Kod of truth, and God of Love t 


J 10g. Tic trials of Vrrtnc. | MrnxicK. 
LAC'D on the verge of youth, my mind 
Life's op'ning ſcene farvey's : 
I view'd its ils of various kind, 
Afflicted agd afraid. 
E chic my ſcar tlre dangers mov d, 
That vutuc's path incloſe : 
My heart the ie purſuit approw d; 
But O, what toils oppoſe ! 
For ſee, ah ſee _— her ways 
Wich doubtful fiep I tread, 
A hoſtile world its terrors raiſe ; 
Its ſyares dchufrve ipread. 
© how ſhall I, with heart 
Thoſe terrors learn to meet ? 
Haw from the thouſand fnares to guard 
My unexperienc'd fees } 
A: thus I mus'd, oppreſſive ſleep 
— det my temples drew 
wion's veil. — The wat'ry deep, 
An object ftrange and new, 
Before me roſe + on the wide ſhore 
Obſervant as I food, 
The gatli'ring ſtorms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 
Near and more near the bitlows riſe; 
E'cn naw my ſteps they lave ; 
Aul death ro my affrighted eyes 
Approach'd in ev'sy wage, 


, 
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Each nere at once unſtrung, 

Chill fear had ferter'd fatt my feet, 
Ard charn'd my ſpeechleſs tongug. 

I feel my heart within me dic; 
hen ſudden to mine car 

A voice dcicer. ding from on high, 
Reprov'd my erring fear : 

VM hat tho” the felling furge thou ſce 
* Impatient to devour ; 

Reſt, mortal. ret on God's decree, 
Aud thankful own his pow x. 


Know, when he bade the deep appear, 
Thus far,” th! Almighty faid, 

Thus far, nor farther, rage; and here 
« Let thy proud waves be ftay'd.” 


I heard; and lo] at once controul'd, 
The waves, in wild retreat, 

Back on themſelves reluctant roli'd, 
And murmuring, left my feet. 


Deeps to aſſembling deeps, in vain, 
Once more the al gave : 


The ſhores the ruſhing weight ſuſtain, 
And check th'ufurping wave. 


Convinc'd, in Nature's volume wiſe, 
The imag'd rruth I read; 

And tudden from my waking eyes 
Ttrinfructive viſion fied. 


| © Then why thus heavy, O my ſoul! 


« Say why, diſtruſtful ſtill, 


© Thy thoughts, with vain impatience roll 


Ober ſcenes of furuce il! 


© Let faith ſuppreſs each riſing fear, 
Each anxious doubt exclude ; 


Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here; 


© A Maker wiſe and good! 


© He to thy ev'ry trial knows 
Its juſt reſtraint to give ; 


© Attentive 


Pak J. 


, 
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* Attentive to behold thy woes, 
And faithful to relieve. 


Then wh _ — ſoul ! 
ay why, citrus ith * roll 
Thy th with vain impatience 
1 


6 unnumber'd throng thee round, 
800 in thy God confide, 

© Whoſe finger marks the ſeas their bound, 
And curbs the headlong nde.” 


© 2x10. Od: to Melancholy, CARTER. 


(COME, Melancholy ! ſilent pow'r, 
Companion of my lonely hour, 
To ſober thought confin'd ! 
Thou ſweetly fad ideal gueſt, 
I» all thy fonking charms eoake, 
Indulge my penſive mind. 
No longer wildly hurried through 
The rides of mich tha bb and flow 
n folly's noiſy ſtream, 
I from the buſy crows retire, 
To court the objects that inſpire 
Thy philoſophic dream. 
Thro? yon dark grove of mournful yews, 
With Glinery —— 
By thy direction led: 


Here, cold to pleafure's tempting forms, 
Conſociate with my filter worms, 


And mingle with the dead. 


Ye midnight horrors! awful gloom ! 
Ye filent regions of the tomb, 


My future peaceful bed; 
Here ſball my weary eyes be clos'd, 
And ev!ry forrow lie repos'd 

In death's refreſhing ſhade. 
Ye pale inhabitants of night, 
Bebore my Intellectual fight 
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In folemn pomp aſcend : 
O tell how trifling now appears 
The train of idle hopes and fears, 
That varying life attend ! 


Ye faithleſs idols of our fenic. 
. 
names of joy 


— like 12 paſs, 


ral offspring of the magic · glaſs, 
| Before 


the mental eyc. 


The dazzling colours falſely bright, 
Attract ene ke. gar fg 


AID view'd, 

— of alt ks pros how rude, 
Appears the painted cheat ! 

Can wild ambition's tyrant pow'r 

Or ill-got wealth's ſuperfluous ſtore, 
The dread of death controul ? 


| Can pleafure's more bewitching charms 


Avert or ſoothe the dire alarms 
That ſhake the parting foul > 
Religion ! ere the hand of Fate 
make Reflection plead too late, 
My erring ſenſes teach, 
Amidft the flart'ring hopes of youth, 
To meditate the ſolemn truth 
Theſe awful relics preach. 


Thy penetrating beams dif 
The miſt of error, —— 
Derive their fatal ſpring : 
'Tis thine the trembling heart to warm, 
And ſoften to an angel form 
The pale terriſic king. 


When ſunk by guilt in fad de ſpai 

Repentance breathes her h pray r. 
And owns tay threat'nings juſt; 

Thy voice the ſhudd'ring —— cheers, 


With mercy calms her 
Por bony = oy = 


ade 


In deaths ſoft ſlumber lull'd to reft, 
She ſleeps, by ſmiling vifions blett, 


That gently whiſper peace, 


Of active life and bliſs. 


$ 111. Written at Midnight, in a Thunder 
Storm. CARTER. 

ET coward Guilt, with pallid Fear 
LT. weir caverns fiy, . 
And juſtly the fate 

That thunders through the ſky. 
Protected by that hand, whoſe law 

The threat'ning ſtorms obcy, 
Intrepid Virtue {miles ſecure 

As m the blaze of day. 

In the thick cloud”s tremendous gloom, 

The lightaings lurid glare, 

It views the fame all-gracious Pow'r 
Thar breathes the vernal air. 
Thro' Nature's ever-varying ſcene, 

By diff rent ways puriu d, 

The one eternal end of Heav'n 
Is univerſal good. 
With the bats oth 
er flaming zther glows, 
As when it tunes the linnet's voice, 
Or bluſhes in the roſe. 


By reaſon to ſcorn thoſe fears 
That vulgar minds moleſt, 

Let no fantaſtic terrors break 
My dear Narciſſa's reſt. 
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| 
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9ꝙ—— — 
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Thx life all the tend reſt care 
Of Provi defend ; 
And delegated angels, round 
Their guardian wings extend ! 
When thro” creation's vaſt 

The laſt dread thunders roll, 
Untune the concord of the ſpheres, 
And ſhake the rifing foul ; 
Unmov'd may'ſ thou the final ſtorm 
Ot jarring worlds ſurvey, 
Thar uſhers in the glad ferene 

Of everlaſtiag day i 


$ 112. Death. EMILY. 
PHE feſtive roar of langhter, the warm glow 


| 


Ofbriſk-ey'd joy, and friendſhip's genial bow 
Wins leafoa'd creaſe, nd the — 
Of unſuſpicious youth, profuſe of foul, 

Deli — — — 

anner 
From Folly's crowd, whoſe vacant brow fereng 
Was never knit to wiſdom's frowning lore, 
Permit me, ye time hallow'd domes, ye piles 
Of rude ificence, your folemn 
Amid your fretted vaults and lengthyning iſles, 
Lonely to wander; no unholy gueſt - 
That means to break, with facrilegious tread, 
The marble ſlumbers of your monumented dead. 
Permit me, with fad mufings, that inſpire 
Unlabour'd numbers, apt, your filence drear 
Blameleſs to wake, and with the Orphean lyre, 
Fitly atremper'd ſooth the mercileſs ear 
Of Hades, and ftern death, whoſe iron ſway" 
Great nature owns thro? all her wide domain; 
All that with oary fin cleave their ſmooth way 
Thro' the green boſom of the fpawny main, 


And thoſe that to the ing ether ſpread, 
ln many a wheeling glide, their feathery fail; 
And thoſe that creep; and thoſe that ſtatelĩer tread, 


. 
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The victims each of ruthleſs fate muſt fall; Shrunk is the finew'd energy, that ftrung 
cater” od. conan The warrior arm: where fleeps the patriot 
had we. the the giddy and the gay, —=| Whilom that hear'® impaſtion'$! Where the 


That ſtartſe from the lid of þ1 rongue | R 
The curtain'd reſt, and with the diſſonant bray That lanc'd its lightning on the tow'ringereſt 
Of-Bacchus, and loud jollity, affright Of ſcepter d inſolence, and overthrew crew? 
Yon radiant that now ſhoots among Giant Oppreſſion, leagu'd with all her 
Theſe many window'd iftes her glimmering beam; 
— — 
42 ſhall have roll'd — - = 
parent breaſt may heave the anſwering 
_ To the flow pauſes ofthe funeral knoll; 
'en now black Atropos, with ſcowli e, 
Roars Pg oo gm om eee be 
E'en now in rofv-crown'd ure's wreath 
Eatwines in adder folds all unſuſpected Death. 
Know, on the ſtealing wing of time ſhall flee 
Some few, ſome ſhort-liv'dyears, and all is paſt. 
A -4 n | 
ufe o'er the as I ; 
The various maze of life were feen to tread; 1 before. 
Each bent their own peculiar to Faſt to the driving winds the marſhall'd clouds 
As cuſtom urg'd or wilful nature led; Sweep diſcontinuous o'er th'ethereal plain ; 
| 


21 


Mix'd with the various crowd's inglorious clay, | Another ſtill upon another crowds ; 

The nobler virtues undiſtinguiſſi d lie; All haſt'ning downward to their native main. 
No more to melt with beauty's heav'n-born ray, | Thus paſſes o'er thro? varied life's career, 

No more to wet compatfion*s tearful eye, | Man's fleeting age; the Seaſons as they fly 
Catch from the poet raptures not their own, reer 
And feel the thrilling melody of ſweet renown. Some ſweet connection, fome endearing tie. 
Where is the maſter-hand, whoſe ſemblant art | The parent, ever-honour'd, ever-dear, 


eng 
re, 
7 
les, 
i, 
cad, 


"T1 . Claims from the filial breaſt the pi 
CES MN 
The nerve that beat wich foul; the brow that And gentle forrows guſh from friendſtip's eye. 

thought ! To-day we frolic in the roſy bloom tomb. 
M. Here 
: ” to me 
_ How foon the paſt irrevocable lot 


glance, | 
All in wild raptures flaſhing heay'n's own fire, | 2 oatatandte * 
Fs 


92 
Haply, when Zephyr to thy native bourn 
Shall waft thee o'er the ftorm'd Hibernian 
wave, 
Thy gentle breaft, my Taviſtock, ſhall mourn 
To find me fleeping in the ſenſeleſs grave. 
No more the ſocial leifure to divide, 
In the ſu ect intexcourfe of toul and foul, 
Pluhe, ar of graver brow ; no more to chide 
The ling*ring years impatient as they roll, 
Tilt all thy cultur'd virtues ſhall difplay, ¶ day. 
f ull bloffom'd, their bright honours to the gazing 


Ah, deareſt youth ! theſe yows perhaps unheard, 
The rude wind ſcatters o'er the billow y main 
Theſe — a friepdihip's holy ſhrine pre- 


May riſe to graſp their father's knees in vain. 
Soon, toon may nod the fad funercal plume 

With folema harror o'er thy timeleſe hearſe, 
And I furvive to grave upon thy tomb 

The mourntul tribute of memorial verſe, —- 
hat leave to Heav'ns decifion — Be it thine, 

Higher than yet a parent's wiſhes flew, 
To foar in bright pre-eminence, and ſhine 
With ſelf-carg'd honouts, eager to purſue 
Where glory, with her clear unſully'd rays, 
Fhe wal keen ſyirs lights to deeds of migen 

paaile. ' 


"Twas the thy godlike Ruſi!1's boſom ftee!'d 
With canlidence untam'd, in his laſt breath 

d tern · ſiiling. She, with calm compoture, held 
Ihe patriot axe of Sidney, edg'd with death. 

Smit with the warmth of her unpulũve flame, 
Wolt's gallant virtue flics to worlds afar, 


* pluck freſh wreathes of well-earn'd 


From the griin frawning browof laurel'd war. 
iF was ſhe that, on the morn of direfu! birth, 
Ba d th y voung boſom to the fatal blow, 
Lamented Armytage —the bleeding youth! 
O arte him in the pearly caves = way 
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| 


| 


; 


| 


: 


| 


— 


** 
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Ye Nereids ! and ve nymphs of Camus hoar, 
Weep, for ye oft have ſcen hun on your hannted 
ore. 


Bettot to die with glory, than recline 
On the ſoft lap of ignominious _ 
Than vawn out the dull droning — 


In monkiſn = and gowned 
Better employed in honoar's bright career 
The leaft diviſion on the dial's round, 
Than thrice to compaſs Saturn's live-long year, 
Grown old in floth, the burthen of the ground, 
Than rug with ſwearing toil the laviſh oar 
Of unredeem'd affliction, and ſuſtain 
The fer'rous of fierce diſeaſes tore. 
Unnumber'd, that in ſempatheric chain 
ever thro” the thick circumfluous air, 


All from the drizaly verge of yonder Rar-girt 
ſphere, 


Thick in the many beaten road of life 
A thouſand maladies are poſted round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ftrife 
Unſeen, like ambuſh'e Indians, till they wound 
There the fwoln hy drop ſtands, the wat'ry rheuny, 
The 2 ſcurvy, blutch with lep'rous 
cale ; 
And moping ever in the cloiſter'd gloom 
Of learned floth, and bookiſh aſthma pale: 


From Amazon's bread wave, and Andes* ſnow- 
clad height. 
Where the war daughter of the yellow year, 
The chatt'ring ague chill, the writhing ſtone, 
And he of ghaſtly feature, on whoſe year, moan, 
Unheeded croaks the death-bird's warning 


Book I 


Maraſmus ; gout ; and the dead lite 
Of nervelets palſy ; there on purpoſe =I 
Dark brooding, whers his interdicted knite 
Grim ſuicide, the damned fiend of hell. 
There too is the ftunn'd apoplexy pight*, | 
The bloated child of gorg'd intemp'rance fou!; 
Self-waſting melancholy, black as night, 
Lowering, and foaming fierce with hideous 
The dog hydrophoby, and near ally'd | how! ; 
Scat d madneſs, with her moon- truck eye-Lails 
ſtaring wide. 
There, ſtretch'd one huge, beneath the rocky 
mane, + (ing fires : 
With boiling ſulphur fraught, and mou!dcr- 
He the dread dclegate of wrath divine, ; 
Ere while that ſtood o'er Taio's hundred ſpites 
Yindiftive; thrice he war'd thy earth - ſnhak ing 
Powerful as that the fon of Amram bore, Wand, 
And thrice he rais'd, and thrice he check d his 
hand. d'rous roar, 
He ftruck —the rocking ground, with thun- 
Yawn'd ! Here from ſtrect to fireer hurries, and 
there ſamain, 
Now runs, then ſtops, then ſhticks and ſcours 
Staring diſtraction: many a palace fair | fan, 
Wirth millions finks ingulph'd, and pillar'd 
Ola Ocean's fartheſt waves confels rhe thock ; 
Eren — rrembl'd, conſcious, on his ſtedfuft 
roc 


The meagre famine there, and drunk with blood 


ear, 


The ſluny Naiad of the Memphian flood [ yore 
Engecnd'ring,to the bright-hair'dPhoebus bore, 
Foul peſtilence, that on the wide ſtretch'd wings 
Of commerce, ſpeeds from Cairo's ſwarthy bay 
His weſteting flight, and thro” the fick air fling 


Spotted contagion at his heels diſmay 
. 2222 ther fire-wheePd voke 
an, I *«crible; as long of old, when from the height 
rning 
Bus ; ® Placed 


Stern war; and the loath'd monſter whom of 
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| 


| 


| 


Whether ſome delegated charge 


+ Allwding to de Earth ienke at Litton, i November; 17 5. 


94 
Of Paran came unwreath'd the mightieft, ſhack 
Earth's firm fixt haſe tuttering; thro” the black 


night [abro:d 

Glanc'd the faſh'd lighitnings: heaven's rent bt 
Tbunder'd. and univerfal nature felt irs God. 
N ho on that ſcene of terror, on that hour 

Of routed indignation, thall withſtand 
Th'Almighty, when he meditates to ſhower 

The burſtiag vengeance ofer a guilty land! 
Canſt thou, fecure in reaſon's vaunted pride, 

Tongue-dovghty miſcreant, wifo but now Hifi? 


ore 
With 1 than Hebrew rage the innocent fs 
Of agonizing mercy. bleeding tore, 
Canft thou confront, with ficedfaft eve undd >. 
The ſworded judgment ſtalk ing far and ne i 
Well may'ſt thou rremble when an injur'd (C 
Diſclaims thee — guilt is ever quick of fear 
Loud whirlwind howtin zephor's fofteft breach, 
And every glancing mercor glares imaęꝑ in ddeatli. 
The good alone are fearlets ; they alone, 
Fm and collected in their virtue, brave 
The wreck of worlds, and look unthrinking down 
On the dread vawnings of the rav'nous grave * 
Thrice happy! who the blameleſs road along 
Of honeſt praife hath reach'd the vale of death ; 
Around hum, like miniftrant cherub>, throag 
His better actions to the parting breath, 
Singing their bleiled requiems; he the while 
Gently repoſing on fome friendly breatt, 
Breathes out his benizons ; then with a file 
Of fufr complaiſance, lays him down to reſt, 
Calm as the ſlumbering infant: from the goal 
Free and unbounded flies the diſembodicd foul, 
below, 
— :ov'd friend its hovering care may 
aim; 
Whether it heavenward ſoars again to know 
That long - forgotten country whence it carae ; 


% 


C onje cure 
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Of letter'd arrogance, delights to run 

Thro* fpeculation's — agen wild, 

And all to end at laſt where it 

Fain would we trace, with reaſon's erring clue, 
The dwukfome paths of deſtiny aright ; 

Ia vain; the taſk were eaſier to purſue 
The tracklefs whecelings the ſwallow's 

a; 


From — ken himſelf the Almightyſhrouds, 
Pavilion'd in thick night and circumambient 


$ 113. The Song of Angels above. WATTS. 


EARTH has detaia'd me pris'ner long, 

— And I'm grown weary now: 
heart, my hand, my car, my tongue, 
— fe yon. 

Tir'd in my thoughts, I ſtretch me down, 
And upwards glance my eves ; 

Upward, my Father, to thy throne, 
And to my native ſkies. 

There the dear Man, my Saviour fits, 
The God how bright he thiacs | 

And ſcatters infinite delights 


ſpace they run, 
And ſpcak, in moſt majeſtie ſounds, 
The Godhead of the Som! 
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| Andnow they fink the 


| 
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How on the Pather's breaſt he lay, 
The darling of his foul, 
Infinite years before the 
Or heavens began to rol 


tone, 
Aud gentler notes 5 
1 3. 
To dwell in humble clay. 
O facred beauties of the Man 

(The God refides within) 

His ficth all pure without a ftain; 
Hs foul withour a fin. 
Then how he look'd and how he ſmil'd } 
What won&'rous things he foid ! 
Sweet cherubs, ſtay, dwell hefe a while, 
And tell what Jeſus did! 
At his command the blind awake, 
And feel the gladſome ravs: 
He bids the dumb attempt to ſpeak 3 
They try their tangues in praiſc. 
He ſhed a thouſand bl round 

| Where'er he turn'd his eye: 
He ſpoke, and at the fov'reiga ſound 
The hcilith legions fly. 
Thus, while, with unambitious ſtrife, 


Th'ethereal minftrels rove 
Through all the labours of his life, 
And wonders of his love, 4 
| In the full choir a broken ſtring H 
Groans with a firange ſurprize; * Wh 
| The reſt ia filence mourn their King 4 
That bleeds, and loves, aud dics. ® We 
Seraph and faint with drooping wings 
\Ccale their bannonous = vw 
| ing trees nor bubbling tprugs 
1133333 od. 
| Then all at once to living trains * All 
They fammon ev'ry chord, my 
Break up the tomb. and burſt his chains, ® Coll 


ing throne, 
V nile tuneful angels found abroad 
The vict'ries he has won. 
And be an angel too: 
Ms heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
Here's joyful work for you | 
J would begin the muſic here, 
And fo my foul ſhould rife. 
Oh for ſome heav'nly notes, to bear 
My ſpirit to the ſkies! 
There, ye that love my Saviour, fit; 
The 1 would bin have place 


chrones, 
n 


| am confin'd to earth no more, 
But mount in haſte above, 

To bleſs the God that I adore, 
And tang the Maa I love. 


$ 124. Happy Frailty. Warrs. 
+ F OW man dwells th'ummmortal mind 
4% How vile theſe bodies are 
* Why was a clod of earth defign'd 
* a heav'aly ſtar ? 
% Weak cottage where our fouls refide } 
This fleſh a tott ring wall; 
Wich frightful breaches gaping wide, 
The building bends to fall. 
« All round it ftorms of trouble blow, 
And waves of forrow roll; 
Cold waves and winter-ſtorms beat thro”, 
Aud pain the tenant-foul. 


ound 


| 


8 


ö 


* 
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& Alas! how frail our ſtate! ſaid I; 
And thus went mourning on, 

Till ſudden, from the cleaving ſky, 
A gleam of glory thoae. 

My foul all felt the glory come, 
And breath'd her native air; 

Then ſhe remember d heav'n her home, 
And the a pris'ner here. | 


Straight ſhe began to change her key, 
And, joy ful in her paino, 

She fany the frailty of her clay 
In picuifurable trains. 


% How weak the pris'n is where I dwell ! 
«« Fleſh but a tott'ring wall 

© The breaches cheerfully toretel 
The houſe muſt ſhortly fall. 


| © No more, my friends, ſhall I complain, 


„Though all my heart-ftrings ache: 
Welcome diſeaſe, and ev'ry pain 
That makes the cottage ſhake. 


No let the tempeſt blow all round; 
Now fell the furges high, 

And beat this houſe of bondage down, 
To let the ſtranger fly. 

J have a manſion built 
„By the Eternal Hand; 

« And ſhould the earth's old baſis move, 
« My heav'nly houſe muſt ſtand. 


« Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns 
( long to fee the God); 


„And his unmortal ſtrength ſuſtams 


The courts that coft him blood! 
Hark, from on high my Saviour calls ; 
J come, my Lord, my Love:“ 
Devotion breaks the priſon walis, 

Aud ſpeeds my laſt remove. 


The 


$ 118. The God of Timder, Warrs. 
0 The immenſe, the amazing height, 

The boundleſs ur of our God 
Who treads the worids beneath his feet, 


And fways the nations with his nod ! 
He ſpeaks ; and lo, all nature ſhakes : 
Heav'n's everlaſting pillars bow; 
He rends the clouds with hideous cracks, 
And ſhoots his fiery arrows through. 
Well, let the nations ſtart and fly 
At the blue lightning's horrid glare 


Atheiſts and emperors fhrink and dic, 
When flame and noue torment the air. 


Let noiſe and flame confound the ſkies, 
And drown the ſpecious realins below, 

Yet will we fing the Thund'rer's praiſe, 
And fend our loud Hoſannas through. 

Celeſtial King, thy blazing pow'r 
Kindles our hearts to flaming joys; 

We ſhout to hear thy thunders roar, 
And echo to our Father's voice. 


Thus ſhall the God our Saviour come, 
And hghtnings round our chariot play. 

Ye lightmngs fly to make him room ; 
Ye glorious ſtorms prepare his way. 


F 116. On Eterurty. GiBB0Oxs. 


HAT is eternity? Can aught 
Paint its duration to the thought? 


Tell ev'ry beam the fun cmits, 
When in Amed noon he lits ; 
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Tell ev'ry light wing'd mote that ſtrays 
| NA 
Tell all the leaves and all the buds 
That crown the garden, fields, and woods, 
Tell all the ſpires of graſs the meads 
Produce, when ſpring propitious leads 
The new-born year; tell all the drops 
Thar night, their bended tops, 
| Sheds in ſoft ro ditplay 

Their beauties with the riſing day; 
Tell all the fand the ocean laves, 
| Tell all its changes, all its waves; 
| Or tell with more laborious pains, 
The drops its mighty maſs contains; 
Be this aſtoniſliing account 
| Augmented with the full amount 
Of all the drops the clouds have thed, 
Where'er their wat'ry flceces ſpread ; 
| Thro' all time's long protracted tour 
From Adam to the preſent hour; 


With the more num'rous years that lie 
Emboſom'd in Eternity. 

Were there a belt that could contain 
In its vaſt orb the earth and main; 
With figures were it cluſter'd o'er, 
* one cvpher in the ſcore; 

would your lab'ring thought aſſign 
The total of the crowded line, 
How ſcant thꝰ amount? th'attempt how vain ! 
To reach duration's endlefs chain ! 
For when as many years are run, 
Unbounded age is but begun 
Attend, O man, with awe divine; 


2 CE — 


For this eternity is thine 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK. 
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$ x. Windſor-Foreff. Pore. 
To the Rr. Hon. George Lord Lanſdown. 
PHY foreſts, Windfor! and thy green retreats, 
Ar once the Monarch's and the Muſes fears, 
' Invite my lays. Be preſent, fylvan maids ! 
Unlock your fprings, and open all your ſhades. 
GRANVILLE commands; — your aid, O Muſes 


What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to ſing! 
The Groves of Eden, vaniſh'd now fo long, 
Fr. 
Theſe, were my breaſt infpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in , ſhould be like in fame. 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to firive again; 
Not, choas-like, cruſts and bruis'd, 
But, as the world, confus d: 


E PIT OM E; 


R. 


Where order in variety we ſee, 
And where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day; 
As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 
Nor quit indulges, nor can quite repreſs: 
There, interſpersd in fawns and op'ning glades, 
Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's : 
Here, in full light the ruſſet plains extend: 
Ly d wra 5 the bluiſh hills aſcend. 
vn the wi th diſplays het dyes, 
And "milf the deſu Ft Lets Gifs, 
crow n'd with tufted trees and fringing corn, 
Like verdant ifles, the fable waſte adorn. 
Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber or the balmy rree, 
While by our oaks the precicu load are borne, 


| And s commanded which tiioſe wee ad ot. 
F Net 


Net pre ud Olympns yields a nobter fgllt, 

Tho Gods aflembled grace his tw rng height, 
Than what more humble mountams offer here, 
Where, in their Vleffings, all thoſc gude appear. 


Sec Pan with flocks, with fruits Pumona crov. n '. 


Here bluſhing Flora paints thienamell'd ground; 


Here Ceres' gifts in waving —— ſtand. 
And nodding, tempt the joyful reaper's hand; 
Rich laduſtry fits ſmiling on the plains 
And Peace and Plenty tell, + Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages patt, 
A dr:ary detart, and a gloomy wattc; 
To favage beatts and ſavage laws a prey; 
And kings more furious and fevere then thev z 
Who claim'd the ſkies, diſpeopled air and flonds, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 


® Citics laid waſte, thev ſturm'd the dens and caves | 


(For wiſer brutes were backward to be flaves). 
What could be frre, when law leſs beafts obey'd, 
And ev'n the elements a fway*'d ? 


In vain kia} ſcaſons ſwellid the tœemiug grain, 


Soft ſhowers diſtill'd, and ſuns grew u arm in 
| van ; 

"The Awain with tear: his fruftrate labour yields, 

And famitſh'sd dies arndit his ripen'd ficids. 

What wonder then, x be.ft or fubjeCt flain 

Were equal crimes in a deſputic reign * 

Both, doom'd alike, for {portive tyrants bled ; 

But while the ſubjcct fary'd, the beaft was fed. 

Proud Nimrod firſt the bloody chace began; 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man: , 

Our l Norman boaſts that bard'rous name, 


ains; 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes: 
The levell'd rowns with weeds lie cover d o'er; 
2 it 
ound uwns claſping ivy twin'd, 
Oer heaps of ruins ftalied the fiarely hind ; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs renres, 
And favage how lings till the facred quires. 
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A waſte for beatts, hunfelf deny'd a grave! 


Boox II. 
Av'd b» v rubles, by his commons curſt, 
I aul'd ryrannic where he durſt; 
t the poor and church his iron rod, 
\, + + alike his vaſſals and his God. 


*% © 


een the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
anton victims 7 remain. 
But ſce, the man who ſpacious regions gave 


| Stretch'd on the lawn, his ſecond ſurvey, 
At once the chacer, and at once — 7 
Lg! Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreſt, like a w ed hart. 
Succecding monarchs heard the ſubjects crics, 


4 


| And fecret tran{port touch'd the contcious ſwain. 


| Nor fav difpleas'd the peaceful cottage rife. 
Then gath'ring flocks on unknown mountains 
Oer andy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread; 
The foreſts wonder d at th*unufual grain, 


Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddeſs, rears 
Her cheerful head, and leads the 


LET FS 


 Yevig'rous {wains ! while youth ferments your 

And purer ſpirits ſwell the fprightly flood, { blood, Oft, as 

Now range the hills, the woods befet, The el 

Wind the ſhrill horn, or ſpread the waving net. Oft, as 
; When milder autumn ſummer's heat ſucceeds, They | 
And in the ne · horn field the partridge feeds, In g 
} Before his lord the ready ſpaniel bou Where 

Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; ¶ The pe 
But when the tainted galcs the game betray, — 


Couch'd cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey 


| Secure, they truſt thunfaithful field beſet, And 2 

Till, hov'ring oer em, ſu ceps the ſwelling net. Our 

Thus (if ſmall chings e may with grrat com parc) The br 
When Albion ſends her cager ſons to war, CbleE, The fil 
Some thoughtlels town, ith eafe and plenty I The ye 

Near and more near the clofiag lines inveſt ; Swift ty 

| Sudden they ſeize th jo d, defencelefs prize, And 

| And high in air Bru-aw's's ſtandard flies. Now C 


Sec ! from the brai.c the whirring pheaſant 
2 * . 
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lawns, the foreſt walks 


The Cane glows wah Pho 


Swarm o'er the 
Rouſe the flect 
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And now his ſhadbw reach'd her as ſhe run, 
His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting fun; 

And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 
Pants on her neck, and fans her _ 
— — Lvan; 
ü — — 


— laves, 1 
celeftial tears augments the waves. 


— mubin — 


* 
in the Goods 


And floating foreit 
Thro the'tair cane x6u tlow the —— 
Then foaming pour along, and ruth nit he 
Thames. 
Thou, too great father of the Bririſh foods! 


Wir jos ful pride turvey'| our lofry woos; = 
2 — rear, 
And furure navies os thy appear, 

Not —— —— 
A wealthie: tribute than to thine he gives. 

No feas fo rich, fo gay no banks appear, 

No lake fo gentle, ant no ſpring to clear; 
Nor Po fo ſwells the fabling poet's lays, 


While led along the fkies his current itra 
A; thine, which viſits Windfor's fn d - — Wh 
To grace the manſon of our exrthiv Gods. 

Nor all his ſtars abore a luſtre how, 

Like the bright beautics on ttf banks be, 


G 


—— 


— 
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d by mortal 
as Oh Ohympus for noble ll 


W 


Wherg 


aul whom the Nut in- 


2 
Whom bumble j of home felt quict pleake, 
* ſtud ar and caſe. 
He gathers from herbs the foreſt yields, 
of their fragrant phy ſic ſpoils the gelder 
With chemic arts exalts the min ' ral P T, 
And draus the aromatic fouls of flow 2 
Now marks the courſe of rolling orbs on highs- 
O'er 'd worlds now travels with his ge, 
Of ancient writ unlocks the Jearned ſtare 
Canſults the dead, and Hives ages o'er 2 
Or waud'ring thougluful in r lent * 
tlie he tures of the wiſe and 
Tobſerve a, mean, be to himſelf a pro 
To follpw nature; and regard lus ends, 

Or looks on heav'n wich more thay mortal e 
Bit: his free ſoul expatiate in the ſkies, 
Aoud her kindrcd ftars familiar roam, 
Survey the region, and confef her heane ! 
Such was the life great Scipia ynce admir'd, 
Thus Anicus aud Trumbal thus reti d. 

e facred Niue! that all my foul poſſe, 
Whole raptures fire me, —and whoſe viſions 


Bear me, oh bear we to ſequeſter” 4 fcenes, 

The bow'ry mazes, and furrounding green> ; 

To Thames's banks with fragrant breezes b., 

Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Fil). 

(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ff grow, 

While hats the mountain, or wild Lanes the: 
flow.) 


eyes, 


' I fem thre ecnfecrated walks to rote, 


I ben ttt mumc die along the pore ; 
Led by the found, I roam from thats ti ſhade, 
By ged-Uko poets vcner able made: 8 


FFF 8-1-8: 


— 
- 
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Here his firſt lays Denham 
There the laſt numbers flow'd” from 

O carly loſt! what tears the river thed [ tongue. 
When the fad pomp Nis banks was led! 
His ſwans on note ex 
And on his willows hung each Mule's tyre. 

| Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their hea 'nly voice, 
No more the foreſts ring, or groves rejoice; 
Who now ſhall charm the ſhades where Cowley 


ſtrung 
ED 
But hark the , the foreſt rings! 
Are theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville fings ? 
Ti yours, my Lord, to bleſs our foft retreats, 
And call the Muſes to their ancient feats, 
To paint anew the flow'ry ſylvan fcenes, 
To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, © 
Make Windſor hills in lofty numbers riſe, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkics; 
To thoſe honours you deſerve ro wear, 
And add new luſtre to her filver ftar. 


owley's 


tun'd his lvre, 
To the fame wares, of love and fofe defre 
Fair Geraldine, bright of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves as heay'nly Mira now. 


Oh! would'f thou fing what heroes Windſor 


bore, 
What kings Sounder wage, 
Or raiſe old warriors, whoſe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd carth contains ! 
With Edward's acts adorn the ſhining page, 
Stretch his long tri down thro* ev'ry ; 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and Creſſi's 
The lities blazing on the regal ſhicld : field, 
Then, from — Verrio's colours fall, 
Aud has manmate the naked wall, 
dtill in ry ſong ſhould vanquith'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's ſpear. 
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Let fofter ſtrains ill - fated — 
And palms — + flouriſh round 2 P 
Here o'er the r King the marble weeps, 
Aud faft, befide — dKdward fleeps: 
| Whom not th'extended Albion could contain, 
From old Belcrium to the northern main, 
— — . — 
2334 
— —ũ——3 ũ — — 
(Obſcure the place, and uninicrib'd the ſtonc): 
On fact accurs'd ! what tears has Albion ſhed : 
Heav*ns, what new wounds !— and how her cla 
have bled! 
She faw her fons with deaths expire, 
Her facred domes invoiv'd in rolling fire, 
A dreadful ferics of inteſtine wars, 
r. — and diſhoneſt ſears. 
faid, — Let diſcard ceaſe '* 
| 8 * d, and all was peace! 
In that ble moment, from his 00z y bed, 
Old father Thames advanc'd his rev'rend head; 


Grav'd on his urn appear d the Mo-n, — 
His ſwelling waters and alternate tides ; 
The figur d firemns in waves of filver roll'd, 
Aad on her banks Auguſta roſe in gold; 
Araund his throne the lea - born brothers ſtood, 

| Who {weld with tributary urns his flood ! 
Firit, the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 
The winding Iſis and the fruitful Thame : 

The Kennet ſwift, for ſilver eels renown'd; 
The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown'd ; 
Cole, whoſe dark ſtreams his flow'ry iſlands 


| His ſhining horns diffus'd a golden 
| 
| 


lave; 
- | And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky ware: 


The blue, tranſparent Vandalis appears; 

| The gulphy Lee his ſedgy treſſes rears; 

And ſullen Mole that hides his diving flood; 
Aud ſilent Darent, ſtain d with Daniſh blood. 

High in the midſt, upon his urn \eclin'd 


(hs Eier man waring wich the windy, 


His treſſes droppꝰd with dews, and o'er the fircarn 5 
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Ev'n I more ſweet! 

Rd ie the Glens E A pty praiſe 
for me, that to the lift'ning ſwains 
Firſt in theſe fields I ſung the fylvan ſtrains. 


careleſs days, 


$ 2. The Dying Chriftian to his Sen. Pop. 
D D E. 
VITAL ſpark of heav'nly flame! 
dr Lag h-bq <4 ag 
rem 
Trembing, hoping, lag rg, ing 
Ceaſe, fond Nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life ! 
Hark ! the whiſper ; angels , 
Sifter Spart come away ! 1 
What is this abſorbs me quite ? 
Steals my fenfes, ſhuts my fg 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


The world recedes; it diſappears ! 


Heav'n on my eyes! my cars 
With funds feraphic ring: 

Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 

O Grave — A 

O Death! where is thy ſting? 


& 3. Ode on Solitude *. Porr. 
APPY the man, whoſe with and care 
A few acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In his own 
Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, . 
Whoſe flocks fupply him with attire, 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
wanter fire. 
Bleft, who can unconcern'dly find 
Hours, days, and ſlide ſoft away; 


In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day. 
6 reat᷑: old. 
4 
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| 
| 


„ * 


$ 4- Elezyto the Memory as 


U 
„ and 


| 


— — 


On a 
| To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 
| To att a lover's or a Roman's : 

Is there no bright reverſion in the ſky 


For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 
y bade 122 her ſoul aſpire 


the : 
from your bleſt abodes; 


her Ge) 
Fate fnatch'd her early to the pitying ſky. 

As into air the Ty N 

ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below, 
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Bur thou, falſe of a charge too 
Thou, mean deſerter of thy brother's blood ! 
dee on theſe lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks now fading at the blaſt of death ; 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before; 
And thote love-darting muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if Eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 
Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent hearſes ſhall ＋ 4 your gates; 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand and, pointing, ſay 
Ce the fun'rals blacken all the way) 

! theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the Furies ſtcel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented paſs the proud N 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day 
So periſh all whoſe breaſts ne er learn'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atone (oh ever injur'd ſhade !) 
Thx fate vapity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 
Pleas'dthy pale ꝑhoſt, or grac'dthymournful bier: 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By forrian hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By forcigu hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ftrangers honor'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'd ! 
What tho” no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Crieve for an hour, , then mourn a , 
And bear about 2 of woe FED 
To midnight dances and the public ſhow ? 
What tho? no weeping loves thy athes grace, 
Tor poliſh'd marble emulate rhy face? 
What tho? no facre:d earth allow thee room, 


Nor balfow'd dirge be mutte - d Oer thy tomb ? 


Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green turf. lie li;htly on thy breaſt : 
There ſhall the morn her carlieſt tears beſtow; 
There the Gr roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
While argels with their ſilser wings o'erſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 
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"Tis all thou art, and all the ſhall be! 
Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful p 


Ev'n he, whoſe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
_ —_ the gen'rous tear he pays; 

Then from hi +7 Yang Aran — 
And the laſt pang tear thee from his heart; 
Life's idle bus'nefs at one gaſp be o'er, 

The muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more! 


$ 5. The Traveller; or, a Proſpect of Society *. 
Inſcribed to the Rev. My. H. Goldſmith. 
By Dr. GOLDSMITH. 


REMOTE. untriended, melancholy, flow, | 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po; 
— ranger thus the door 
Againſt the ftranger ſhuts the 5 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 
A weary waſte to the ſkies; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to 
My heart uatravell'd, fondly turns to thee : 
_y my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs — 
rags, at each remove, a "ning chat 
F. 1 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend ; 
Blefs'd be that ſpot where cheerful gueſts retire, 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blets'd that abode where want and pain repair, 
And ev'ry & finds a ready chair : 
Bleſs'd be thote feaſts, with ſumple plenty crown d, 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 
Or figh with pity at ſome mournful tale; 


* Thc reader is not to be informed that chronological order is not intended; but fuch a commijature of car- 


Aer and later Poems as may faruich the molt agreeable variety. 


Q 


Bur me, not deſtinꝰd fuch delights to ſhare, 
My prime of life in wand*ring fpent, and care: 
Impell'd, with ſteps unceaſing, to purſue 
dune flecting good that mocks me with the view; 
That, like the circk, hounding earth and ſkies, 
Allures from far, yet as I follow, flics ; 

My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own. 

Ev'n now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 
| fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend; 

And d on above the ftorm's career, 
Look downwardwhere an hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, foreſts, cities, plains, extending wide, 
The pompof kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidf the ftore, ſhould thanklefs pride repine ? 
Say, ſhould rhe phil ic mind diſdain ¶ vain ? 
That good which makes each humbler boſom 
Let ſchool- taught pride difſemble all it can, 
Theſe little things are great to little man; 

Aud wifer he, whoſe ſy ic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. crown d; 
Ye glitt'ring towns, with wealth 

Ve fields, where ſummer fpreads profuſion round; 
Ye lakes, whoſe veſſels catch the buſy gale; 
Ye bending ſwains, that drefs the flow'ry valc, 
For me your tri ſtores combine: 
Creation's heir! the world, the world is mine! 


for hoards are wanting ftill : 
rite, 


Vet ſtill he 
Thus to my breaſt alternate 
— vic prevails, — 2 — 
Vet aft a ſigh ile, and $ ies; 
To fee the hoard of human bliſs fo ſmall; 
— — 

pot to 45 
Where ay worn foul, each wand'ringhs 
May gather bliſs to fee my fellows bleſs c. 


ZE 


Ur 
rf 


* 
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Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, | But where to find that happieſt ſpot below, 
And learn the luxury of doing ' pretend to Know ? 
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Or ſeeks the den where ſnow · tracks mark theway, 
And drags the ing ſavage into day. 

At night ing, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round 

His childrens looks, that brighten at the blaze; 
While his lov'd partner, boaſtful of her hoard, 
Ditplays her cleanly platter on the board: 

And haply too ſome pilgrim, thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot paſſion on his heart; 

And c'en thoſe ills that round his manſion riſe, 
Euhance the blifs his fuad ſupplies. 

Dear is that ſhed to which his foul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms; 
And as a child, when ſcaring founds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe aad cloſer to the mother's breaft, 

So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
Bur bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ſtates aſſign'd: 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin'd. 
Yer by them ooly ſhare the praites due; 

If fe their wants, their pleaſures are but few: 
For ev'ry want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 
Becomes a fource of pleafure when redreſt. 
When from ſuch land: cach pl ſcience flies, 
That firſt excites defire, and then fupplies ; 
Unknown to them when ſenſual — cloy 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 
Unknown thoſe powers that raiſe the foul to flame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate thro” the frame. 
Their level life is but a ng Ton, OY 
Uaquench'd by waat, unfann'd by ſtrang e; 
Unt for . 3 or, if rapturès cheer 

On ſome high feſtival of once a vear, 

In wild excels the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 

Till, bury'd in debauch, the bliſs expire. 

Bur not their joys alone thus coarſcly flow; 
Their morals, like their pleaſures, are but low : 
For, as refinement ſire to ſon, 
Uaalter'd, uniumprov'd, the manners zun; 


* 
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And love's and friendſhip's tincly-pointcd dart, 
Fall blunted from each iudurated heart. 

Some tteracr virtues o'er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cowering on the neſt ; 
Aut all che gentler morals, ſuch as play [way, 
Throf life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the 


Theſe far diſpers d, on timorous pinions fly, 
ng angles nnd why er a a 

To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I rurn—and France difplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſc, 
Plcas'd with th ſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe, 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir 
With tuacleſs pipe, beſide the murm'ring Loire ! 
Where tha elms along the margin grew, 
And, freſhen'd from the wave, the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, tho' my harth touch falt'ring ſtill, 
= mock d all tune, and marr'dthe dancer's kill, 

er would the vi praiſe my wondrous pow'r, 
And dance, | of the — 2 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient da 
Hare led their children throꝰ the mi maze z 
And the gay ſaill'd in geftic lore, 
Has friſk'd beneath the burden of threeſcore. 


taught an avarice of praiſe : 


They plcaſe, are pleas d, they give to get 

Till, ſeeming bleſs'd, they grow to what they tecm.. 
But while this ſofter are their bliſs i 

It gives their foll 
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Hence oftertation here, with tawdry art, 

Pants for the vulgar praiſe » lich fool; impart: 
Here vanity aſiumes — pert grimacc, 

And trums her robes of frize with copper lace; 
Here ar pride defrau-s her daily cheer, 

To one ſplendid banquet once a vear; 
The mind (t1'] turns where ſhifting falinon draws, 
No: weighs the ſolid worth of ſelf-applauſe, 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Enboſo:n'd in the here Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land; 
And, fedulous to Fop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire's art ficia! price. 
Onward methink :, and diligentiy now, 

The firm conuccted bulwark ſcems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidſt the wat'ry roar, 
Sc out an empire, and uturps the ſhore, 
White the pent ocean, riſing o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him finile ; 
The flow canal, the yeilow-bloſſom's vale, 
The willow-afted bank, the gliding ail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation, reſcu'd from his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-ſubjeCted ſoil 

Impels the native to repeated toil, 

Induſtrious habits in each boſom reign, 

And induſtry begets a love af gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that ſprings, 
With all thoſe ills fupecfluous treafure brings, 
Are her: diſplay 'd. Their much- lovꝰd wealth im- 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; ¶ parts 
B. view them cloſer, craft and fraud appcar; 
Dien liberty infelf is barter'd here; 

Ar gold's ſupc rior charms all freedom flies; 

The needy fell it, and the rich man buys; 

A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves ' 

Here wretches ſeek diſhonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to ſervitude conform ; 
Dull as their lakes that ſlumber in the farm. 


Lough, poor, coutent, ungoyernabyy bold; 


-avens! how unlike their Belgic fizes of old! | 
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War in cach breaſt, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike the fons of Britain now 
Fir'd at the ſound, my Genius ſpreads her 


wing, 

And flies — of Britain courts the Weſtern ſpring ; 
Where lawns extend that ſcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ſtreams that fam'd Hydafpis glide. 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray ; 
There gentle mufic melts on ev'ry fprav ; 
Creation's mildeſt charms are there combin'd ; 
Extremes are only in the maſter's mind 
Stern c'cr each boſom Reafon holds her ſtate, 
| Wirh daring aims irregularly great: 

Pride in their port, deftance in their eye, 

I tre the lords of human-Kind pats 1* 
Intent an high defigns, a thoughtful 

B forms unfaſhion'd freſh from Nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of foul, 

True to imagin'd right, above cantroul, 

While — peaſant boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 
And learns to venerate himſelf as man. 


Thine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear ; 

| Too bleſi'd indecd were fuch without alloy, 

But fofter'd een by Freedom ills annoy ; 

That i dance Brnons prize too high, 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 

The ſeif-dopendant lordlings ſtand alone; 

All claim that bind and fweeten life unknown ; 

Here, Þy the bonds of Nature feebly held, 

| Mind: combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 

| Ferns arife, impriſon'd factious roar, 

Re;1*'d ambition ſtruggles round her ſhore, 

al, over-wrought the general ſyſtem feels 

| It. :notions ſtop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 
Nor this the worſt. As Nature's ties decay, 

As duty, love, and honour fail to fway, 

Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 

| Still gather ſtrength, and force unwilling awe. 


Hence all obedience bows to theſe alone, 
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Till time may come, when, ſtripp'd of all her 
charms 


The land of ſcholars and the nurſe of arms, 
Where noble ſtems tranſmit the patriot flame, 
W have toil'd, and pocts wrote for 


One fink of level avarice thall lie, 
And ſcholars, foldiers, ki unhonour'd die. 

ane 4 not, thus when Freedom's ills I 

de, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the 
Ye pres of ward, es did may foul! adpion, 
ped wag —_—_— — drive the low dcfire;! 
ir Freedom, taught alike to feel 

—d9d—ẽ—ͤ —— 
Thou flower, alike undone 


By proud Contempt, or Favour's foſt'ring fun, 
Still may th ooo angel elime adore, 
I only cs mentrm wo fowre 

For juſt experience tells, in ev'ry foil, 
a who think muſt govern thoſe that 
And all that Freedom's higheft aims can reach, 
Is but to lay d loads on each. 
Hence, ſhould one order d grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. 

O then, how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aſpires ! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms, 
Except when fait approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiefs blocade the throne, 
Contracting — ni con, 
When I beheld a faftious band agree 
To call it freedom when themſelves are free ; 
Each wanton j 


| 
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Yes, brother, curſe me with that baleful hour, 
When firſt ambition ſtruck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honour in its tource, 

Gave wealth to ſway the mind with duuble force. 
Have we not ſeen, round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful ſuns exchang'd for utciels ore ? 

Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 


Like — den cs ning as they waſte; 


gow over = 8, W _ 
n barren, pomp z 
Have we not | at Plcaſure”s lordly call, 
The ſmiling long-frequented village fall? 
Reheld the duteous fon, the fire decay'd, 
The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes ond the weſtern main ; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her ſwamps around, 
Anu Niagara ftuns with thund'ring found! 
E'en now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſtrays 
Thro? tangled foreſts, and throꝰ dang*rous ways: 
Where beafts with man divided empire claim, 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rousaum; 
There, while above — — — — 
And all around — ve ls 
The penſive cxile, bending — his woe, 
To ſtop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
Cafts a long look where England's glones ſhine, 
Aud bids his hoſom ſempatbize 27 

Vain, very vain, my weary fearch, to find 
That blifs which only centres in the mind 
Why have I ſtray'd CE pleaſure and repole, 
To a good each government beſtows ? 
In ev'ry government, tho” terrors 
Tho? tyrant kings, or bd od laws reſtrain, 
How Gall, of all that hearts endure, 
That part which laws or can cauſe or cure l 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place An xx ode 
Our own felicity we make or ſind 
With ſecret courſe, which no loud ftorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of —_— joy. 


The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damicn's bed of ſteel, 
To men remote from power but rareiy known, 


Leave reaſon, faul, and conſcience, all our own. 


5 6, Te Dre Fill 
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village of the pla 
— — arr wc. 


Der iling ſprir g its earheſt viſit paid, 
Agd parting ſummer s liug' ring blooms delay d. 
Dar lovely bow'rs of innocence and caſc, 


Sears of my youth, when ev'ry ſport could pleaſe, 
How often have I loiter'd oer thy 


green, 
Where humble happineſs endear'd cach ſcene 


The hawthorn 


Fo 
1 


I bleſt th 


tf 


FIST 


prove, 
Theſe were thy charms, fi 
Vt tiveet ſucerſſion, raught e en 


I 
doil 


, 


* 
neighb'ring hill, 
— — 
ing age and whifp'ring lovers made ! 


| Theſc round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence 


ſhed ; 7 
Theſe were thy charms—But all charms 
| Sweet ſmiling village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 


wnz 
| Amidft thy bow'rs the Tyrant's hand is ſeen, 

| And defolation faddens all thy green: 

| One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 

| And half a tillage ſtines thy ſmiling plan; 

No more thy yiaſſy brook reflefts the day, 

Bur choak'd wirh works its weedy way ; 


A thy glades, a folitary gueſt, 
.. 
Amidft thy deſart walks the lapwing flies, 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd cries. 
Sunk are thy bow'rs in ſhapcleſs ruin all, 


—— 


Far, far away thy children leave the land. 
Ill fares the land, to haſt'ping ills a prey, 
men decay : 


Thy ſports are fled, and all thy charms with- | 


And the long ertaps the mould” ring wall. 
And, — — from the $ 
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His houſe was known to all the vagrant train; 
He chid their wand*rings, but relicy'd their pain. 
The long-remember'd beggar was his gueit, 
Whoſe beard, deſcending, fwept his aged breaf ; 
The ruin'd ſpendthriſt, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred tliere, and bad huis claims allow d; 
The broken foldier, kindly bade to ſtay. 
Sat by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of forrow done, 
Bhoulder'd his crutch, and fhew'd how fields 
were won. [ glow, 

Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn's to 
And quite forget their vices in their wor ; 
Careleſs their merits or their faulgs to ſcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt 


d offspring to the ſkics, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the wav. 
Beſide the bed, where parting life was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay'd, 
The revꝰ rend champion ftaod. Ar his controul 
ir and anguiſh fled the ſtruggling foul ; 
6 ons down, the trembling wrewoh to 
is laſt fault ring accents whiſper'd pra, 


H 


4 


4 
2 


F 
| 


adorn'd the venerable place; 
from bis lips prevail'd with doubt ay, 
fools who came to ſcoff, remain'd to pray, 


ſervice 
1 each honeſt ruſtic ran; - - 
Ev'n children follow'd with endearing wile 
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To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n; 
But all his ferious thoughts had reſt in heaven. 
As ſome tail cliff that lifts its awful form, ¶ ſtorm, 
Swells from the valc, and midway leaves the 
voy — * its breaſt the rolling clouds are 
Pread, 

Eternal ſunthine ſettles on its head. 

Befide von ſtraggling fence that ſkirt the way, 
With bloſſom furze unprofitably gay, 
There in his noiſy manſiom fkill'd to rule, 
The village-maſter taught his little ſchool : 
A man ſevere he was, and ftern to view ; 
knew him well, and ev'ry truant knew; 


Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 


The day's difaſters n his morning face; 

Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee, 

At all his jokes; for many a joke had he; 

Full well rhe buſy whiſper, circling round, 

Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown'd ; 

Vet he was kind, or if fev:rc in aught, 

The love he hore to learvin 5 was in fault. 

The village all declar'd how much he knew; 

"Twas certain he could write and cypher too; 

Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 

And ev'n the ftory ran that he could gauge: 

In arguing too, the parſon own'd his fill; 

For er'n tho? vanquiſh'd, he could fill; 

While words of learned length, and thund'ring 

found, 

Amaz'd the gazing ruſtics rang'd around. 

And ftill they gaz'd, and ftill the wonder grew, 

That one ſmall head could carry all he knew. 
But paſt is all his fame, The very ſpot, 

Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 

Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 

W here once the fign- 

Low lies that houſe where nut-brawn 

inſpir'd, , 
Where grey-beard mirth and retir'd; 
Where village ſtatefmen talk'd wills looks pro- 


found, 
Imagination 


poſt caught the paſſing eve, 
draughts 
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— 


The pacour ee 


'd wall, the nicely fanded floor; 

The varniſh'd clock that click'd behind the door ; 

The cheſt, contriv'd a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by day; 

The pictures plac'd for ornament and uſe; 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of ; 

The carth, except when winter chill'd the day, 

With aſpin bows, and flowers, and fennel gay; 

While broken tea-cups, —_ 1 for ſhow, 

Rang'd o'er the his, of in a row, 
Vain tran — could not all 

Reprie ve the tottꝰriug manſion from its fall ! 

Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 


An hour's 1 to the man's 
Thither no more the peafant ſhall repair 
To ſweet oblivion of his daily care; 


No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale, 
No more the woodman's ballad ſhall prevail; 
No more the fmith his duſky brow ſhall clear, 
Relax his pond”rous ſtrength, and lean to hear; 
The hoſt himſelf no ! ſhall be found 
Careful to ſee the mantling bliſs go round; 
Nor the coy maid, half-willing to be 
Shall kiGs the cup to paſ 1 — 

Yes ! let the rich the proud diſdain, 
Thcſe fimple bleffings of the lowly train 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the giobs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 
The foul adoprs, and owns their firſt born fway ; 
Light they frolic o'er the vacant 
— uncontin'd : 

ut the pomp, the midnight maſquerade, 
With * freaks of — array d, 
Ja theſe, ere triflers half their wiſh obtain, 
The toiling pl re fickens into pain; 
And, ev'n e faſhion's —— 
The heart, Akrufing- aſks i be joy 

Te friends to wrath,” — dt - — 
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The rich man's jays increaſe, the poor's decay, | 


judge how wide the limits ſtand 
land. 


id and a 
Proud {wells the tide with of ore, 
And ſhouting Folly hails them from her ſhore; 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's wiſh, abound; 
And rich men flock from all the world around; 
Vet count our gains: 
That leaves our uſeful 
Nat fo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor d; 
Space for his lake, bis park's ex 3 
for his horſes, equipage, and hounds; 

e robe that wraps his limbs in filken ſloth, 
Has robd'd the neighb'ring fields of half their 
His teat, where folitary ſports are ſeen, [ growth ; 
Indignant | the cottage from the ; 
Around the world each needful tes, 
For all the luxuries the world fi 
While thus the land adorn'd for pleafure all, 
In barren ſplendour feebly waits the fall. 

As ſome fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 


> tech þ = ute wo wt es 
But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are 
She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of drefs. 

Thus fares the land, by luxury betray d, 

In nature's fimpleſt charms at firſt array'd, 
But v to decline, its ſplendours rite, 

Its viſtas ftrike, irs furpriſe ; 

While, ſcourg'd by famine from the 

The — 


And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 
The 


country blooms—a garden and a grave. 
HIDES 2 
To 'fcape the preſſ — _ 
If ro fine comment's frnmaleb 6 lunics iray'd, 
He drives his flock to the ſcanty blade 
fons of wealth divide, 


Thoſe fenceleſs fields 
And ev'n the bare-worn common is deav'd. 7 


gn luxury, and thin mankind; 

To ice each joy the fons of pleaſure know, 
E.xtorted from his feilow-creature's woe. 

Here, while the counter in brocade, 
There the pale arrift plies the ſickly trade, 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps 


Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 
mor a little bread! 


Throꝰ torrid tracts with fainting ſteps they go, 
Where wild Alama murmurs to their woe. 

ar diffrent there from all that charm'd before, 
various terrors of that horrid ſhore; - 


But filenx bats in drowſy cluſters cling ; 


[ Thoſe puis nous fields with rank ' 


crown'd, 


And ſavage men, more 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado fl 
Mingling the ravag'd landſcape with the ſkics. 
Far diffrent theſe trom ev'ry former ſcene, 
The cooling broek, the graſſy - veſted green, 
The breezy covert of the ing grove, 
That only ſhelter'd thefts of harmleſs love. 

| Good Heav'n! what forrows gloom'd that 


parting day, : 
Dr 
| „ look's their 
! 
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ö And took 2 long farewell, and wiſh'd in vain 
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While ſuch pure joys my blifs create, ' $ 9. Que to Sleep. T. WaRTrox. 
Who but would Gnie at guilty fate 5 | N thi i ! 
— wn oh Omen Fa array bn, 
ä —— 2 — * ipe with thy wing theſe eyes that wake to weep, 


To take my ſtaff and amice gray ? 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 
Preter the blamelets hermitaye ? 
————— — — — — , 
$ 8. Monody; writtex near Stratford upon 
Aan. T. WartoN 


AVON, thy rural views, paſtures wild, 
The willows that o/ erhang thy twilight edge, 
Their boughs emangling with tit ' embatt 


Thy brink with foliage quaintly fring'd,- 
Thy ſurface with reflected verdure ting'd, 
Sooth me with a penſive pleaſure mild. 
But while I — wp bo here the bard divine, 
Whoſe ſacred duſt yon high-arch'd ailes incloſe, 
Where the tall windows rife in ſtately ruws 
Above th'embow ring thade, 
Here firſt, at Fancy's fairy circled thrine, 
Of darfies pv'd his inf int off ring made; 
Here playful yer, in ſtripling years unripe, 
Fram'd of thy reeds a ſhrill and artleſs pipe: 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled, 
As at the waving of ſome magic wand; 
An holy trance my charmed fpirit wings, 
And awful ſhapes of warriors and of kings 
People the buſy mead. 
Like ſpectres — to the wizards hall; 
And flowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill-cover'd by the purple pall. - 
1 me Pity ſeems to ſtand 

weepigg mournet, ſinote with anguiſh fore, 
To fee Misfortune read in frantic mood 
His robe with regal woes embroider'd o'er. 
Pale Terror leads the viſionary band, 


Aud ſternly ſhakes his ſceptre, dropping blood. | 


| 


L 


| 


And place thy crown of poppics on my breaſt. 
n 

And my throbbing pulſe with lenient hand; 
This tempeſt of my boiling blood be calin ! 
Deſpair grows mil a thy fapreme command! 
Yet ah ! in vain, familiar with the gloom, 
And fadly toiling thro” the tedious night, 

I feek fweer flumber, while — — 
For ever hov'ring, haunts thy fighr. 
Nor would the dawning day my forrows charm: 
Black midniglu and the radiant noon, alike 
To me appear, while with uplifted arm 
Death ſtands prepar'd, but till delays to ſtrike. 


$ 10. The Hamlet, written in Whickwood Foreft. 
T. WARTrox. 
"PHE hinds how bleſt, who ne'er beguil'd 
To quit their hamlet's hawthorn-wild ; 
Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 
For ſplendid care and guilty gain 
When morning's twilight-tinftur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with flanting gleam, 
They rove abroad in zther blue, 
To dip the ſcythe in t dew: 
The theaf to bind, the beech to fell, 
That nodding ſhades a craggy dell. 
Midſt gloomy glades, in warbles clear, 
Wild nagure's ſweeteſt notes they hear : 
On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth's neglected hue : 
In their lone haunts and woodland rounds 
Ther ſpy the ſquirrel's airy bounds ; 
And ftartle from her aſhen ſpray, 
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Each native charm their ſteps explore | Mindful of diſaſter paſt, 

Of lolitude's ſequeſter d ftore. — — at the northeru blaſt, 
For them the moon, with cloudleſs rav | _ y ſtorm returuing Kill, 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way: BY 5 and ev ning chill, 
Their ſpirits to relie vr, e comes the tin id Spring, 


That o'er a glimm' ring hearth they ſhare : 
But when the —— meaſurꝰd roar 
Duly, the dark' ning vallies o'er, 

Has echo'd from the diftant tou n, 


Their little ſons, who f. 

Of health around the clay- built room, 

Or thro” the primros'd coppice ſtray, 
gambol in the new-mown hay ; 
2 braid the cowſlip-twinc, 


The curling w 's ſhade embow'rs : 
From the trum —— thymy mound 
Their bees in buſy ſwarms reſound: 

Nor fell Diſeaſe, before his time, 

Haſtes to conſume life's golden prime: 


But when their les have ware 
_— 


The filver crown 
As ftudious ftill calm to k 
Beucath a flow'ry turf they flecp. 


$ 1x, Ole. The Firft of April. T. Warten. 


WITH dalliancc rude young Zephyr wooes 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 
The boiſt'rous boy the fair denies, 


Or, with a ſcaruful ſinile complies. 


9 
| 
| 


Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 
Vurmur: the blodfom'd boughs around, 
That clothe the — touthern hound. 
Scarce a ſickly ſtraggling flour 
Decks the rough caitle's rifted row'r : 
Scarce the hardy primroſt 
From the dark dell's entangled ſtcep> : 
Oer the field of waving broom 
Slowly thoots the goldeu bloom : 
And, but by fits the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale. 
Wulle from the thrubb'ry's naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze 
Of Flora's brighteſt broid ry ſhone, 
Ev'ry chequer d charm 15 flown; 
Save that the lilac hangs to view 
Its burſttag gems in cluſters blue. 

Scant aloug the ridgy laud 
The bears their new-born tanks expand: 
The fr-ſh-turn'd foil with tender biaces 
Tirinly the ſprouting barley hade 
Friuging the foreſt's devious edge, 
Ha!f-rob'd appears the hawthorn hedge ; 
Or to the diſtant e chtplays 
Weakly green its prars. 

The ſwallow, for a moment fern, 
Skims in haſte the village green: 
From the grey moor on feeble wig, 
The ſcreaming plovers 1d] 2 — 
The butterfly, gay- painte 
Explores a while the tepid en, 
And fondly truſts its tender dic; 


To fickle ſuns and flatt' ring ſkics. 


Fravght with a tranfient, frozen how 'r, 


If a cloud thould haply lowr, 


Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 
Mute on a ſudden is the Lirk , 
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The pine cerulean, never fear, 
Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 


9 vaunts her. winter veſt. 
chin ſome whiſp' ring oſier iſle, 
Where Glym's low banks neglcfteq ſmile; 
And cach trim mcadow ſtill retains 
The wint' ry torrent's oozy ſtains : 
Beneath a willow, long forfook, 
The fiſher ſeeks his cuſtom d nook ; 
And burſting rhry' the crackling fedge 
That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 
He ftartles from tlie bord'ring wood 
The baſhful wild-duck's early brood. 

Oer the broad downs, a novel race, 
Friſk the lambs, with fault'ring pace, 
And, with eager Ell 


The foſs that ſkirts the beacon's hill. 


rel 


| 


If 
7 
1 


©, 
— 
to 


. Oe. Sent tn a Friend on is leaving a 
derrite Village in „ . 
„ WARTON. 


Thy of landfkips ever new; 
Where Summer flivgs, in careleſs pride, 

Her vary'd veſture far and wide 

| Who mack, bencath each village-charm, 

Or grange, or elm encircled farm: 

The flinty dove - cute 's crowded roof, 


playful train: 

| The cot that ſmokes with early fire, 
The low-rooP'd fane's emboſom's ſpire ! 

| Who now fhall indolently ſtray 

Turo the deep foreſt's rangled way; 


Pleas d 


DIDACTIC, 


ook IT. 


Pleas'd at his cuſtom'd tak to find 
The well-known hoary- treſſed hind, 


That toils with fecble hands, to glean 
— —ů > 
Who mid thy nooks of fit, 


rarely pac'd, 
Wick azure flow'rets idly grac'd ! 


Thy penſive ev ning 
———————ů— 
From ev'ry rural fight or found ; 

_— —— --- 
No charm of genuine nature 
Who felt the Mufe's 


Far from thy favour” 


DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


_ | Around the 


No -crown'd maids, with wil 
| — tor + As 


bank 
— — 5 


Nor bruſh, balf-en? im tread, 
| The violet's = 


H c bright ideal offepri calls, 

C — 

| $ by fone — 

| (As old Arabian fablers tell) 

| Amid the ſolitary wild, 

| Luxuriant gaily ſmil'd: 

From fapphire rocks the fountains ſtream'd; 
| With golden fruit the branches beam'd; 
Fair forms, in ev'ry wonderous wood, 
Or lighely tripp'd, or folemn ſtood ; 

And oft, retreating from the view, 

| Betray'd, at beauties new; 
While gleaming o'er the criſped bow'rs 
| Rich ſpires arole, and ſparkling tos v. 
If bound on fervice new to go, 

The maſter of the magic thow 

His tranfitory charm withdrew, 


Away th'illufive flew : 
Dun clouds abſcur d the gold, 
Blue lightn mold; 
hs 

gorgevus : 
And a bare heath's unfruitful plain 
Ufurp'd the wizard's proud domain. 


—— 


$ 13. Oue on the ring. 1 
1 ! where the ruſy-boſom d hours, 


appear, 
Diſclote the long-expectuig flow 'rs, 
And wake the purple year ' 
The Attic warbler pours her thro t, 
' Re ſponſi ve to the cuckow's nne. 


* 
* * th 1 


4 


"The untaught harmony of ſpring ; 
While, whyp'ring pleaſure as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs thro” the clear blue ky 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 

Where'er the oak's thick branches ſtreteh 
A lnoader browner ſhade ; | 
Where'er the rude and moſs-grown beech 
O'ercanopies the glade ; 

Betide fome water's ruſhy brink 

With me the Muſe ſhall fir, and think 
At eaſe recim'd in ruſty ſtate) 


How vain the ardour of the crowd, 


How low, how little are the proud, 
How indigent the great ! 
Still is the — - — "— 5 
The panting her : 
Yet hark, how thro? the peopl'd air 
The buſy murmur glows ! 
The infect youth are on the wing, 

to taſte the honey d ſpring, 
And float amid the liquid noon : 
Some lightly ofcr the current ſkim, 
Some thew their gaily-gilded trim 
Quick-glancing to the fun. 
To Contemplation's ſober eye 
Such is wee: of aged es thee 17 
And they that creep, A 
Shall end where they began. 
Alike the buſy and the gay 
But flutter thro? life's little day, 
In fortune's varying colours dreft : 
Bruſh'd by the hand of rough miſchance, 
Or chull'd by age, their airy dance 
They leave in duft ro reſt, 


Merthinks I hear, in accent low, 
The ſportive kind reply, 

Poor moralift | and what art thou? 
A folitary fly 

Thy joys no * meets, 
No have haſt thou of ſwerts, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


N 


6— — — * 


Book II. 
On Ka — thy — flown; | 
1% gon 


Thy ſun is ſet, thy 
We frolic while tis . 


Tos Þ 


Still 
914. 222 amtotamnr -+-—- = 
RAY. 
VE. diſtant ſpires, ye antic tow'rs, — 
That crown the wat ry glade, $ | 
Where grateful Science ſtill adores The 
Her Heary's holy ſhade; The 
And ye that from the ſtately brow Then 
Of W indfor's heights th'expanſe below Wild 
Of groxe, of lawn, of mead ſurvey, And 
Whoſe turf, whole ſhade, whoſe flow'rs among The. 
Wanders the hoary Thames along The 1 
His filver-winding way : That 
Ah y hills! ah ſhade l Alas! 
Ah fields belov'd in vain ! The | 
Where once my carelefs childhood ſtray d, No ſei 
A ftranger yet to pain Nor c: 
I feel the gales that from ye blow, Yer ſe 
A momentary blifs beſtow ; The n 
As waving freſh their gladſome wing, And b 
My weary ſoul they feera to footh, Ah, fi 
And, redolent of joy and youth, To ſei 
To breathe a ſecond ſpring. Ah, te 
Say, facher Thames (for thou haft ſecn Theſe 
Full many a ſprightly race, The v. 
Ditporting ou thy margent green, Diſdaii 
The paths of pleaſure trace) And S 
Who foremoſt now delight to cleave, Or pin; 
With pliant arms, thy glafſy were 7 Or fea 
The captive linnet v-hich enthrul ? That it 
What idle eny ſucceed And E 
1 —2 ang circle's ſpecd, Grim-1 
Or urge the flying ball? And 80 
While ſome on carneft bus nc beut, Ambiti 
Their murm' ring labours ply, Then v 
'Gaznft graver hours that bring conſtraint To bitt 
To bvecteu liberty; And gr; 


Fe. Ad ſnatch a fearful joy. 
IL 


And lively cheer, of vigour born; 
ons — thoughtleſa day, the caſy night, 


The miniſters of human fate, 


And black Misfortune's baleful train ! 
Ah, ſhew then where in ambuſh ſtand, 
To ſeize their „the murd'rous band! 
Ah, tell them are men ! 


Theſe ſhall rh paſſions tear, 
— Fore Pre 

Diſdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

And Shame that ſkulks behind; 

Or pining Love ſhall waſte their youth, 
Or Jcalouſy with rankling tooth, 

That inly gnaws the ſecret heart; 

And wan, and faded Care, 
Grim-viſag'd comfortleſs Deſpair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 
Ambition this ſhall tempt to riſe, _ 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter ſcorn a facrifice, 

And * * * 7 5. 


Som? 


N 


, 


— 


| 


[ 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


The ſtings of falſehood thoſe ſhall 
had hed dint cen... 
That mocks the tear it forc'd to flow ; 
— —— with blood defil'd, 
n y madaeſs, hing v iid 
Amid ſevereſt woe. — 


Lo! in the vale of years, beneath 
A griſly troop, are ſeen 
The painful family of Death, 
More hideous than their queen : 
This racks the joires, this fires the veins; 
Thar cv'ry lab'ring finew ftrains, 
Thoſe in the deeper vitals rage : 
Lo! poverty, to fill the band, 
That numbs the foul with icy hand, 
And flow-contuming age. 


To each his ſuf rings ; all are men, 
Condemn'd al:ke to groan; 

The render for another's pain, 

Thy unfecling for his own. 

Yet ah! why ſhould they know their fate! 
Since forrow never comes too !ate, 

And happineſs fo ſwiftly flies. 

Thought would deſtroy their paradiſe. 

No more—where ignorance is bliſs, 

Tis folly to be wi 


C rs. Ode to Aber. Grav. 


DAUGHTER of Jove, relenrleſs 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 
Whegſe iron ſcourge and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, affli& the beſt ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taſte a pain, 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 


121. 


Wich pangs unfelt before, uapity'd, and alone. 


When firſt thy Sire to fend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign d, 
To thee he gave the hear ag hurh, 
And bade to farm het infant mind. 


G | Stern. 


Stern, rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 
With paticnce many a the bore ; 
What forrow was, thou bad'ſt her know: 


And from her own the learn'd to melt at others 


woe. 


Scar'd at thy frown territic, fl 
Scit-plcaſiag Folly's idle 

Wild laughter, noiſe, and thouglitleſo joy, 
Aud leave us leifurc to be good. 

L.ight they — — and with them go 
The ſummer- friend, the flatt ring fuc; 

Ry vain profperity receiv d, 


To her they vow their truth, and are again be- 


liev'd. 
Witdom in fable garh array'd, 
Immers'd in rapt tous thought profound, 
And NMlelancholv, filent mand, 
Wirh leaden cve, that loves the ground, 
Still oa thy fulema ſteps attend: 
Warm Charity, the gen'ral friend, 
With Juſtice, to herſelf ſevere, 


And Pity, dropping toft the fadly-plcafing tear. 


Oh, geatly on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread Guddets, lay thy chaſt'uing hand ! 
Nat in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band © 
(As by the impious thou art feen) 


With thundring voice, and threat'ning mien, 


With icreaming Horror's fun' ral cry, 


Deſpair, aud fell Diſ.ale, and ghaftly Poverty. 


Thy form benign, oh Goddefs, wear; 
Thy milder influence impart, 

Thy philotopluc train be there 

To ſatten, not to wound my heart. 
The gen rous ſpark extinct revive, 
Teach me to love and to forgive, 
Exit mv own defects to ſcan. 


What other are to fecl and know myſelf a 


wan. 


* 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Of? I've nmplor'd the gods in vain, 
And pray d till I've been weary : 
For once I'll try my with to gain, 
Ot Oberou the Fairy. 
Sweet airy being, wanton ſprite, 
That hank" $2 woods unſern, 
And oft thy Cynthia's filver light 
Tripp'lt gaily wer the green; 
If e'er thy pitving heart was mov'd, 
As ancient tories tell, 
And for th' Athenian maid who lov'd, 
Thou ſought'ſt a wondProus ſpell; 


— —— _- —_— 


Oh ' deignu once more Yexert thy pow'r; 
Haply tume herb or tree, 

Sor reign as juice of weſtern flow'r, 
Conceals a baba for me. 

I aſk no kind return of love, 
No tempting charm to pleaſe; 

Far from the hcart thoſe gifts remove 
That fighs for peace and eaſe : 

Nor peace nor eaſe the heart can know, 
Which, like the needle true, 

Turns at the touch of joy or woe, 


| But, turning, trembles too. 


| 
| 


| Far as diftrz(s the foul can wound, 

TDTis pain in each degree: 

| *Tis blifs bur to a certain hound; 

Bevond is 2gonv. 

| Take then this treach'rous ſenſe of nance 

Which dooms me ſtill to finart; 

| Which pleature can to pain refine; 

To pains new pangs impart. 

| Oh! haſte to ted the ſacred balin? 
My thatter'd nerves new ſtring; 

| And for my guelt, ſerenely calm; 

The nymph Iudiff rence bring, 


| 
| 


Boox II. 
© 16. A Praver for Indifference. GrEvVILLE, 


a 


Boox II. 


The tear which pity taught ro flow, 
The eye ſhall then difown ; 

The heart that melts for others woe, 
Shall then ſcarce feel its own. 


The wounds which now each moment bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe; 

And tranquil days ſhall ſtill ſucceed 
To nights of calm repoſe. 

O fairy elf! but t me this, 
12 one — fend ; 

And fo may never-fading blifs 
Thy flow'ry paths attend ! 

So may the glow-worm's glmm'ring light 
Thy tiny footſteps lead 

To ſome new region of delight, 
Unknown to mortal tread. 


Ard be thy acorn-goblet fi lld 
With heav'n's ambroſial dew ; 

From ſweeteſt, freſheſt low'rs diſtill'd, 
That ſhed freſh ſweers for you. 


And what of life remains for me 
I'll paſs in ſober caſe; 

Half-pleas ' d, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 


© 179. The Fairy's Anſwer to Mrs. Greville's 
Prayer for Indifference. 
By the Counteſs of C=——, 


ITHOUT preamble to my friend, 
W Theſe haſty lines I'm bid to fend, 
Or give, if I am able: 
I dare not heſitate to ſay, 
Tho' I have trembled all the day— 
It louks ſo like a fable- 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 
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Laſt night's ad venture is my theme; 
And thould it ſtrike you as a dream, 
l Vet ſoon its hiyh wnpor*- ; 
Muſt make your own the matter ſuch, 
So delicate, it were too much 
To be compor'd in ſport. 
The moon did thine ſerenely bright, 
| And ev'ry ſtar did deck the night, 
j V hile Zephyr fanu'd the trees; 
| No more aſſail'd my mind's repoſe, 
{ Save that yon ſtream, which murn'cing flows, 
| Did echo to the breeze. 
Eawrapt in ſolemn thoughts, I fate, 
| Revolving o'er the turns of fate, 
Yet void of hope or fear ; 
When lo! behold an acry throne, 
Wich lighteſt Reps, and jocuad ſong, 
Surpriz'd my eye and ear. 


A form, ſuperior to the reft, 
His little voice to me addreft, 
And gently thus began : 
Tue heard firanve things from one of vou, 
Pray tell me if you thiak 'tis true; 
[ « Explain it if you can. 


Such incenſe has perfum'd my throne ! 
Such cloquence my heart has u 
„I think I guets the hand!: 
4 know her wit and beauty tco; 
| « But why the fends a pray'r fo new, 
« I cannot underfiaud, 


| To light ſome flames, and ſome revixe, 
To keep ſome athers juſt alive, 
Full oft I am unplor'd; 


; 


„ But, with peculiar pow'r to pleaſe, 
To ſupplicate for nought but eat 
„ Tis odd, upon my word 
„ Tell her, with fruitleſt care I've t. 
* 22 realms, with wenders Cee 
| 2 M 


In 
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In remedies abound, 
No grain of cold indifferenee 
« Was ever yet ally'd to ſenie 
In all my fairy round. 
The regions of the - I'd trace, 
Id ranfack ev'ry earthly place, 
Each leaf, cach herb, each flow'r, 
To mitigate the pangs of fear, 
Diſpel the clouds of black deipair, 
« Or lull the reſtlets hour. 
„ would be gen'rous as I'm juſt, 
* Bur I obcy, as others muſt, 
«« Thoſe — which Fate has made. 
« My tiny kingdom how defend, 
„And ne Ao might be the horrid cad, 
« Should man wy ſtate inv ade? 
« *T would put your mind into a rage; 
« And fuch uncqual war to wage 
«« Suits not my regal duty 
dare not change a firſt decree, 
* She's doom d to pleaſe, nor can be free 
Such is the lot of beauty 
This ſaid, he darted o'er the plain, 
And after follow'd all his train; 
No glimpte vi him I find: 
Bur ſure I am, the little ſpright 
Theſe words, before he took his flight, 
Impriuted oa my mind. 


$ 18. The Brggar's Petiticn. Axov. 


Pry the ſorrows of a poor old man, 

Whoſe wembling limbs have burue him to 
your Jour, 

Whoſe da) s are da indled to the ſhorteſt ſpan , 

Oh ! give relief, and Hear 'n will bleſs your ſtore! 

F hete ratter'd clothes my porerty beſpeak ; 

Thete boary locks proc laim my leagthen'd years , 

And wany 2 farrow in my grief-woru cheek 

7. Nen the channc! e A food of tears, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


, 
* 
! 


| 
| 
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Opn ee en — — — 


Book II. 


Yon houte, erected on the riſing ground, 
With tempting atpect drew me from my road; 
For Plenty there a refidence has found, 

And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 


Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor ! 
Here, as I crav'd a morſel of their bread 

A pamper'd menial drove me from the door, 
To feck a ſhelter in an humbler ſhed. 


Oh ! rake me to vour hoſpitable dome; 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold 
Show is my — 2 toinb, 
er 


e 
If ſoft humanity e'cr touch'd your breaſt, 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relicf, 
And tears of pity would not be repreſt. 


Heav'n fends misfortunes; why ſhould we re- 
. 8 


pine * 
Tis Hear'n has brought me to the ſtate you ſee ; 
And your condition may be foon like mine, 
The Child of Sorrow and of Mitery. 


A little farm was my paternal lot, 

The, like the lark, I ſprightly hail'd the morn; 
Bur ah! opprefhon forc'd me my cot; 

My cattle dy'd, and blighted was my corn. 


My dauyhter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur'd by a vittam from her native home, 

I catt abandon't on the world's wide ſtage, 
And doom in ſcanty poverty to roam. 


My tender wife, fweer foother of mv care 
Struck with fad anguith at rhe ftern decree, 
Fell, Img'ring fell, a vi. im to defpair, 
And left the wortd to wretcheduets and me. 
Pity the ſorrows of a old man, door; 
Whoſe trembling limbs have borne him to you? 
Whote days arc dwindied to the ſhorteſt ſpan. 
Oh! give relief, and He u will bieis you 
$oik ! | 
Th 


STF sss 
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Book II. 


$ 19. The Tears of Scotland, SMOLLET. 

OVEN, Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banith'd peace, thy laurels torn! 

Thy fons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie flaughter'd on their native ground ; 
Thy hoſpitable reofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door ; 
In ſmoky ruins funk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty ! 


The wretched owner fees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war; 
Bethinks him of his and wife, 
Then ſimites his breaſt, and curſes life. 


Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 


Where once they fed their wanton flocks: 
Thy raviſh'd virgias ſhriek in vain; 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Se. 


| The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames and murd”ring; feel ! 
The pious mother, doom'sd to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'cr the heath; 
The bleak wind whiftles round her head; 
Her helpleſs s cry for bread! 
| Bereft of thelter, foud, and friend, 
She views the ſhades of night deicend, 
And, firetch'd beneath th inclement ſkies, 
| Weeps oer her tender babes, and dies 
Whilſt the warm blood bedews my vein:, 
And uninpair'd remembrance reigns, 
| Refentment of my country's fate 
Within my filial breaft ſhall beat; 
121 verſe fl Row 
izing verſe ſha 

2 ing il flow, 


Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banith'd peace, thy laurels torn- 


F 20. Ode io Mirth. SMOLLET. 
NT of joy! heart Mirth ! 
Whether of Venus or Aurora born! 


And gild (a ſecond fun) with brighter bear our 
Labour with thee fo 
And ile with thee; 
, Grief's hate is vain, 


And weak th'uplifted arm of Tyranny. 
G3 The 


| 

| Shine, Goddeſs, ſhine with unremitted ray, [ day. 
| 

| his pain, 

| 
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The morning opes on high 


His univerſal eye; 
And on the world doth pour 
His glories in a golden thow'r. Cray. 
Lo ! Dwknefs, trembling fore the hoſtile 
Shrinks to the cavern dc:p and wood forlorn : 
The brood obtcene, that own her gloomy 


ſway, 
Troop in her rear, and fly th'approach of morn. 


Pale fhiv'ring ghofts, that dread th'all-checring 


light, Caight. 
Quick as the lightnings f aſn, glide to ſepulchral 
But w hence the gladd' aing beam 
That pours his purple ſtream 
O' er the long proſpect wide ? 
»Tis Mirth. I fcc her fir 
In majeſty of light, 
With Laugliter at her fide. 
Bright-ey'd Fancy hov'ring near, 
Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 

And young Wit flings his pointed dart, 
That guiltleſs ſtrikes the willing heart. 
Fear not now Affliction's pow'r, 

Fear not now wild Pathon's rage, 
Nor fear ye aught in evil hour, 
Save the taidy hand of Ave. 
Now lirth hath heard the ſuppliant Poet's pray'r, 
No cloud that rides the ſhall vex the 


troubled air. 


C 2r. Ode to LovenWiter. SMOLLET. 


N Leven's. banks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pipe to love, 
I envy'd not the happieſt ſwain 
That ever trod ti Arcadian plain. 
Pure ftream! in whoſe tranſparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid fource, 


No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 


1 Running. 
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That warbles o'er its bed, 

With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 

While, lightly pois'd, the ſcaly brood 

In myriads cleave thy par 

The ſpringing trout, in 'd pride 

The — monarch of the tide ; 

The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; 

The ſilver cel and mottled par, 

Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A charming maze thy waters make, 

By bow'rs of birch, RO of pine, 

And hedges, flow'r'd wi ine. 
Still on thy banks, fo gail green, 

May num'rous herds and flocks be ſeen 3 

And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail; 

And thepherds, piping in the dale; 

And ancicnt faith, that knows no 

And induſtry, imbrown'd with toil; 

And hearts refolv'd, and hands 


The bleffings they enjoy to guard | 


$ 22. The Mynftrellcs Songe in Alla; a 
Trag vocal Enterlude. 
CHATTERTON, an ler the name of ROWLEY, 


O Synge untoe my rundelaie, 

O droppe the bryme teare wythe mee ! 
Dauncec ne moe atte halle daie, 

Lycke a revnynge 1 ryver bee; 

| Mie lave vs deddc, 

Cone to hys death-bedde, 

Al under the wy!!owe tree. 


| Blacke hys cryne 2 as the wyntere nyght, 
Whyte hvs rode 3 as the former ſnowe, 
Rodde hys face as ine morn ynge lyghte, 
Cale he [yes ynue the grave belowe 

| Mic love ys dedde, 

Gonne 10 hys death-bedde, 


> 


1 Al under the wyilowe tres. 


3 Complexion. 


EY, 


Boox IT. DIDACTIC, 


Swote hys tongue as the throftle's note, 
Quycke ynne daunce as thought can bee, 
Defte hys taboure, codgelle ſtote, 
O isse. 
Mie love v5 dedde, 
Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 
Alle underre the wyllowe tree: 


Harke! the ravenne flappes hvs wynge, 
In the briered dell belowe ; 
Harke ! the dethe-owle loude dothe ſyage 
To the nyghte-mares as heie goe ; 

Mie love ys dedde, 

— deathe-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tice : 


See! the whyte moone ſheenes onne hie; 
Whyterre ys mie true loves ſhroude ; 
Whyterre yanne the mornynge ie, 
Whyterre yanae the 2 cloude; 


— — 
ys , -- NREY 
Al wn — the wyllowe. 


Heere, upon mie true love's grave, 
Schalle the baren fleurs be layde, 
Nee one hallie ſeyncte to fave 
Al ihe ceinels of a a mayde. 
Mie love 


Wythe mie hondes I'll dent the brieres 
Rounde hys ballie corſe the gre; 
Ouphante fairie, lyghte your fyres, 
Heere mie boddic ſtylle bee. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys death-bedde, 

Al under the wyllowe tree. 


r Water 2 Endeavoured. 
6 Hoiſted oa high, raiſed. 
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Comme, wythc acorne-coppe & thorne, 
Drayne mic hartys blodde awaie z | 
Lyfe & all vettes goode I ſcorne. 
Daunce bic nete, or tcaſte by daie. 


Mie love vs dedde, 


| Gone to hy + dcrthe-bedde, 


Al under the wylleowe tree. 


Water wytches, crownede 
Bere mee to yer lcathalle ty 
1 die; I comme; mie true love waytes. 
Thos the damſelle ſpake, and dyed : 
Mie love ys dedde, 

Gone to hys deathe-bedde, 
Al under the wyllowe tree. 


rey tes I, 


$ 23. Chorus in Goddeyn, a Tragedic. 
| CHATTERTON, &c. 


WIV 3 co in blodde-ſteyned 


„ yehte her warre-ſonge ſunge, 
Upon her hedde wylde wedes were tpredde 3 


A anlace by her honge. 
| e 
2 
. 814 hys harte of ſylver hue, 
8 vayne — boſome to acale 3; 
| the heard —. * 9 voice of 


| Ann wane the cake ke the dale. 
She ſhooke the bur lpeere, 

On hie the jeſte 6 her ſheelde, 

| Her foemen 7 all appere, 

And flizze 8 along the elde. 

| Power, v__—_ heafod g ſtraught 10 ynto 


3 Freeze. 
7 Foes, enemies. 


U 


brendeyng 13 goufyres 14 


ys eyes, war. 
Chaftcs 18 hys yronne feete and ſoundes to 
he ſyttes upon a rocke. 
She bendcs before hys 
She ry ſes from the ſhocke, 
| Wieldyng her own yn ayre. 
Harde as the thunder dothe ſhe drive ytte on, 
W yne ſcillye 16 wympled 17 gies 18 ytte to hys 
crowne, is 
Hs lonee ſharpe ſreere, his EA. 
He falles, and fallynge rolleth thouſandes down. 
Var, goarc-fac'd war, bie envie burid 19 
* axiſt 20, FA 
ys feerie heaulme 2x noddynge to - 
Tenne bloddie arrowes ynne hys |. a fl 
Fyſte— 
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Beyoud the noiſe of buſy man, 
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So oft I have, the ev'ning fiill, 
88 
A , 
Tron 

hi 'd m o'er 's 
8 Av y An vm * 

From houſe to houſe, from hill to hill, 
Till Contemplation had her fill. 

About his d fides I wind, 
Aad leave his brooks and meeds behind ; 
And groves and where I lay, 
And viſtoes ſhooting beams of day. 
Wide and wider ſpreads the vale, 

As circles on a ſmooth canal: 

The mountains fate! 
Sooner or later of all height, 
Withdraw their ſummits from the Ries, 
142 

ill che wider ſpreads, 

Adds a woods and meads; 
Still it widens, widens ſtill, 
And ſinks the newly-riſen hill. 

Now I gain the mountain's brow, 


What a landſcape lies below ! 


Painting fair the form of things, No clouds, no vapours intervene; 

V. hile the yellow linnet ſings, But the gay, the open ſcene 

Or the runeful nightingale Does the face of Nature ſhew 

Charms the foreſt with her tale; In all the hues of heaven's bow, 

Come, with all thy various hues, And, ſwelling to embrace the 
Come, and aid thy ſiſter Muſe. around beneath the | 

Now, while i i Old caftles on the cliffs . 

Gives luſtre to the land and ſky, Proudly tow'ring in the ſkies; | 

Grongar Hill invite my ſong, Ruſhing from the woods, the ſpires 
1 4 ns Seem from hence aſcending fires: 
Grongar! in whoſe y cells, Half his beams Apollo ſheds 

Sweetly muſing Quiet dwells; On the yellow mountain heads, 

Grongar ! in whole filent thade, Gude the fleeces of the flocks, 

For the modeſt Muſes made, And glitters on the broken rocks. 

11 Like. 12 Two. 13 Flaming. 14 Meteor. 15 Beate, 16 Ciao 
17 Mantled, covered. 18 Guides. 19 Armed. 2» A 2 
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Below me trees unnumber'd rife, 

Beautiful in various dies: 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue, 

The yellow beech, the fable vew ; 

The flender fir, that taper grows, 

The fturdy oak, with -tpread boughs; 
And, beyond the purple grove, 

Haunt of Phillis, queen of love! 

Gaudy as the op'ning dawn, 

Lies a long and level lawn, 

On which a dark hill, ſteep and high, 
Holds and charms the wand'ring eye. 
Deep are his feet in Towy's flood; 

His ſides are cloth'd with waving wood; 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 
That caſt an awful look below; 

Whole ragyed walls the ivy creeps, 

And with her arms from falling keeps : 
So both a ſafety from the wind 

One mutual find. 

'Tis now the raven's blcak abode, 
'Tis now th” t of the toad; 
And there the fox ſecurely feeds, 
And there the pois'neus adder breeds, 
Conceal'd in ruins, moſs, and weeds ; 
While ever and anon there falls 
Heye of moulder'd walls. 
Vet time has feen, lifts the low, 
And tevel lays the brow, 

Has feen this broken pi 

Bi with the vanity of ſtare: 

Burt tranſient is the ſmile of Fate 
A little rule, a little ſway, 

A fun-beam in a winter's day, 

Is all the proud and mighty 
Between the cradle and the 

And fe: the rivers, how run 
Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and fun } 
Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 
Wave fucceeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the dcep, 


Like humau life to endleſs fleep! 
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Thus is Nature's veſtare 

To inſtruct our wand'ring thought g 

| Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 

| To diſperſe our cares away. 

Exer charming, ever new, 

When will the la tire the view ! 

The fountain's fall, the river's flow, 

The woody vallies, warm and low ; 
The windy ſummit, wild and high, 

| Roughly ruſhing on the ſky! 
The ſeat, the ruin'd tow'r, 

The naked rock, the ſhady bow'r; 


As pearls an 10Þ's arm. 
Se, — - 7 ih fide, 
Where the x 


ö 


pect opens wide, 


928288 
cloſe and ſmall the hedges lie 
ſtreaks of meadows croſs the eye l 
A ſtep, methinks, may paſs the ſtream, 
So little diſtant _— ſcem ! 
ry ch» w/o hos 

y'd thro! Hope's deluding glaſs. 
As on le folt and fare, 
in colours of the air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 
| Barren, brown, and rough appear; 
Still we tread the ſame coarſe way z 
The preſent's ſtill a cloudy day. 

O may I with myſelf agree, 

And never covet what I ſce: 
| Content me with an humble fhade, 
My paffions tam'd, my wiſhes laid; 
For, while our withes wildly roll, 
| We baniſh quiet from the foul : 
'Tis thus the buſy beat the air, 
And miſers gather wealth and care. 
Now, e'en now, my joys run high, 
1 
| E e WAanton Z yr , 
| ated 


While 
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While the waters murmur deep 

While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep; 

While the birds unbounded fly, 

Ard with mufic fil! the ſky, | 
Now, een now, my jos run high. 

Be full, ve court. be great who will; 
Searc!: tor Peace with all vour tkill; 
Open wide the lofry door; 

Seek ber on the malls floor: 

In vain ye ſcuch, the is not there; 
In vain ve fearch the Jomes of Care! 
G als aud flowers Quiet tre ads, 

Ou e meads and mounten heads, 
Along with Pleature cloie all y'd, 
Exer by each other's fide; 


Aud ofrea, by the murin'ring rill, 1 
Hears the thruth, while all 1s frail, 
Wiihia the groves of Grovgar Hill. 1 


8 28 4 ound. 47 d the Det 7 his Lay. 
Grog Lord LYTTLETON. 
© Irfe cava fol: zgrem teſſitudine amorem, 
* Te dulcis conjux, te fee in littore ſec um, 
© Te veniente die, te decedente cancbat 
AT length efcap'd from ev'ry human eve, 
From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, Mare, 
J hat in my mournful thoughts might claim a 
Or force M tears their flowing ſtream to dry; 
B-ncath the gl:om of this embow'ring ſhade, 
This lone retzcat for ten der forraw made, 
I now may give my burthen'd heart relief, 
And pour forth all mv ſtores of grief; 
Of grief ſurpaiſing ev'ry other woe, 
Far as the pureſt bliſo, the happieſt love 
Can on th ennobled mind beſtow, 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our groſs defires, inelegant and low. 
Ye tufted groves, ye gently-falling rills, 
Ye high oerſhado ing hills, 
Ye lawns, gay filing with eternal green, 
Oft have you my Lucy ſeen] 
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But never ſhall you now behol4 her more : 

Nor will the now, with tond detight, 
And wafte refin'd, your rural chasas explere. 
Clos ac thoſe beautcous eves in endiefs night, 


| Thote veaute useves, x here beamingus'd eo ine 


Reaſoa's pure light and Virtuc's ſpark divine. 
Ott would the Drvads ef theſe words rejoice 


To hear her heavenly voice; 
For her deipifing, when the Jdergn'd to ſing. 
The freereft fongſters of the fpring : 
The v 004!1.41k and the Imnet pleas'd uo more; 
The nightingale was mute, 
And ev'ry hepherd's flute 
Was caſi in ſilent ſcorn au av, 
While all attended to her ſwecter lay. 
Ye larks and linnets, now reſume your ſong: 
And thou, melodious Philomel, 
Agam thy plaintive ftory tell; 
For death has ſtupp'd that runeful rongue, 
Whol malic could alone your warbling notes 
excel. 


In vain J look around 
O'cr all the well-known ground, 
My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry ; 
Where oft we us'd to walk; 
Where oft, in tender talk, 
We ſaw the ſummer ſun go down the ſky; 
Nor bv von fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters glide 
| Along the valley, can ſhe now be found : 
In all the wide-ſtretch'd proſpect's ample bound, 
| No more my mournful cyc 
Can aught of her eſpy. 
But the fad ſacred earth where her dear relics lie. 


O ſhades of Hagley, where is now your boaſt? 
Your bright inhabitant is loft. 


Where female vanity might with ro ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of counts. 


| 
| 
| 
; 
| You the preferr'd to all the gay reforts 
| 


36 Q cond; 
l 0 


22 


Fre 


Book IT. 
dales 


To ſequeſter d 
22 — vales 
From an admiring world the choſc to flv. 
With Nature there reti. “d, and Nature's God, 
The filent paths of wiſdom trod, 
And baniſh'd ev'ry paſſiun from her breaſt 
Bur thoſe, the gentleſt and the beſt, 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 


The conjugal and the materaal love. 
Sweet babes! who, like the little playful 
fawns, lawns, 


Were wont to trip along theſe verdaut 
By your delighted mother's fide, 

Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide ? 
Ah! where is now the hand whoſe tender care 
To ev'ry virtue would have form'd your 

youth, truth? 
And ftrew'd with flow'rs the thorny ways of 
O loſs bevond repair! 
O wretched father ! left alone 
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with 
woe, 
And drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perform the duties that you doubly ovcc ! 
Now the, alas! is gone, [ fave. 
From folly and from vice their helpleſs age to 
Where were ye, Muſes, whenrelentle(s Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore; 
From theſe fond arms that vainly firove 
With hapleſs incflectual love, 
To guard her boſom from the mortal blow 
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Could not your favouring pow'r, Aönian 

8 alas! your power prolong her 
I 


For u hom ſo oft, in theſe inſpiring ſhades, 
Or under Camden's mots-clad mouatain's huar, 
You open'd all your facred ftore; | 
Whate'er your ancient faves taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely t 
And bade her ur d breaſt with all your ſpi- 
nit glow ? 


Nor then did Pindus or Caſtalia's plain, 
Or Aganippe's fount your ſteps detain, 
Nor in the Theſpian vallies did you play ; 
Nor then on Mincio's bank 
Befet with oſiers daak ; 
Nor where Clitumuus 1 rolls his gentle 
ftream ; 
Nor where, thro' hanging woods, 
Stecp Anio + pours his floods; 
Nor yet where Meles || or Iliſſus & firay. 
III docs it now beſeem, 
That, of your guardian care bereft, 
dns © un your darling ſhould be 


Now what avails it, that in early bloom, 
When light fantaſtic toys 
Are all her ſex's joys, * 

With vou the ſearch'd the wit of Greece 

and Rome; 
And all that in her latter days, 
To emulate her aucicat praiſe, 


# The Mincio runs by Mantua, the birth - place of Virgil. 

+ The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the refidegce of Prepertius. 

* The Anio runs thro' Tibur or Tivoli, where Horace had a villa. 

Tue Meles is a river in Ionia, from wheuce Humer, ſuppoſed to be born on its banks, is called Melliſi · 
genes. 

$ The Iliſſus is a Liver at Athens. | 
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Jralia's genius could produce ; 
Or what the Gallic fire 
icht ſparkling could inſpire, 
By ach. ——— and refin'd; 
Or what, in Britain's iſle, 
Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of Reaſon and of Fancy join'd 
To full perfection have conſpir d to raiſe ? 
Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 


To black Oblivion's gloom for ever now con- | 


fign'd! 
Ar leaſt, ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 
_ *'Tis yours from death to fave, 
And in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden characters her worth cagrave. 
Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And firew with choiceſt flowers her hal- 
low'd tomb; 
But foremoſt thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents ſweet and fad, ra's urn 
Thou plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Lau- 
Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn ; 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impaſſion'd tear, 2 more pathetic lay 
Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brighten'd by fome ſwert peculiar 
How eloquent in ev'ry look grace ! 
'Thro? her expreſſive cyes her foul diftinct! 
. ſpoke! [ fig 
Tell how her manners, by the world re- 
Left all the taint af modiſh vice behind, 
And mage each charm of polifh'd courts 
With candid Truth's fimplicity, [agree 
And uncorrupted Innucence ! 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 
She join'd the ſoft'ning influence 
Ot more than female tenderneſs: 
Ho, in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, 


Which of iche care of others good deſtroy, 


| 


Her kindly melting heart, 
To every want and every woe 
To guilt itſelf when in $ 
The balm of phy would i 
And all relief that 
E'en for the kid or lamb, * 
Reneath the bloody kni 
Her tears would fall ; Call. 
Tears from Virtue's ſource, benevolent to 
Not only good and kind, 
But ftrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that, with noble pride, 
Could look ſuperior down 
On Forrune's nile or frown ; 
That could, without regret or pain, 
To Virtue's loweſt duty facrifice 
Or Tat'reſt or Ambition's higheſt prize ; 
Thar, injur'd or offended, never try'd 
Its dignity, by vengeance, to maintain, 
magnanimous diſdain. 


beftow ? 
its life 


All pleaſing ſhone ; nor ever Chand, 
The decent bounds that — ſober 
And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
2 baſhful Miodeſty, before it caſt. 

prudence undeceiving, undeceiv d, 

That nor too little nor too believ'd ; 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Sufpicion's coward fear, 
And, without weakneſs, knew to be fincere. 
Such Lucy was, when, in her faireſt days, 
Amidſt th'acclaim of univerſal praiſe, 
In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom, 
Death came 5 and ſunk her to the 
tomb. 


So, where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 
In the foft boſom of Campania's vale, 
When now the wint'ry tempeſts all are fled, 
And genial ſummer breathes her gentle gale, 
The » 
roty 


l. 


L 
to 
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the 


ev'ry branch 
On On evi] bough the Rusche — roy 


— — tend it, and th'Idalian 


Bur in the mf of all ts booming pride 
A ſudden blaft from 
Cold with hows, [and dies. 


The tender-blighted plant ſhrinks up its leaves, 


Ariſe, O Petrarch from th'Elyfian bow'rs, 
Wich never-fading myrtles twin'd, 
And with ambroſial 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd ; 
Ariſe, and hither bring the filver ly re, 
Tun'd by thy kilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant defire, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy difaſt'rous love; 
To me refign the vocal hell, 
And teach my forrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale fo well, 
As may e'en things inanimate, [move. 
Rough mountain oaks and defart rocks, to pity 


What were, alas! thy woes, compar'd to 


mane ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
The joys of wedded love were never thine. 
In thy domeſtic care 
— bore a ſhare, 
with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that foſter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affection on the be- 
Ot ſickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
Aud charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did the crown your mutual flame 
With pledgesdcar,andwitha father's tender name. 
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O beſt of wives! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms; 

How can my ſoul the loſs of theeꝰ 

„„ Feen 
Abandon'd and alone) 

Without my ſweet can I live? 
Without thy lovel 

W virtuous toil, 

La br — * — 


E'en the delightful ſenſe of well- earn d praiſe, 
| Unſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts 
could raiſe. 


For my diſtracted mind 
What fuccour can I find? 
— agg ſhall I call* 
Support me, ev” 
Your kind atfiſtance lend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreflive woe. 
Alas ! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtaw. 
My books, the beſt relief 
In every other grief, 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each fav'rite author we together read, 
My tortur'd memory wounds, and ſpeaks of 
Lucy Grad. 
We were the pair of human kind 
The rolling year its various courſe perform'd, 
And back return'd again: 


ng 
d remain. 
o 

Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind: 
Our ſtudies, 2222822 

O fatal, fatal ſtroke 
That all this pleafing fabric Love had rais'd 

Of rare felicity, 


On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz d, 
And 
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And cv'ry ſcheme ofbliſs our hearts had form'd, 
With ſoothing hope for many a future day, 

In one fad moment broke 
Yer, O my foul ! thy rifing murmurs ftay ; 
Nor dare th'all- wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or agamtit his ſupreme decree 
With impious grief complam. 


That all the full blown je-ysat once ſhould fade, 


Was his moſt righteous will —and be that will 
obe y'd! 
Would thy fond love his grace to her controul; 
And, iu theſe low abodes of fin and pain, 
a Ber * exalred foul, 
njuſtly. for thy partial gond, detain * 
No—rather ſtrive thy grovelling miad to raiſe 
Up to that unclouded blaze, 
Thac bcaventy radiance of eternal light. 
In which cnthron'd, fhe now with pity fees 
How frui, how inſecure, how flight, 
Is ev'ry mortal bliis; 
Even Love itſelf, if riſing br degrees 
oy — the bounds of this rnpertect ſtate, 
hoſe flceting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
Ir does not to its ſovercigu good afcend, 
Rife then. my foul, with hope elare, 
And f-ek rhok revions of fereae delight, 
Whate peaceful path, and ever open gate, 
Na feet hut thoſe of harden'd guilt thail miſs : 
There Death himself the Lucy thall reſtore ; 
There yield up all his power, nc'cr to divide vou 
moze. 


$ 26. A ter Pirce. Axov. 


FF was a winter's evening, and faſt came down 
the ſaow, did biow, 
And keenly oer the wide heath the bitter blaſt 
When a dauſel all-forlorn, quite bewilder'd in 
her way, [ fay: 
Praſt her baby to her boſom, and fadly thus did 


| 
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; [fee ; 
Andcruel was my mother, that ſuch a fight coul 
And cruel is the wint'ry wind, that chills my 

heart with cold ; tor gold 
Bur erueller than all, the lad that left my love 
Huſh, huſh, my lovely baby, aud warm thee in 
my breaſt ; Itreſt; 
Ahl little thinks thy father how fadly we're qſ- 
For cruel as he is, did he know but how we fare, 
He'd ſhield us in his arms from this bitter pierc- 
ing air. 
Cold, cold, my deareſt jewel! thy little life ĩs gone 
Ou! let my tears revive thee, ſo warm that trichle 
down : [they fall: 
My tears that guſh ſo warm, oh they freeze before 
Ah, wretched, wretched mother ! thou'rt now 


bereft of all.” 
Tacn down ſhe ſunk, deſpairing, upon the drifted 
tnow, [her woe : 


And, wrung with killing anguiſh, lameatcd loud 
She kils'd her baby's palc lips, and laid it by her 

Ge ; [head, and dy'd. 
Then caſt her eyes to Heaven, then bow'd her 


$ 27. Oriental Eclyznes. By Mr. COLLINS. 
ECLOGUE I. 
Selim; or, the Shepherd's Moral. 


Scone, @a (alley near Bagdat. — Time, tie 
Morning. 


VE Perſian maids, attend your Poet's lavs, 

8 * And hear how ſhepherds pals their golden 
© days. tains 

© Not all are bleſs'd whom Fortune's hand fut- 

Wich wealth in courts, nor all tnat haunt the 
« plains: 

Well may your hearts believe the truth I tell 

Tu virruc makes the bliſs where'er we dwell- 
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Thus Selim by facred truth inſpir d: 
Nor praife, but fuch as Truth beftow'd, defir'd; 
Witte in himfelf, his meaning fongs convey's, 
Informing morals to the rd 
Or taught the fwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 
hat groves nor ſtreams beſtow—a virtuous 

mind. 

When ſu ect and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 
The r«liant morn reſum'd her orient pride; 
When wanton gales along the vallies play; 
Breathe on each flow r, and bear their ſweets 

away; 
By Tegris“ wand'ring ways he fat, and ſung 
This uſeful leffon for the fair and young: 

Ve Perſian dames,” he faid, to vou belong 
(Vell may thev pleaſe) the morals of my ſong: 
No fairer maids, I truſt, than vou are found, 

* Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around! 
The mornthar lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray, delicious ts your eves ; 

* For you thoſe flow'rs her fragrant hands beſtow, 
And yours the love that kings delight ro know. 
Vet think not theſe, all beaureous as they are, 
The beſt Kind bleſſings Heav'n can grant the 
VM ho truſt alone ia beauty's feeble rav, fair: 
* Boaſt but the worth Balfora's * pearls difply ! 
Drawn mow the deep, we own the ſurface 

bright; 

* But, dark withia, they drink no luftrous light. 
Such are the maids, and ſuch the charms they 
* By ſenſt unaided, or to virtue loft. i boaſt ; 
* Self-flatr'ring ſex ! your hearts believe, in vain, 


* That love ſhall blind, when once he fircs the | 


fwain 
+ Or hope a lover faults to win, 
13 Þ nnd ov arg 
Who feeks ſecure to rule, be firſt her care 
* Each fofter virtue that adorns the fair ; 
iich tender paſſion man delights to final 
+ The lov'd perfecbian of a female mind. 
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an the days when wiſdom held er 


And ſhepherds fought her on the filene plain 3 
With Truth ſhe welded in the ſecret grove; 
© Immortal Truth ! and Daughters blefS'd their 


© love. 
O haſte, fair maids ! 1 away! 
gs veet Peace and Plenty vou on your way! 


© The balmy ſhrub for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
* By Ind excell'd, or Araby, no more. 

* Loſt to our fields, for the fates ordain, 
The dear deſerters ſhall return again. 
Come thou, whole CC 


are clear; 
To lead the train, ſweet „appear: 
Here make thy court amidſt our rural ſcene, 
* And ſhepherd girls ſhall own thee for their 
« With thee be ity, of all afraid, [ queen. 
Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid; 
But man the moft—not more the mountain doe 
Hola the fwift falcon for ber deadly foe. | dew; 
Cold is her breaſt, like flow'rs that drink the 
© A ſuken veil conccals her from the view. 
No wild defires amidſt thy train be known, 
But Faith, whoſe heart is fix'd on one alone: 
Deſponding Mecknets, with her down - caft 
© Andfriendly Pirr, full of render fighs; [eyes, 


rove; 

« Thee — the virtues that muſt lead to love.“ 
Thus ſung the {wa.n;z and ancient legends tay, 

The maids of Bagdat verify*d the lay: 

Dear tu the plaias, the Virtues came al 


| 1 de thepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs'd his bong, 


EcLoGvEt II. Hifan; or the Camel-Driver. 
Scene, the Deſart.— Time, Ma.-Day. 


+ The Gulf of that name, famous for the peavly-filkery. 


| 1* ſilent horror, o'er the boundleſs waſte, 
The driver Haſſan with his Camels paſs'd : 


One 


And love the laſt. By theſe your hearts ap- 
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One cruſe of water on his back he bore, 

And his light ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty fture : 

A fan of painted feathers in his hand, 

To guard his thaded face from ſcorching fand. 
The fultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 

And not a trce, and not an herb was nigh : 
The beaſts with pain their duſty wav purſue, 
Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view ! 
With defp'rate forrow, wild th'affrighted man 
— — breaſt, and thus 


gan: 
© Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the dav, 
© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I beat my 
way! 

* Ah! little thought I of the blaſting wind, 
© The thirſt, or pinching hunger that | find ' 
©* Bethiuk thee, Haſſan, where thall Thirſt affwage, 
When fails this crufe, his unrelenting rage 
Son ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; 
— but tcars and hunger ſhall be 

ine ? 

© Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 
© In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! 
Here, where nofprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown'd fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, 

* Which 1. more bleſs'd, or verdaut vales 
0 OW: 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
* And faint and fickly winds for ever howl 
around 
© Sad was the hour, and luekleſs was the dav, 
* When firſt from Schiraz walls I bent my 
© way! 

Curſt be the gold and filver which perſuade 
© Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade 
The lily Peace ourthines the niver ore; 
And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
© Yet money tempts us o'er the deſart brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea; 

* And are we only yer repaid by theg? 
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* Ah! why this ruin fo attraftive made ? 
Or why, fond man, fo cafily betray'd ? 


| © Why hecd we not, while mad we haſte along, 
| © The 


gentle voice of Peace or Pleaſure's ſong? 
Or wherefore think the fow'Ty mountain's 


file, 
+ The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's 
pride; | 
© Why wink we theſe leis plcafing to behold 
© Than dreary defarts, if they lead to gold ? 
© Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz* walls 1 bent my 
© way ! 
O ceaſe my fears all frantic as I go, 
© When thought creates unnumber'd ſcenes of 
What if the Lion in his rage I mect! [ woe. 
Oft in the duſt I view his printed feet: 
And, fearful! oft, when Day's — 4 
* Yiclds her pale empire to the mourner — 
By hunger rouz'd, he ſcours the gruaning plai 


© Gaunt wolves and ſullen Tygers in his train: 
© Before them Dearth, with ſlirieks, directs their 
© way! 
« Fills the wild yell, and lcads them to their prey. 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the 
© day, 
© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my 
« way! 
At that deal hour the filent aſp ſhall creep, 
If avght of reſt I find upon my ſleep : 
Or fone ſwoln ferpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a buruing wound. 
© Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented or 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death fecure ! 
They tempt nodefarts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day where Reaſon rules the 
„ mind. 
Sad was the hour, and lucklefs was the day, 
When farſt from Schiraz walls I bent my 
© way ! 
O hapleſs youth! for the thy love hath won, 
The tender Zara ſhall be muſt undone ! * 


- 
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When faſt Want 
Farewell the whom fighs could not 
« detain; 
« Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain; 
« Yet as thou go'fſt, may ev'ry blaſt ariſe, 
« Weak and unfelr as A2 
* Safe o'er the wild, no perils may ſt ſee; 
« No grizks endure, ner weep, file yeurd, Kke 
O let me fafely to the fair return, Ie; 
Say, with a kifs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not, mourn 
O let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 
«* Recall'd by wiſdom's voice and Zara's tears 
He ſaid; and call'd on Heaven to bleſs the 
day : [way. 
When back to Schiraz* walls he bent his 


EcrocuzE IH. Abra; or the Georgian Sultana. 


Who led 

At morn 

Where 

From 

Till 

Deep i 

A various flow'rs ſhe made. 

Gay 'dpinks and ſweet | ils ſhe choſe , 
The violet blue that on the moſs-bank grows; 


That theſe flowers are found in very great abundance in ſome of the proviuces of Perfia, fcc the Modern 
A ruſſtx 


Hiſtory of the ingenious Mr. Salmon. 


| 
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All ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there: 

The ſiniſh d well adorn'd her hair. 
Great Abbas d that fated morn to ſtray, 

By love conducted from the chace away: 

the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 

the vaics and echoi 

found and woo'( 


Andev'ry Georgian maid like Abralov'd ” 
Let, midſt — blaze of courts ſhe fix'd her love 


And oft a Spring renew d the plains with flow'rs, 
— bis © gales, and hed the fragrance 


With ſure return the ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains and the foreſts 


— 14 — — 

mple la and herds 8 
* Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !* 
Aud oft the royal lover left the care 

And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 

Ott to the ſhades and low roof d cats retir'd, 

Or fought the vale where firſt his heart was fir d: 


' 
ö 
U 


| 
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A ruſſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, | 
And thought of crowns and courts no more. 


* Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And wy Georyian maid like Abra lov'd! 
Blefs'd was the life that royal Abbas led: 

Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 

What if ia wealth the noble maid excel 

The fmple ſbepherd-girl can love as well. 

Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jcwell'd throne 

Be fam'd for love, and gentleft love alone ; 

Or wreathe, like Abbas full of fair renown, 

The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

© O happy days the maids around her fav : 

O haſte, profuſe of „ haſte away | 
© Be ev'ry youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd! | 


EcLoGUre IV. 4 and Secander ; or, the Fu- 


8 FIVE). . 
cence, @ Mauniain in Circaſſia. — Time, 
Miduight. | 


I fair Circaffia, where, to love inclin'd, 

Each ſwain was bleſs d, forev'ry maid was kind; 
Ar that full hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none bur wretches haunt the twilight plains; 
Wat time the moon had hung her lamp on high; 
And paſs'd in radiance throꝰ the cloudleis ky : 
Sad o'cr the dews two brother ſhepherds fic 
Where wild'ring fear and deſpꝰrate forrow led. 
Fatt as they preis d their flight, behind them lay | 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ftole away. 
Alang the mountain's bending fide they ran; 
Till, faint and weak, Sccander thus began: 

S EC AN DER. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my fect deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fiy. 
Friend of iny heart, O turn thee and ſurvev; 
Trace our fad flight thro? all its length of way ! 


And firft review that long-extended plain, | 


And yon wide groves, already paſs'd with pain! | 
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Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dangꝰrous path we try d 
And laſt, this lofty mountain's weary fide | 
AGIB. 

Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know 
The toils of flight, or fome ſeverer woc! 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 
And fſhricks and forrows load the fadd'ning wind 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
3222 
Von citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 
ere 

* 


Far fly the ſwains, like us, in dec 
bse y care. 
SECANDER. 


——_— whoſe bleſſings tempt the 


$ 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perfian lord! 
In vain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs, to thine aid, 
To ſhield the ſhe and the maid ! 
Far off, in tlefs indolence reſign d, 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſoothe his mind: 
Midſ fair ſultanas loft in idle joy, 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 
| AGIB. 
| Yer theſe green hills, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have e. 
Sweet to the is 's flow? i 
p lord in vain 

No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
| By Sargis“ banks, or Irwan's ſhady ; 
On Tackie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 

Or breathe the ſweers of Aly's flow'ry vale ; 
| Fairſcenes! but ah! no more with peace poſſeſs d, 

With eaſe alluring, and with plenty blefs'd. 
No more the ſhepherd's whit'ning tents appear, 
Nor the kind products of a buuntcous year; 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloffoms crowa'd; 
But ruin fpreads her baleful fires around. 


SECANDER. 


In vain Circaſſia boaſts her ſpi 
| For ever fan's for pure and happy ſores.” of 


I. Boox II. 
1 In vain the boaſts her faireſi of the fair, 


Their eves blue iſh, and their golden hair. 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitlefs grief mult ſend ; 
, Thoſe hairs the Tartars cruel hand ſhall rend. 


. AGB. | 
Ye C:orgian ſwains, that pitcous learn from 

ls Circaiſia's ruin, and the waſte of Mar; { far 

dome weightier arms than crooks and ſtaff; pre- 


— 

e, Ta ſhield your harveſt, and defend your fair : 
ö Tac Turk and Tartar like defigns purtue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native defarts bred, 
By luſt incited, or by malice led, 
The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, | 
Oft marks with blood andwafting flames the way; | 
Vet nouc ſo cruel as the Tartar 
To death inur'd, and nurs'd in ſcenes cf woe. 

He ſaid ; when loud the vale was heard 
A thriller ſhriek, and nearer fires appear d: 
Th' affrighted ſhepherds, thro” the dews of ni 
Wide o'er the moon-light hills renew'd thei 


— 


$ 28. The Splendid Shilling. J. PuiLIIrs. 


« ——— Sing, heavenly Muſe ! 

« Things unatiempted yet, in proſe or rhyme ;” 
- A Shilling, Breeches, and Chameras dire. 
FJ APPY the man, who, void of care-and firife, | 

In filken or in leathern purſe retains 

A Splendid Shilling. He nor hears with pain 
New ovfters cry'd, nor fighs for cheerful ale: 
But with his friends, when nightly miſts ariſe, 
To Juniper's Magpye, or Town Hall repairs ; 
Where, mindful of the nymph, whoſe wanton eye 
Transtix'd his foul, and kindled amorous 
Chlo-, er Phillis, he each circling glaſs | 
Wiſneth her health and jov, and equal love. 
Meanwhile he ſinokes, and laughs at merry tale, 


Or puu anbiguous, or conundrum quaint, 


— — 
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But I, whom griping penury furrounds, 

And hunyer, ture attendant upon want, 

Wich ſcanty offals, and ſmall acid tiff 
(Wretched repaſt !) my meagre courſe ſuſtain ; 
Theu ſolitary walk, or doze at home 


In yarret vile, and w.th a warming puff 


Regale chill fingers; or, from tube as black 
As winter chimney, or well-poliſh'd jet, 
Echale Mundungus, 3 ſcent; 
Not blacker tube, nor of a ſhorter ſize, 
Smokes Cambro- Britain (vers'd in pee 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, ki 
Full famous in romantic tale) when he 

O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo d Ceftrian cheeſe, 
High overſhadowing rides, with a defign 
To vend his wares, or at thi Arvonian mart, 


Or Maridunum, or the ancient town : 


Yclep'd Brechinia; or where Vaga's ſtream 
—— fruitful foil 


| Whence flow nectarrous wines, that well may 


With Maſſit, Setin, or renown'd Falern. [vie 
Thus, while my joy leſs minutes tedious flow, 

With looks. demure and filent pace, a Dun, 

Horrible monſter ! hated by gods and men, 

To my aerial citadel afcends : 

With vocal heel thrice thund'ring at my gates, 

With hideous accent thrice he calls; I know 

The voter ill-boding, and the folemn found. 

What ſhould I do? or whether turn Ama d, 

Confounded, to the dark receſs I fly 

Of wood-hole ; ſtraight my briftliog hairs erect 

Thro? ſudden fear; a chilly fweat bedews 

Ne Is oe hn, 

tongue forgets 5 

80 horrible he ſeems ! His faded brow ( beard. 

Fatrench'd with many a frown, and conick 

And { ing band, admir'd by modern ſaints, 

Diſaftrous acts forebode; in his right hand 

{crolls of paper folemnly he waves, 
With characters and figures dire inſcrib'd, 
Grievous to mortal eyes (ye gods, avert 
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Such plagues from rightcous men): behind him 
Anothcr monſter, — unlike himfelf, {| talks 
Sullen of aſpect, by the vulgar call'd | 
A Catchpole, whote polluted hands the gods 
With force incredible, and magic charms, 
Exſt have endu'd. If he his ample palm | 
Should haply on ill- fated ſhoulder lay 
Of debtor, ſtraight his body, to the touch 

ious (as whilom knights were wout) 
To ſome inchanted caſtle is convcy d, 
Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 
In durance 22 him, till, in form 
Of money, Pallas ſets the captive frec. 

Beware, ye debtors ! when ye walk 
Be circumſpect; oft with i us ken | 
This caititf cyes your ſteps aloof and oft, 

Lies perduc in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
Wird his unhallow'd touch. 80 (pocts ng) 
Grimalkin, to domeſtic vermin fworn 

An everlaſting foe, with watchful eye 

Lies nighitly brooking o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtleſs mice 
Sure ruin. So her diſembowell'd web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen f 

Obviou: to vagrant flies; the ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven cell! the humming prey, 
Regardleſꝰ of their fate, ruſh on the toils 
Inexrricable, nor will a avail 

Their art. oc arms, or of lovely hne | 
The wafp inſidious, and the buzzing drone, 
And bhutterfſy proud of expanded wings 
Diſtinct with gold, entangled in her fuares, 
Ulelets refiftance make: with eager firides, 
She trug flies to her expefted ſpoils; 
Then with enrenom'd jaws the vital blood 
Drinks of reluftanr foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcafes triumphant drags. 

So paſs my days. But when nofturnal ſhades | 
Thus world envelope, and th'inclement air 
Perſuades men to repel benumbing froſts [ woοVf, 
Wah picatant wincs, and crackling blaze of 


— 


— 
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But it a ſlumber haply does in 


In vain—awake, I find the ſettled thirſt 


— 


| 
| 


| On Scyl 


Admits the fea: in at the gap! 
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Vc lonely. fitting, nor the glimmering light 

Ot make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights; diſtreſs d, forlorn, 
Amidſt the horrors of the tedious night, 
Darkliog I ſigh, and feed with difmal thoughts 


My anxious mind; or ſometimes maurnful verſe The 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle ſhades, 

Or defp'rate lady near a purling ftream, 

Or lover on a willow-trce. & 


Mean hile I labour with eternal drought, 
And reſtleſs wiſh and rave; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes : 


My weary limbs, my fancy's ſtill awake, 
Thoughtful of drink, and cager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary of ale, 


Still gnawing, and the pleaſant phantom curſe, 
Thus do I hve from ure quite debarr'd, 
Nor taſte the fruits that the ſun's genial rays 
Mature john-apple, nor the doway peach, 
Nor walnut in rough-furrow'd coat fecure, 
Nor mediar fruit delicious in decay. 
Afflictions great! yct greater ſtill remain; 
My galligaſkins, that have withſtood 
The winter's fury and ing froſts, 
By time fubdu'd (what will not time fubdue ') 
An horrid chafm diſcloſe, with orifice 
Wide, diſcontinuous; at which the winds, 
Eurus and Auſter, and the dreadful force 
Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves, 
Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blaſts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught ſhip, 
Long fail'd ſecure, or thro' th. Ægean deep, 
Or the Ionian, till cruifing near 
The Lilybean ſhore, with hideous cruſh 

— Charybdis (dang'rous rocks) 
She ſtrikes rebounding; whencethe ſhatter'd oak, 
So ferce a rr 
The crowding waves guſh with impetuous rage, 
Reſiſtleſs, overwhelmung! Horrors ſeize 


Boox II. 
The mariners; death in their eyes appears; 
They they lave, they pump, they twear, 
Y pony © 
(Vain efforts !) ſtill the bart'ring waves ruſh in, 
Implacable; till, delug'd by the foam, 
The ſhip finks found'ring in the vaſt abyſs. 


5 29. 4n Enie to a Lady. Necrxr. 


ARINDA, dearly lov'd, attend 

The ecuntc!s of a faitliful friend; 
Who, with the warmeſt withes fraught, 
Feels all, at leait, that friendſhip ought ! 
Burt fince by ruling Heav'n's deſign, 
Another's ſhall influ-nce thine ; 
O may theſe lines for him prepare 
A bliſs, which I would die to ſhare ! 
| Man may for wealth or glory roam ; 
But woman muſt be bleſt at home; 
To this ſhould all her ſtudies tend, 
This her great object and her end. 
Diſtaſte unmingled pleaſures bring, 
And uſe can blunt Affliction's ſt ing: 
Hence perfect blifs no mortals know, 
And few are plung'd in utter woe; 
While Nature, arm'd againſt Deſpair, 
Gives pow'r to mend, or ſtrength to bear; 
And half the thought content may gain, 
Which fpleen employs to — pain. 

Trace not the fair domeſtic 
From what you would, but what you can! 
Nor, peevith, ſpurn the fcanty ſtore, 
you think vou merit more ! 
Bliſs ever differs in degree ; 
Thy ſhare alone is meant for thee; 
And thou ſhouldſt think, however ſmall, 
That ſhare enough, for tis thy all; 
Vain ſcorn will vate di 
And only make little lefs. 
Admit whatever trifles come; 


Vags compoſe the largeſt ſum ; 
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O! tell them ver, and ay how vain 
Are thote who form Ambition's train; 
Which felt the Monarch's gorgeous ſtate, 
And bribe to ill the guilty great 
But thou, more blett, more ue than theſe, 
Sh-ii build up happineſs on cate. 
Hat, t:veert Content! where jor ſerene 
Gi:ds rhe mild foul's unruffl'd tcene ; 
And, with blick Fancy's pencil wrought, 
Spread, the white web of lowing thought; 
Shines lovely in the cheerful face, 
And c'orhes each charm with native grace ; 
Effuſiau pure of bhifs fincere, 
A veſtment for a god to wear, 

Far other ornaments compoſe 
The garb that throuds diſembled woes, 
Pierc'd out with motley dies and forrs, 
Freaks, whimbhies, feſtivals, and ſports ; 
The t cubled mind's fantaſtic drets, 
Which madneſs titles Happinets : 
While the gay wretch to revels bears 
Tue pale remains of ſighs and tears ; 
And feeks in crowds, like her undone, 
What only can be found in one. 

Burt chief, my gentle friend | remove 
Far from thy couch feduciny Love. 
O! ſhun the falſe ician's art, 
Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart ! 
Charm'd by his ſpelis fair honor flies, 
And and treach'rous phantoms rife ; 
Where Guilt, in Beauty's ray beguiles, 
And Ruin lurks in Friendſhip's ſiniles. 
Lo ! where th'inchanted captive dreams 
Of warbling groves and purling ſtreams, 
Of painted meads, of flow'rFthart ſhed 
Their odours round her fragrant bed, 
Quick ſhitts the ſcene, rhe charm is loſt, 
She wakes upon a defart coaſt ; 
No friendly hand to lend its aid, 
No guardian bow'r to ſpread its ſhade; 
Expos'd to ev'ry chilling blaſt, 
She treads tliinheſpitable v aſbe; 
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And down the drear decline of life, 
Sinks a forlorn, diſhonour'd wife. 
Neglect not thou the voice, of Fame. 
But, clear from crime, be free from blame 
Tho all were innocence within, 
"Tis guilt to wear the garb of lin; 
Virtue rejects the foul diſguiſe : | 
None merit praiſe who praiſe deſpiſe. 
Slight not in ſupercilious ſtrain, 
is'd modes as low or vain ! 
The world will vindicate their cate, 
And claim blind faith in cuſtom's laws. 
Safer with multitudes to ſtray, 
Than tread, alone, a faircr way: 
To mingle with the erring throng, 
Than boldly ſpeak ten millions wrong. 
Beware of the relentleſs train 
Whom forms adore, whom forms maintain! 
Left es demure, or coxcombs loud, 
Accuſe thee to the partial crowd ; 
Foes who the laws of honour flight, 
A judge who mealures guilt by ſpite. 
Behold the ſage Aurelia ſtand, 
Diſgrace and fame at her command; 
As if Heav'n's delegate defign'd 
Sole arbiter of all lr Lind. 
Whethcr ſhe try ſome favour'd piece, 
By rules levied in ancicut Greece, 
Or whether, modern in her flight, 
She tells what Paris thinks polite : 
For, much her talents to advance, 
She ſtudy d Greece, and travell'd France; 
There learn'd the happy art to picate, - 
With all the charms of labou d eric; 
Thro' looks and nods with meaning fraught, 
To teach what ſhe was never raught, 
By her each latent ſpring is cen; 
e workings foul of ſecret tpicen 
The guilt that ſKulks in fair prerence, 
Or folly, veil'd in ſpecious ſenſe. 
And much her righreous (pirit grie ves 
Wlan worthleſſuct, the world deceives; 
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 Whick witlings with contempt turvcy; 


Whether the erring crowd cominends 
Some patriot fway'd by private ends; 
Or huſband truſt a faithlefs wife, 


Secure in ignorance from ſtrife. 
Averſc the brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims the rig'rous duc; 
Humancly anxious to produce, 
At lcaft, tome polfible excuſe. 
O nc er may virtue's dire diſgrace 
Prepare a triumph for the bate ! 

Mere forms the fool implicit ſwav, 


Blind folly no defect can fee; 
Half wifdom views but one 
The wite remoter uſes reach, 
Which judgment and experience teach, 
Whoever would be pleas'd and pleate, 
Muſt do what others do with cafe. 
Great precepr, undeſin'd by rule, 
And only learn'd in Cuſtom's ſchool ; 
To no pecuhar form confin'd, 
It fpr-ads thro' all the human kind; 
Beauty, and wit, and worth ſupplies, 
Yer graceful in the good and wiſe. 
Rich with this gift, and none beſide, 
In Fathion's ſtream how many glide ! 
Secure from ev'ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From ſacial fympathy, that ſhares 
The public lofs or private cares; 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, 
Or Merit pine in Fortune*s tha. 

Hence, gentle Anna, ever gav, 
The tame to-morrow as to-davs 
Save where, perchance, when others w cop, 
Her cheek tic decent forrow Heep: 
Save when, perhaps, a melting tale 
O'er ev'ry wader breaſt prevail. 
The good, the had, the great, the fma!l, 
She likes, ibe los, the nonors all. 
And ver, if fland'rons malice blame, 
Patient the yields a lificr's fame ; 
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Alike if ſatire or if praiſe, 

She fays whatc'er the circle ſays ; 

Implicit does whate'er they do, 
Without one point in wiſh or view. 
9 4 "—q 
Thro*' whi _ ——_—_— 

Wide blank, unfeeling when alone ; 

No care, no joy, no thought her own. 
Nat thus El. the peerleſs dame, 
Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 

Intent ſo wide her cares extend, 

To make the univerſe her friend. 

Now with the gay, in frolics fines ; 
Now reaſons deep with deep divines ; 
Wi ny cw cs go; 
With patriots fighs o'er Britain's fate; 
e. 
Now melts in leſs re fin d deſires. 
Doom'd to exceed in each degree, 

Too wiſe, too weak, too proud, too free; 
Too various for one ſingle word, 

The high ſublime of deep abturd. 
While ev'ry talent nature grants 

Juſt ſerves to ſhew how much the wants. 
Altho” in combine 

The virtues of our ſex and thine: 

Her hand reſtrains the widow's tears; 
Her ſenſe informs, and foothes, and cheers: 
Yer, like an angel in diſguiſe, 

dhe ſhincs but to ſome favour'd eyes; 
Nor is the diſtant herd allow'd 

To view the radiance thro? the cloud. 
Bur thine is ev'ry winning art ; 
Thine is the friend) 


Than virtues of a narrow mind. 


F 30. The Man of Sorrow. GREVILLE, 


H! what avails the length'ning mead, 
By Nature's kingdeſt bounty ſpread 
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Fe. the vale of _ ! 
what avails the \ grove, 
Or Philomcl's melodious — 

That glads the midnight hours! 
From me (alas!) the god of day 
Ne'er glittets on the hawthorn ſpray, 

Nor night her comfort brings: 

I have no pleaſure in the rote; 
For me no vernal beauty blows, 
Nor Philomela fings. 


See how the ſturdy peafants ſtride 
Adown yon hillock's verdant fide, 

In cheerful iynorance bleft ; 

Alike to them the roſe or thorn, 
Alike ariſes every morn, 

By gay Contentment dreft. 
Content, fair daughter of the ſkies, 
Or gives ſpontaneous, or denies, 

er choice divinely free : 
She viſits oft the hamlet cor, 
When Want and Sorrow ac the lot 

Of Avarice and me. 

But fee, or is it Fancy's dream 
Merhought a bright celeſtial plcam 

Shot tudden thro” the groves ; 
Behold, behold, in looſe arrav, 
rofyne. more bright than day, 
mild than Paphian doves ) 
Welcome, O! welcome, Pleaſure's queen 
And fee along the velvet green 

The jocund train advance : 

With ſcatter d flow'rs they fill the air. 
The wood-nymph's dew-befpangled hair 

Plays in the fportive dance. 

Ah! baneful grant of angry Heaven, 
When to the feeling wreteh is given 

A toul alive to joy 
Joys fly with ev'ry hour away, 

And leave th'unguarded heart a prey 

To cares, that peace deſtroy. 
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And fee, with vi haſte 
1 


Defpair has Edu: captive ſoul, 
— — qatecnd 
And flackens ſtill the reins. 


Ten thouſand beautics round me throng : 
What beauties, fay, ye nymphs 
To the diftemper'd ſoul ? 

T fee the lawn of hideous dye, 

The towꝰring elm nods miſery ; 
With groans the waters 


Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, 
Ye vivid tints of Perſia's looms, 
Ye were for miſery made. — 
Twas thus the Man of Sorrow ſpoke ; 
His wayward ſtep then penſive took 
Along th'uahallow'd f ſhade. 


E 11. Alexander's Feaſt, or the Power of Mc. 
41 Our on St. Cecilia's Day. DR vox. 
* * mems feaſt, tor Perſia won, 
a By Philip's warlike fon: 
Aloft in awful ſtare 
The godlike hero fate 
= his imperial throne : 
Iis valiant were plac'd around, 
Thcir brows with do — rtle bound: 
So ſhould deſert in arms be crown” 
The lovely Thais by his fide 
Sar, like a blooming eaſtern bride, 
= 222 
appy, h 3 
2 oth 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deſerves the fair. 
Timotheus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire, 
With flying fingers touch'd the lyre: 
Tuc trembling notes aſcend the ſky, 
And heav'nly joys inſpire. 
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Such is the pow'r of love ! 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god: 
Sublime on radiant fþ + x FRY 
When he to fair Olympia 
And ſtamp'd an image of himſelf, , © 
the world. 


The liſt ning crowd admire the lofty ſound ; 
A preſent , the vaulted roofs rebound. 
With raviſh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the 
AﬀeRts to n 
And ſcems to ſhake the ſpheres. 
The praiſe of Bacchus then, the ſweet muſician 


Of — 4 ever fair, and ever voung; 
The jolly god, in triumph comes; 
Sound the „ beat the drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 

He ſhews his honeſt face. 

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, [comes 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain : 

Bacchus —— a treaſure, 
Drinking is the foldier's pleaſure ; 
Rich the — 
Su ect the 
Sweet is the pleaſure after pain. 
Sooth'd with the found, the king grew vain; 
Fought all his battles o'er again; 


And thrice he routed all his focs; and thrice he 


flew the lain. 

The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eves ; 
And while he heav'n and earth defy d, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride, 
He choſe a mournful mule 
7-7 nip 

e ſung us 
By too levere a = 
Fall'n, 


That love was in the 
'Twas but a kindred 
For pity melrs the 
Softly ſweet, in 
Soon he ſooth'd 


1 


y , 

Take the the gods provide thee. — 

The —— the ſkies with loud applauſe; 
$0 love was crown'd, but muſic won the cauſe. 

The prince, unable to couceal his pain, 

Gaz'd on the fair 

Who caus'd his care, 

And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd, 
| Sigh'd and look'd, and fgh'd again: 

with love and wine at once op- 


fleep aſunder, 
And route him like a rattling peal of thunder. 
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Hark, hark the horrid found 
Has rais'd up his head; 
As awak'd the dead 
And amaz'd, _y 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the furies ariſe, 
How they hifs in the air, 
And the ſparkles that flath from their eyes 
Behold a ghaftly band, 


| 


| 


| 


Each a torch in his hand, 
| Theſe are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were 
—— [ Cain, 
nglorious on the plain; 
| Give the v = 


To the valiant crew : 
Behold how they toſs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perfian abodes, 
And glhtt'ring temples of their hoſtile gods 
The princes applaud with a furious joy; 
And the King ferz'd a flambeau, with zeal to 


; 


Thais led the way deftroy ; 
To light him to his prey, l 
And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 
| Thus, long ago, 


Ere he ing bellows learn'd to blow, 
While organs vet were mute, 
Timotheus to his breathing flute 
An ſoundiug lvre 
Could fivell the foul to rage, or kindle ſoft defice, 
| At lait divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 
The fweer enthutiaſt, tom her facred ftore, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow 
And added length to ſounds, 
With nature's morher-wir, and arts unknown 
Let vid Timotheus yield the prize, ¶ before 
Or both divide the crown; 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies; 
She drew an angel down. 
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J2. 
: of Durjet. Copenhagen, March g, 1709. 
F OM frozen climes, and endlefs tracts of ſnow, 
From fircams that northern winds forvid to 
flow, 
What preſent thall the Muſe to Dorſet bring, 
Or how, fo near the Pole, attempt to fing ? 
The hoary winter ere conceals from light 
All pleaſing objects that to verſe invi:c. 
The hills, and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver-ftreamiag floods, 
By inow diſguis'd, in bright confution lie, 
Aud, with one dazzling waſte, fatigue the eve; 
No gentle breathing breeze prepares the ſpring, 
No birds within the defart region ſing. 
The ſhips, unmor'd, the bott rous wind defy, 
White rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vait Leviathan wants room to plax, 
And ſpout his waters in the face of day. 
The ſtarving wolves along the main fea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy vallics howl. 
For many a thining league the level main 
Here fpreads itſelf into a glaſſy plain: 
There ſolid billows, of enormous ſize, 
Alps of green ice, in wild ditorder rife. 
And yet bur lately have I feen, een here, 
The winter in a lovely drefs appear. 
Ere yet the clouds let fall the treafur'd ſnow, 
Or winds begun thro? hazy ſkies to blow, | 
At ev'ning a keen caſtern breeze aroſe; 
And the detcending rain unfullicd froze. 
Soon as the filent thades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn diſclos'd at once to vicw 
The face of nature in a rich diſguiſe, 
And brightcn'd ev'ry objeEt to my eyes: 
For ev'ry fhrub, and ev'ry blade of grafs, 
And'ev'ry pointed thorn fecm'd wrought in glaſs; 
In pcarls and rubies rich the hawthorns ſhow, 
While thro” the ice the crimſon berries glow. 
The thick-fprung reeds the wat*ry marſhes vield, 
Scem polith'd lances in a lioſtile field. 
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The ſtag. in limpid currents, with furprize 
Sees cryſtal branches on his forchead rife. 


The ſpreading vak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 

Giaz'd over, in the freczing ather ſhiuc. 

The trighted birds the rattung branches ſhun, 

That wave and glitter in the diſtant tun: 

When, if a ſudden gult of wind arife, 

The brittle turett into arums flies: 

The crack ling wood beneath the tempeſt ben., 

And m a fyanuled ſhow r the profpect ends; 

Or it 4 fourhern gale the region warms 

And, by degrees, unbind the wint'ry charm, Stood 
"The travelicr a muy country fees; Deaf 
And journies fad bencath the dropping trees. 

Like tome dclude! pratant Merlin |cads Come 
Thro' fragant bow rs, and thro” delicious meads; (N. 
Whiie here cuchanted gudceus to him rile, Teach 
And airy tabrics there attract his eyes, Sade 
His wond'ting feet the magic paths purſue ; Ii ſui 
And, while he thinks the fair illuſion true, ; 
The tracklefs ſcenes diſperſe in fluid air, 

And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways, appezt : MI for 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, A foo 
And, as he goes, the traaficnt viſion mourns. Aad fr 
$ 33. Monudy to the Memory of a Toung Laux. — 
SHAW, * How 
VET do I live! O how ſhall I ſuſtain In 
This vaſt unutrerable weight of woe ? 8 
This worſe than hunger, poverty, or pain, — 
Or all the complicated ills below — thei 
She, in whole life my hopes were treaſui d all, Of an 
Is gone — for ever fled— * 
Mr deareſt Emma's dead; — 
Theſe eyes, theſe tcar-fwoln eyes beheld her ful: N But h 
Ah no—ſhe lives on fome far happier ſhore, = f 
dhe lives—bur (cruel thought!) the lives for me 7 _ < 
no more. — 
I, who the tedious abſence of 3 day 1 — 

Remov'd, would laaguiſh for my charme!'s WF ,;.; 

Would chide the ling ting moments for delay, I Like 


And {f.nd'y blame the low return of night; 


How, 
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How, how ſhall T endure 

(O miſery paſt a cure!) 
Hours, days, and years, fuccefhvely to roil, - 
Nor ever more behold the comfort of my foul? 


Was ſhe not all my fondeſt wiſh could frame? 
Did ever mind fo much of hear'n partake? 
Did the not love me with the pureſt flame? 
b, And give up friends and fortun* for my ſake ? 
Though mild as ev'ning ſkies, 
With downcuft, ftreaming eves, 
Stood the ſtern frown of ſupercilious brows, 
Deaf to their brutal threats, and faithful to her 
vows. 
Come then, ſome Muſe, the ſaddeſt of the train 
(No more your bard ſhall dwell on idle lays) 
Teach me each moving melancholy ftrain, 
rund O diſcard the pageantry of phraſe: | 
Ii ſuit the flower of ſpeech with woes like mine! 
g Thus, haply, as I paint 
The ſource of my complaint, 
My foul may own th'impatſion'd line; 


ds 


A flood of tears may guſh to my relief, [of grief. | 
: Aud from my ſwelling heart diſcharge this load 


Forbear, my fond officious friends, forbear 


a. ¶ ro wound my ears with the fad tales you tell; 
AV. WH How good ſhe was, how gentle, and how fair!“ 
In pity ceafe—alas! I know too well: 
Hou in her ſweet exprethve face 


Beam'd forth the beaurics of her mind, 
ct height=n'd by exterior grace, 


all, Of manners moſt engaging, moſt reſin'd. 
o piteous object could the fee, 
- Fall: But her foft boſom thar'd the woe, 


Vile ſiniles of affability 

Leal rdear'd whatever boon ſhe might heſtow. 
| hate'er th' emotions of her heart, 

Sill ſhone confpicuous in her eyes, 


— ranger to ev'ry female art, 

to Alike to feigu or to diſguiſe : 
* And O the boalt how rare ! 
cht; i — 
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The ſecret in her faithful breaſt repos'd, 
She ne'er with lawleſs tongue diſelt sd, 
In ſecret ſilence Todg'd inviolate there, 


Of feeble words—unable to expreſs 
Her matchlefs virtues, or my own diftreſs! 


Relentleſs death! that, ſtecl'd to human woe, 
With murd*rcus hands deals havock on man- 

Why (cr u:1 '){trike this deprecated blow, (kind; 
And leave ſuch wretched multitudes behind? 

Hark ! Groans come wing'd on ev'ry breeze ! 
The ſons of grief prefer their ardent vow; 

Oppreſ d with forrow, want, or dire diſeaſe, - 
And ſupplicate thy aid, as I do now: 

In vain—Perverſe, ſtill on th'unweeting head 

"Tis thine thy vengeful darts to ſhed; 

Hope's infant blofforns to deſtroy, 

And drench in tears the face ot joy. 


But oh ! fell tyrant! yet expect the hour 
When Virtue ſhall renounce thy power; 
When thou no more ſhalt bloc the face of day, 
Nor mortals tremble at thy rigid fway. 
Alas! the day—where'er I turn my eyes, 
Some fad memento of my loſs appears; 
I fly the fatal houſe—ſuppreis my tighs, 
Reſolv'd to dry my unavailing tears: 
Bur, ah! in vain — no cuange of time 
The memory can eſſace Cor place 
Of all that ſweetneſs, that enchanting air, ¶ ſpair. 
Now loſt; and nought remains but anguiſh and de- 
Where were the delegates of Heav'n, oh, where ! 
Appointed Virtue's children tafe to keep \ 
Had Innocence or Virtue been their care, 
She had not dy'd, nor had Il, d to weep : 
Mov'd by my tears, and by her patience mov'd, 
To ſee her force th*endeariog ſmile, 
My forrows to beguile, 
When Torture's keeneſt rage ſhe prov'd ; 
Sure thev had warded that untimely dart, 
Which broke her thread of life, and rent a huſ- 
band's heaft. 
H 2 How 
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How ſhall I &er forget that dreadful hour, 
When, feeling Death's refiſtlefs pow 'r, 

My hand the prefs'd, wet with her falling tears, 
Dos Gan, tb Givretng: conan, fake tvs : 


„ Ah, my lov'd lord, the tranſient ſcene is o'er, 
And we muſt part (alas!) to meet no more 
* But oh ! if cht thy Emma's name was dear, 
If e'er thy vows have charm'd my raviſh'd 


« ear; 
« If, from thy lov'd embrace my heart to gain, 
„Proud friends have frown'd, and Fortune 
« ſmil d in vain; 
If it has been my fote endeavour ſtill 
« To9 att in all, obſequious to thy will; 
To watch thy very ſmiles, thy wiſh to know, 
«« Then only truly bleſt when thou vert fo; 
« Tf I have doated with that fond excets, 
* Nor love could add, nor Fortune make it lets; 
If this I've done, and more then be kind 
« To the dcar lovely babe I leave behind. 
« When time my once lov'd mem'ry ſhall efface, 
« Some happier maid may take thy Emma's 
« place; 
With cnvious eyes thy partial fondneſs fee, 
„And hate it for the love thou bore ro me— 
« My deareſt Shaw, forgive a woman's fears; 
« But one word more (I cannot bear thy tears) 
% Promiſe—and I will truſt thy faithful vow 
(Oft have I try'd, and ever found thee true) 
That tv fone diſtant ſpot thou wilt remove 
« This fatal pledge of haplcts Emma's love, 
„M here ſafe, thy blandiſhments it may partake : 
4 And oh! be tender for its mother's fake. 
« Wilt chou? 
I know thou wilt—fa lence ſpeaks aſſent; 
And in that pleating hope thy Emma dies 
„conte.“ | . 
I, who with more than manly firengrh have bore 
T ne various ills mpos'd by cruel Fate, 
Sukuin the firmneſs of ny tout no more 
Put hk beneath the weight , 
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Time thall admiaificr its wonted balm, f calm 


Boox II. 
Juſt my! (I cry'd) from Mem'ry's carlick 
ay 


No comfort has thy wretched ſuppliant known; * 
Nisfortunc ll, — ng lu ay, * 
1 Has claim'd me for her - ++ 
ut O -in pity to m ief, 
This only 1 of Wies Lan. I aſk no more 
Vain he irrevocable doom is paſt ; 
Ev'n now ſhe louks—ſhe ſighs her laſt— 
Vainlv I ſtrive to ſtay her fleeting breath, \ death, 
And, with rebellious heart, proteſt againſt her 
When the ftern tyrant clos'd her lovely eves, 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blow ! 
With impious wiſh to tear her from the ſkics ; 
How curſe my fate in bitterneſs of woe ! 
But whither would this dreadful frenzy lead 
Fond man, forbear; 
Thy fruitleſs forrow ſpare; ſcreed; 
Dare not to taſk what Heav'n's high will de- 
In humble rev'rence kifs th'aſflictive rod, 
And proftrate bow to an offended God. 


Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow, 
Some ſaving truth thy roviag foul to teach; 
To wean thy heart from groveſing views below, 


And por Yan bliſs bey Misforrunc: 
reach : 
To thew that all the flatr'ring ſchemes of oy, 


Which tow'ring hope fo fondly builds in aur, 
One fatal moment can deftroy, 
And plunge th'exulting maniac in defpair. 
Then O with pious bortkude ſuſtain 
Thy pretent loſs—haply thy future gain; 
Nor let thy Eiuma die in vain; 


And heſh this ſtorm of grief to no al 
Thus the poor bird, by ſome d1rfaft'rous fare, 
Caught and impriſon'd in @ lunely cage, 
Torn from its natwe fields, and dcoarer mate, 

Flutters awnile, and ſpends its Jirtle rage 
Bur finding all its efforts weak and vain, 
No more it pants and rages for the pls : 


Ar 


enz 


Prunes its light — — pecks its food, 


And meditates the 
Screnely forrowing, breathes its piteous caſe, 
And with its plaintive warblings faddens all 
the (flow, 
F think how from ms the tears will 


now 
_ IL 
_ —__ —_— 


lefs FO 
Where hall g __ 
How ——— mids ec? 


3 em aid, 
To my torn heart its ore : 


votary, wrapp'd in Lethean bade. 
ON while fall See hf 


in my car; 
* — x aur 
And taſte at leaſt of viſionary bliſs. 


But, ah | th'unwelcome morn's light 
Will all my ſhadowy ſchemes of bliſs de- 


pole; 
Will tear the dear illuſion from m fight, 
And wake me to the ſenſe of all my woes ! 
If to the verdant fields I ſtray, 
Her lovely 
ely form purſucs where'er I 
. 
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By Nature's laviſh beauties cheer'd no more, 
— ne 1 
hrough valley, rot, grove 
Wenghe cnn als trcmiee ar any bold flees 3 
No herb, no plant can med'cine my difcaſe, 
And my fad fighs are borne on (u ry patling 
breeze. 
Sickneſs and forrow hov'ring round my bed. 
Who now — Gall bring relief, 


| With lenient hand ſupport my drooping head, 


Aſſwage my and mitigate my grief ? 
Should worldly buſineſs call away, 
Who now ſhall in my abſence fondly mourn, 


— 4 — — 


Sant angbe — * ———— 


— now, wich ſweet comp — air, 
Shall tmooth $6 cms dom of Care, 
And foften all my woes ? 


Too faithful — Ceaſe, O ceafe— 
How ſhall Leer regain my peace? 
(O to forget her!)—burt how vain cach art, 


Whilſt ev'ry virtue lives imprinted on my heart! 


| nd hon, my Bib kb: died, 


To hear a father's plaints, to ſhare his woes, 
When Rraſon's dawn informs thy infant mind, 

And thy ſweet lifping tongue ſhall aſk the cauic, 
How oft wih forrow ſhall mine eyes run oer, 

When, twining round my knees, I trace 


Thy mother's ſmile upon Fon face ! 
How oft to my full heart ſhalt thou reſtore 
Sad mem'ry of my joys—ah, now no more 


Me 


bleſſings once enjoyed now more diſtreſt, 
ore beggar by the riches once poſſeſt, 
little darling, dearer to me grown; [hear') 
y all the tears thou'ſt caus'd—(D ſtrange to 
2 et dearer than thy own, 
ere purchas'$ with thy mother's ir 
H 3 


NI 


Who 
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Who now ſha!l ſcek with fond delight 
Thy infant ſteps to guide aright ? 

She, who with doatiag eyes would gaze 
On all thy little artleis ways, 
| By all thy ſoft endearments bleſt. 

And claſp thee oft with tranſport to her breaft, 
Alas! is gone—Yet ſhalt thou prove 
A father's deareft, rendereſt love; 

And, O ſweet ſenſcleſs ſiniler (envy'd ftate ') 

As yet unconſcious of thy hapleſs fate, 

When years thy judgment ſhall mature, 

And Reaſon ſhows thoſe ills it cannot cure, 
Wilt thou a father's grief t'aſſwage. 

For virtue prove the Phcenix of the earth 

(Like her, thy morher dy'd to give thee birth) 
And be the comfort of my aye? 


When fick and | hing I lie, 

Wilt thou my Emma's wonted care ſupply? 
And oft as to thy liſt' ning car, 

Thy mother's virtues and her fate I tell, 
Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear, 

Whilft on the mouraful theme I dwell? 

Then fondly ſtealing to thy father's ſide, 

Whene'er thou ſceſt the ſoft diſtreſs, 

Which I would vainly ſeek to hide, 

__— thou ſtrive to make it lefs ?. 

To my forrows all thy cares employ, 


And in my cup of gricf infuſe one drop of joy ? 


& 34- An Evening Addreſs to a Nightingate. 
SHAW. 


WET bird! that Kindly perchirg near, 

Pour eſt thy plaints melodious in my ear, 
Not, like baſe worldliags, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of wee; 

Thanks for thy forrow-foothing ſtrain :— 
For furely thou haſt known to prove, 
Like me, the pangs of hapleſs love; 

Elfe why fo ferlinnly complain, 
And with thy pitcous notes thus farlden all the 
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| „O what deiufion did thy tongue employ ! 


[grove ?-. 


Book II. 


Sav, fot thou movrn rav iſu'd mate, He 
That oft enamour'd on thy ſtrains has hung G: 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate u 3 M 
Bereit ther of thy dariing young ? Ar 

| Alas, for both I weep '— An 

In all the pre of vouthful charms, Ho 
A borutcons bride wra from my circling arms ! Ti 


A lovely babe, that ſhouts have liv'd to blei- 4 
And nalinv Coat; cs with frequent tears, 

Ar once» the fource Hf rapture and diſtreſs, 

* The ff utering prop of my declining years ! 

In vain from death to refcue I effay'd, 

By every art that ſcience could deviſe ; 
Alas it languiſh'd for a mother's aid, 

And wing'd its flight to feck her in the 
Then O our comforts be the fame, [ ſkres.— 
At ev'ning's peaceful hour, 

To ſhun the noiſy paths of wealth and fame, 

And breathe our torrows in this lonely bow'r, 
But why, alas! to thee complain ! 
To thee—unconſcious of my pain 
Soon ſhalt thou ceaſe to mourn thy lot ſevere, 
And hail rhe dawning of a happier year : 
The genial warmth of joy renewing ſpring 
Again ſhall plume thy ſhatter'd wing ; 
Again th little heart ſhall tranſport prove, 
Again ſhall flow thy notes reſponſive to thy 
But O] for me in vain may ſeaſons roll, [love. 

Nought can dry up the fountain of my rears; 
Deploring ſtill the comfort of my foul, 

I count my forrows by increafing years. 

Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, fay, 

Where is the promis'd period of my woes ? 
| Full three long imgering vears have roll'd away, 

And yet I weep, a Granger to repoſe : 


6 That Emma's fatal pledge of love, 
Her laſt bequeſt—-with all a mother's care, 

«© The bitterncfs of ſorrow ſhould remove, 

TY Softer, the horrors of defpair, 

| And clicer a hcait long loſt to joy!“ 

| How 


11! 


Wer. 


How 


Book II. 


How oft, when fondling in mine arms, 
Gazing enraptur'd on its angel-face, 


My foul the maze of Fate would vainly trace, 


And burn with all a father's fond alarms ! 

And O what flatt'ring ſcenes had fancy feign'd ! 

How did I rave of bleſſings vert in ftore ! 

Till ev'ry aching ſenſe was ſweetly pain'd, 

And my fu'l heart could bear, nor tongue 

could utter more.— 

& Juſt Heav'n,” I cry'd —— with recent hopes 
« elate dead 


a Yet will I live — will SP Emma's 


80 long bow'd down beneath the fiorms of 


fare, 
Vet will I raiſe my woe - dejected head 
« My lads mona, cow may old 
« Will want a father's care; 

* Her looks, her wants, my raſh reſol ves recall, 
And for her fake the ills of life Ill bear: 
« And oft we'll complain, know. 

« Complaint, the only bliſs my foul can 
From me my child learn the mournful 
« And prattic tales of woe. ſtrain, 
And Ol in that auſpicious hour, | pow'r, 
«© When Fate perſecuting 
* Widh dutzous zeal her hand tral cloſe, 
No more to weep — m -fttreaming 
When death gives — 3 [eyes, 
« And opes a glorious paſſage to the ſkies.” 
Vain thought!—it muſt not be.——She too is 
The flatt'ring ſcene is o'er, [dead—— 
My hopes for ever—ever fled— 
And vengeance can no more— 
Cruth'd by misfortune—blaſted by diſeaſe— 
And none— none left to bear a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or eaſe, 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy ſcene, till welcome Death, 
Wirh lenient hand (O falſely deem'd ſevere) 


* 


Lord Lyuleton. 


| 


| 
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And dry up ev'ry rear, 
Perhaps, obſequious to my will, 


s from m 
The laſt fad office & 


s far remoy'd! 


rangers may fulfil, 


As if I n&'er had been belov'd; 


As if, unconſcious of 
I nc'er had rouch'd the 6 tremblin 
As if my niggard hand nc'er 

Nor my heart meked at anocher's grief. 


poetic ke, 
lyre ; 


Yet——while this weary life ſhall laſt, 


While « - my tongue can form thiimpaſ- 
d ſtrain, 
us accents ſhall the Muſe complain, 


In 


And arp with fond delay on bleſſings paſt : 


For Oh | how 
The tale of miſery to impart! 
From others eyes bid art'efs. forrows flow, 
And raiſe eſteem 


to a wounded heart 


the baſe of woe ! 


upon 
Ev'n he*, the nobleſt of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear, 


Shall catch the 


contagion of my ſong, ¶ tear. 
And pay my penſive Muſe the tribute of a 


$ 35- An Ode to Narciſa. SMOLLET, 
fatal ſhafts unerring move; 


T3 


bow 


before thine altar, Love! 


I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide fwift thro” all my vital frame 


Far while I gaze my boſom glows, 


| My blood in tides j 
y in by 


Hope, fear, and jo 


And floods 


H4 


tuous flows; 
ternate roll, 


of tran{ports whelm mz fout 
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Shall kindly ſtop my grief - exhauſted breath, 


t relief, 


i 
bu 
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Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear, 
- Unheard I mourn, unknown I 
Uafrieaded live, unpity'd die 
$ 6. Elegy in Imitation of Tibullus. 
SMOLLET. 
WHERE now are all my flatt'ring dreams of 


, 

Nan ſoul her wonted reſt: 

Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt! 
Let happy lovers fly where call, 

With feſtive fouls beguile the fleeting hour, 
Lead beauty thro* the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in love's roſeate bor. 

For me, no more I'll range th'empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgias dance around, 
Nor wander thro? the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic of the grove refound. 


I'll ſeek fome lonely church, or dreary hall, 
Where fancy paints the ghmm'ring taper blue, 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd wall, 
And ſhecte i ghoſts drink up the midnight dew : 
There, leag d with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair 
A while ia filence o'er m fate repine : . 
Then, with a long farewell to love and care, 
To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 

Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious tear 

On the cold grave where all my tforrows reſt; 


Strew vernal flow rs. applaud m love ſincere, 
sene 


$ 37. The Propagation of the Goſpel n Greenland. 
CowPER. 

APPHi See Germany ſend forth 
Her + ſons to pour it on the fartheſt north ; 


+ The Moravian Miſſionaries in Greenland. Vide Krantz. 
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And plant fucce 
On icy plains, and in eternal faows. 

Oh! bleſt within th'incloſure of your rocks, 
Nor herds have ye to boaſt, nor bleating flocks, 
No fertilizing ſtreams your fields divide, 

That ſhew revcrs'd the villas on their fide ; 

No groves have ye; no cheertul ſound of bird, 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard : 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the ſmell 

Of thoſe that walk at ev'ning where ye dwell — 
But Winter, arm'd with terrors here unknown, 
Sits abſolute on his unſhaken throne; 

Piles up his ſtores amidſt the frozen waſte, 

Aad bids the mountains he has built ſtand faſt; 
Beckons the legions of his ſtorms away 

From happier „to make your land a prey; 
Proclaims the foil a conqueſt he has won, 

And ſcorns to ſhare it with the diſtant ſun. 

— Yet Truth is yours, remote unenvy'd iſle, 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her fmile : 
The pride of letter'd ignorance, that binds 

In chains of error our accompliſh'd minds; 
That decks, with all the ſplendour of the true, 
A falſe religion, is unknown to you. 
Nature indeed vouchſafes for our delight 
The fweet viciflitudes of day and night; 
Soft airs and genial moiſture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow r, and creature 
But brighter be ams than his who fircs the ſkies 
Have rais'd at length on your admiring eyes, 
That ſhoot into your darkeſt caves the day, 
From which our nicer optics turn away. 


$ 38. Or Slavery, ant the Slave Trade. 
Cow. 
Bor ah! what wiſh can proſper, or what 


— — 


nt FP * 
| For merchants rich in cargoes of deſpair, 


Who 


Bock II. 


Who drive a loathſome traffic, gage and ſpan, 
And buy the muſcies and the bones of man 
The tender ties of fattzer, huſband, friend, 
All bonds of nature in that moment end, 
And each cadures, while yet he draws his breath, 
A firoke 20 fare) as the feyche of drach. 
The fable warrior, frantic with regret 
Of her he loves, and never can forget, 
Loſes in tears the far-receding ſhore, 
But not the thought that they muſt meet no 
more ! 

Depriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 
What has he left that he can yet forego ? 
Ves. to deep ſadneſs ſullenly reſign d, 
He feels his bodv's bondage in his mind; 
Puts off his gen'rous nature, and to ſuit 
His manners with his fate, purs on the brute. 
Oh moſt degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his beſt eſtate ! 
All other forrows virtue may endure, 
And find ſubmiſſion more than half a cure; 
Grief is itſelf a med*cine, and beftow'd 
T'improve the fortitude that bears the load; 
Th pr ng pt - 

th w are Peace. 
But — dreads it as her grave; 
Patience itſelf is meanneſs in a fave : 
Or, if the will and fov'reignty of God 
Bid ſuffer it a while and kiſs the rod, 
Wait for the i 


JAY 
ii 
I 
: 
; 
f 


7: 
Hl 
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$ 39. On Libergy, and in Praiſe of Mr. H 
Cowen. 
H. could I worſhip beneath the ſkies 
O 2 hath or fancy could 
| HCI PAR ar band, | 
no ar 
With fragant turf, and flov/rs as wild and fair 


As ever drefs'd a bank, or ſcented ſummer air, 
oy = er PEI beke 
The peep of morning ſhed a dawning light ; 
Again, when Evening in her ſober veſt 
rr 

My foul ſhould yicld the willing thanks and 


For the chief bleſſings of my faireſt days: 
Bur that were facrilege—praiſe is not thine, 
But his who gave thee, and preſerves thec mine: 
Elfe I would fay, and as I ſpake bid fly 

A caprive bird into the buundlefs ſky, 

Thas triple realm adores thee :—thou art come 
From hither, and art here at home; 
We feel thy ece os, at this hour 

Enjoy immunity from prieſtly pow'r, 
„%% 
Owns no ſuperior but the God the fears. 


rong 

too long 
Teach mercy to ten thouſand hearrs that ſhare 
The fears and hopes of a commercial care: 
Priſons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawleſs. and to puniſh guilr ; 
But ſhipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and 
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Patron of elſe the maſt dei dot men, 
Accept the ti ibute of a tranver's pen; 
Vere, like the Laurel, ts mmta me 
S; 41:14 be the guerdon of a noble deed: 
Try alarm thee, but I fear the ſhame 
(Uharny choſen as my theme and aim) ' 
I muſt incur, forgetting Howard's name. 
Bleſt with all wealth can give thee, to refign 
Joys doubly ſwect to feelings quick as thine, 

o quit the blifs thy rural ſcenes beftow, 
To ſcek a nobler amidft ſcenes of woc; ſ home, 

o traverſe ſeas, range kingdoms, and bring 
Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
Bur know !:dge—fuch as only dungeons teach 
And only ſempathy like thine could reach 
That grief, fequeſter'd from the public ſtage, 
Might ſmooth her feathers and enjo her cage, 
Speaks a divine ambition, and a =.” CIA 
Tuc boldeft patriot might be proud to feel, 
On that the voice of clamour and debate, 
Tl. at pleads for peace till it difturbs the fare, 
Were huſh'd in fayour of thy gen'rous plea, 
Tuc poor thy clients, and Heav'n's fmile thy fee 


$ 40. On Deni Happineſs as the Fricud of 
irtue, aud of the fulſe Good-nature of the Age, 
| CowPER, 


D happineſs, thou only bits 
Ot Paradiſe that has ſurviv'd the fall! 
Tho few now taſte thee unimpair'd and pure, 
Or, tatting, long enjoy thee; too infirm, - 
— tu incautious, to preſerve thy ſu ct 
/amixe with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper ſheds into thy cryſtal cup, 
Thoy art the gurſe of virtue. In thine arms 
She uniles, apptaripg, as in truth ſhe is, 
Heavgy-born, and deftin'd to the ſaics again. 
Than art not known where Pleature is ador'd, 
Tha reeling goddeſs, with the zoneleſs waiſt 
And u and'ring eyes, ſtill leaning on the arm 
A 
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- 


— 


1 


| Tharvficy are lafey. finners ps 
q IT 


Book IT, 
For thou art meek and conftant, hating change, 


And finding in the calm of truth-ty'd love 


Jovs that her ſtormy raptures never yield. 
Fortaking thee, what thipwreck have we made, 
Of honour, dignity, and fair renown, 

Till preftitution elbows us aſide 

In all our crowded ftreets, and ſenate ſcem 
Conven'd for purpoſes of empire lets, 

Than to releaſe th adultreſ From her bond ! 

Th adultrefs! what a theme for angry verte, 
What provocation to th'indignant bent 

That feels for injur'd love but I difd.an 

The nauſcous taſk to paint her as ſhe is, 

Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her thame. 

No. Let her paſs, and, chariotted along 

In guilty ſplendor, ſhake the public wars. 

The frequency of crimes has waſh'd them wie ; 
And verſe of mine thall never brand the wretch, 
V hom matrons now of character unimich'd 
And chaſte themtelres, are not aſham'd to own, 
Virtue and Vice had bound'rics in old time 

Not to be paſs'd; and ſhe that had renounc'd 
Her ſex's honour, was renounc d herſelf ._ 
By all that priz'd it; not for Prudery's fake, 
But Dignity's, reſentful of the wrong. 

"F was hard, perhaps, on here and there a waif 
Defirous to return, and not recerv'd; 


But was an wholefome rigour in the main, 


And taught thiunblemiſh's ro preſerve with care 
Thar purity, wheſe laſs was loſs of all. 

Menu too were nice of honour in thoſe davs, 
And judg*'d .ottenders well; and he that tharp'd 
And pocketted a prize by fraud obtain'd, cd 
Was mark'd ſhunn'd as odivus. He that 
His country, or was flack when the requir'd 
His-ev'ry nerve in action and at ſtretch, 

Paid with the blood that he had baſely ſpar d 
The price of his default. But now, yes, now, 
We are become to candid and fo fair, 

So lib'ral in conftruction; and fo rich 

In Chriftian charity, a -natur'd age! 


aufgrefs 


Boox II. 
Tranſgreſs what laws Well dreſs'd, 
Well ear 2 Se 
, , is 4 

To paſs us readily throꝰ ev'ry door ! 
H iſy, deteſt her as we may 

no man's hatred ever wrong'd yer yet) 
May claim this merit ſtill, that ſhe a«mirs 
The worth of what ſhe mirmcs with ſuch care, 
And thus gives virtue indirect applauſe; 
But ſhe has burnt her maſks not necded here, 
Where Vice has ſuch allowance, that her ſhifts 
And fpecious ſemblances have loſt their uſe. 


$ 41. On the Employments of what is called an 
idle Life. Cowres. 


JOWraricushis whom the world 
Calls idle, and who juſtly in return 

Eſteems that bufy world an idler too 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 

Delightful induſtry enjoy'd at home, 

And nature in her cultivated trim 

Dreſs'd to his taſte, inviting him abroad 

Can he want occupation who has theſe? 

Will he be idle who has much t'enjov? 

Me therefore, ſtudious of laborious caſe, 

Not flothful ; happy to deceive the time, 

Not waſte it; and aware that human life 

Is but a loan to be repaid with uſe, 

When he ſhall call his debtors to account, 

From whom are all our bleſſings, bus'nets hnds 

Ev'n here. While ſedulous I ſeek riimprove, 

At leaſt neglect not, or leave uncmploy'd 

The mind he gave me; driving it, tho? 

Too oft, and much impeded in its work 

By cauſes not to be divulg'd in vain, 

To its juſt point—the ſervice of mankind. 

He that attends to his interior ſelt, 

That has a heart and keeps it ; has a mind 

That hunyers, and ſupplies it; and who feeks 

A focial, not a dithpared life, | . 

Has bus neſs: feels hihnſelf cogag'd t'atchieve 


| 
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No unimportant, tho” a ſilent taſk. 
A life all rurbulence and noiſe may ſeem 
To him that leads it wiſe, and to be prais'd; _ 
But wiſdom is a pearl with moſt ſucceſs 
Sought in ſtill water, and beneath clcar ſkies, © 
He that is ever occupy'd in ſtorms, 
| Or dives not for it, or brings up inſtead, 
Vainly induſtrious, a diſgraceful prize. 


$ 42. The Poft comes in—The News-paper is 
read—The World contemplated at a Dau e. 
CowPER, 


HARE! tis the twanging horn! o'er yonder 
e 


That with its weariſome but needful length 
Beſtrides the wint'ry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwriakled face reflected bright; 

He comes, the herald of a noily world, | locks, 


With ff d boots, ftrapp'd waift, and frozen 
News from all nations lumb'ring at his back. 


True to his charge, the cloſe pack d load behind, 
Vet careleſs what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the deſtin'd inn; 

And having dropp'd th' expected bag—puſs on. 
He whiſtles as he goes, light - hearted wretch, 

| Cold and yet cheerful: meſſenger of grief 
Perhaps to thoutands, and of joy to fome z 
To him indiff rent whether grief or joy. 
Houſes in aſhes, and the fall of ſtocks, 

| Births, deaths, and marriages, epiſtles wet 
Nich tears that trickled down the writer's cheeks 


| Fatt as the periods from his flucar quill, 


Or charg d with am'rous fighs of abſent ſwains, 
Or aymphs reſponſive, equally aſſect 

| His horſe and him, unconſcious of them all. 
But oh th'im budget l uſhcr'd in 

Wich ſuch heart-ſhaking muſic, who can fay 
What are its tidings? Have our troops awak'd ! 
Or do they ill, as if with opium drugg'd, 
Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlautic wave ? 


— 


Is India free? and does ſhe wear her plum d 


Au 


* 
. 


And the loud laugh—l long to know them all; 
J burn to ſet th'impriton'd wranglers free, 


And give them voice and utt'rance once again. 
Now fiir the fire, and cloſe the ſhurrers faſt, 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the fofa round, 
And while the bubbling and loud hiſſing urn 
Throws up a ſteamy 22 and the cups, 
Thar cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 
So let us welcome peaceful ev' ning in. 
Not ſuch his ev ning whe, with ſhining face, 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and, fquecz'd 
And bor'd with elbou · points thro? both his ſides, 
Outſcolds the ranting actor on the ſtage: 
Nor his who patient ſtands till his fert throb 
And his head thumps, to fred upon the breath 
Of patriots burſting with heroic 


Or placemen, all — and 3 
This folio of four pages, 4 1 ' 
Which not ev'n —— 


uiſitive attention while 1 — 
Faſt bound in chains of ſilence, which the fair, 


Tho eloquent themſel ves, yet fear to — 
What is it but a map of buſy life, 

Its fluctuations, and its vaſt conceras ? 

Here runs the mountainous and craggy 2 
That tempts ambition. On the ſummit, ſce, 
The feals of office glitter in his eyes; 2 
He climbs, he pants, he graſps them. 

Cloſe at his heets, a demaycgue aſcends, 

And with a dext'raus jerk foon twiſts him down, 
And wins them but to looſe them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily e in ſoft 


Meanders Jubricate the courſe they take: 

The modeſt ſpeaker is aſhara'd aud griev'd 
D moment's _— and yet begs, 

a propitious ear is poor 

— trivial all that he 1 
Sweet baſbfulnefs! is claims at leaſt this praiſe, 
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| The dearth of information and gocd-fenſe 


» — 


Ti pleatant thro? the loop- 
| To peep at ſuch a world; to ſee the ſtir 
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That it foretells us, always comes to paſs. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here: 


There fureſts of no — om — 11 


In which all c 

While tields of pleaſantry — — us there, 
With merry deſcants on a nation's woes. 
The refit appears a wilderneſs of ſtrange 
Rut gav confufion—rofes for the cheeks 
And liſies for the brows of faded 


age, 
Tecth for the roothlefs, ringlets for the bald, 


| Heav'n, carth, and ocean, plunder'd of their 


Nectareous eſſences, Olympian dews, ( ſwect, 
Sermons and city feaſts, and fav'rite airs, 
ZErhereal journies, ſubmarine exploits, 

And — with his hair on S_ 

At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. 
of retreat 


Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd ; 
To hear the roar the ſends thro” all her gates 
At a ſafe diſtance, where the dying found 
Falls a ſoft murmur on th'uninjur d ear. 

Thus ſirting, and ſurveying thus at cafe 

| The globe and its concerns, I ſrem advanc'd 
To ſome ſecure and more than mortal height, 
Thar lib'rates and exempts me from them all. 
It turns ſubmitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generations : I behold 

The tumult and am ſtill. The found of war 
Has loft its rerrors ere it reaches me ; 

| Grieves, but not alarms me. I mourn the pride 
And av'rice that makes man a wolf to man; 

| Hear the faint echo of theſe brazen throats 

| Py which he ſpeaks the language of his heart, 
And figh, but never tremble at the found. 

| He travels and expatiates; as the bee 

| From flow'r to flow'r, fo he from land to land; 
| 

| 


The manners, cuſtoms, policy of all 
Pay contribution to the — — 1 
He ſucks intelligence in every cl 


| Aud ſreaioth honey of ks der reſearch 
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At his return, a rich for me. 
He travels and I roo. I tread his deck, 


Aſcend his topmaſt, thro” his peering eves 
Diſcover countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and ſhare in his eſcapes ; 
While fancy, like the finger of a clock, 
Ruas the great circuit, and is ſtill at home. 


$ 43- 4 Fragment. MALLET. 


FAIR morn aſcends : freſh zephyrs breath 
Blows lib'ral o'er yon bloom heath; 

Where ſown y, herb and flow'r, 

Of balmy ſinell, of healing pow'r, 

Their fouls in fragrant dews exhale, 

_ breathe freſh life in wy 

ere ſpreads a an ains, 
Where, 222 Silence — 
And there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 

A mountain fades into the ſky; 

While, winding round, diffus'd and deep, 
A rwer rolls with founding ſweep. 

Of human art no traces near, 

I ſeem alone with nature here ! 

Here are thy walks, O facred health 
The monarch's bliſs, the Beggar's wealth; 
The ſeas' ning of all good below, 
The fov*reign friend in joy or woe. 
O Thou, moſt courted, moſt deſpis d: 
And but in abſence duly priz's ! 
Pow'r of the ſott and roſy face! 

The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 
The fpirits, when they gayeſt thine, 
Yourh, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine ! 
O fon of life; whoſe heav*nly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 
The turbulenee of hopes and fears, 
— ftorm of fate, the cloud of years, 

ill nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in Death's calm night : 
Filed from the 'd roofs of ſtate, 
Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate; 
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| 
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Fled from the couch, where, in ſweet fleep, 
Hot Riot would his anguiſh ſteep, 
But toffes thro' the midnight thade, 
Of death, of life, alike afraid; 
For ever fled ro thady cell, 
Where Temp'rance, where the Muſes dwell; 
Thou oft art ſcen, at early dawn, 
Slow -pacing o'er the breezy lawn: 
Or on the brow of mountain high, 
In filence feaſting ear and eye, 
Wirth and which abound 
From birds and woods, and waters round, 

But when the ſun, with noon-tide ray, 
Flames forth intolerable day; 
While Heart fits fervent on the plain, 
With thirſt and in his train 

All nature fick'ning in the blaze) 
in the wild and woody maze 

That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 
Impendent from the neighd'ring ſtecp, 
Wile find betimes a calm retreat, 
Where breathing Coolnefs has her ſear. 

There, plung'd amid the ſhadows brown, 
Imagination lays him down 
Attentive, in his airy mood, 
To ev'ry murmur of the wood: 
The bee in yonder flow'ry nook, 
The chidings of the 2 
The green quiv'ring in the gale, 
The warbling hill, the lowing vale, 
The diſtant woodman's echoing ſtroke, 
The thunder of the falling oak. 
From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converte with the deal; 
Sages or poets. See, they ric ! 
And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 


Hark! Orpheus ftrikes the lyre again, 


That ſoftenꝰd favages to men: 

Lo! Socrates, the Sent of Hearn, 
To whom its moral will was giv'n. 
Fathers and Friends of human kind! 
They form'd the nations, or renn d, 
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With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight 'niag truth, adornmy art. 
Thus mukng i in the folem:. itade, 

At once the founding breeze was lu'd : 
And nature, by the unknown law, 
Stook deep wih reverential awe; 
Dumb \ilcuce grew upon the hour; 
A browner night involv'd the bou r: 
When, ung from rhe inmoſt wood, 
Apprar d fair Freedom's Gents good. 
© Freedom! o rein boon of Heaven: 
Great Charter with our being gien; 
Foc which the patriot and the fave 
Have plann'd, have bled thro? cr. age! 
High priviiege of human race, +» 
| Beyoud a mortal monarch's grace: 
Who could not give, who cannot cl m, 
What but from God immediate came! 

S* %* S 4 « « 

» & „ * + # 


6 
$ 44- Out to Evening. D.. Jos. Ware. 


AIL, mcex-ecy'd maiden, ciad in ſober grey, 
wu — approach the weary wood-man 


As homew — Kon, to kifs his prattling babes, 
Jocuad, he whittles thro' the twilight groves. 


When Phobus finks behind the gilded hills, 
You lightly o'er the miſty meadows walk, 
The drooping darfies bathe in dulcet dews, 
And nurte the nodding violet's tender ſtalk. 


The pantmg Dryads. that in day's fierce heat, 
To inmuit bow'rs and cooling caverns ran, 
R-rurn to trip in wanton ev'nmy carce 

Old Sy:ivan too returns, and laug ung Pn. 


To the deep wood the clam'rous res repair, 


Fic it frims the fwailow ofer tut wiar'cy foene ; 
An1:ti:om the theep-cote and freth-turrow died, 
SLUw plou men meet to ve cn the grecn. 


THE — EPITO ME., 
The fwain that artlefs ſings on vonder rock, 


—— 


Perhaps the reaſon makes it pleaſe 


| Which public raſte can ne'er connive at, 


| Becauſe tile think 'tis eaſy written; 


” — — 
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His ſapping ſheep and length' ning ſhadow fpies, 
Pleas'd with the cool, the calm refreſhing hour, 


And with hoarſe humming of unnumber'd flies. 


_ paſſion fleeps : defponding Love, 
nin — ever · reſtlets Pride; 

And a4 la be creeps o'er my peaceful -_ 

Anger nd mad — Lon 

O modeſt Evening! — 

A wand'ring vot'ry in thy penſive train; 

Iſt mag to ev'ry wildly-warbling note 


That fills with farewell fweet thy dark ning plain. 


S4. Epftulare Verſes to Geurge Colman, E. 
written in the Year 1786. 


Rozezrr Lrovv. 


O know, dear George, I'm none of thote 
That condefcend te write in prote: 
Lafpir'd with pathos and ſublime, 
I always foar—in doggrel rhyme, 
And ſcarce can aſk vou how you do, 
Without a jingling rhyme or two. 
Beſides, I always took delight in 
What bears the name of ealy writing: 


Is, that I find its writ with cafe. 
I vent a notion here in private, 


Which rinks no wit or judgment greater 
Than Ad- iſon and ins Spettator ; 

Who fays (it is no matrer where, 

But that he fays it I can fwear) 

With eafr verſe moſt bards arc ſimitten, 


W hereas tlie eaſier it appears, 

The greater marks of care it wears; 
Of which, to give an explanation, 
Take this by way of Hluftration: 

The fam'd Mar. Prin, i it is fad, 

Oft bit has nails and fcratch'd his head, 


And 


DIDACTIC, 


Book II. 


And chang'd a thought a hundred times, 
_ he did not like — 

o make my mcaning clcar, and e, 
In ſhort, 3 write caſy; F 
And yet, no Critic e' er defines 
His poems into labour'd lincs. 

J have a fimile will hit hun; 

Hts veric, like clothes, was made to fit him, 
Which (as no taylor c'er deny'd) 

The better fit the more they're try d. 

Tho? I have mention'd Pricr's name, 
Think not I aim at Prior's fame: 
is the refulr of admirativa, 

To tpcud irfelf in imitation ; 

If imitation may be ſaid, 

Which is in me by nature bred, 

And you have better proofs than theſe, 
That I'm idolater of Eaſe. 

Who but a madman would engage 
A Port in the preſent age? 

Write what we will, our works beſpeak us, 
Im atores, ſerdum pecus, © 

Tale, Elegy, or lofty Ode, 

We travel in the beaten road, 

The proverb ſtill ſticks cloſely by us, 

Nil dickum, quod non dittum pris. 

The only comfort that I know 

Is, that 'twas faid an age ago, 

Ere Milton foar'd in thought ſublime, 

— Pope refin'd the chink of rhyme, 

e Coleman wrote in ſtyle fo 3 
Or the great Two the — ang 
Ere I burlefqu'd the rural cit, 

Proud to hedge in my ſcraps of wit, 

And happy in the cloſe connection, 
T'acquire fone name from their reflection; 
So (the ſimilitude is trite) 

The moon ſtill ſhines with borrow d light, 
And, like the race of modern beaux, 
Ticks with the fun for her lac'd cloth-5, 

Moethinks, there is no better time 
To ſuew the uſe I make of rhyme 
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And make each puny rogue a prey, 


Than now, when I, who, from beginning, 
Was always fond of couplet - ſuning, 
Pretuming on good-nature's fcore, 
Ts lay my bantling at your door, 
The (ſt advantage which I fee 
Fs, that I ramble looſe and free: 
The bard indeed full oft complains, _ 
Thar rhymes are fetters, links, and chains; 
And, when be wants to leap the fence, 
Still keeps hum pris'ner to the ſeuſe. 
lou der in comimon- place he rage, 
P.hyme's like your fetters on the ſtage, 
Whuch when the player once hath More, 
It makes him only ſtrut the more, 
While, raving in pathetic ſtrains, : 
He ſhakes his legs to clank his chains. 
From rhvme, as from a handſome face, 
Nonſenſe acquires 2 kind of grace; 
therefore give it all its ſcope, 
That ſenſe may unperceiv'd elope : 
30 N rs of bafeſt tricks 
(T love a fling at polines) 
Amuſe the nation, court, and king, 


With breaking F—kes, and hanging Bynrg 


While they, the greater, link away. 
This ſunile perhaps would ſtrike, 
It match'd with ſomething more alike ; 
Then take it, dreſs'd a ſecond time, 
In Prior's Kale, and my Sublime. 
Say, did you never chance to mect 
A mob of people in the ſtreet, 
Ready ro give the robb'd relief. 
And all in haſte to catch a thief, 
While the fly rogue, who filch'd the prey, 
Too cloſe heſet to run away, 
Stop thief! ſtop thief ! exclaims aloud, 
And to eſcapes among the crowd ? 
So Mmifters, &c. 
O England, how I mourn thy fate! 
For ſure thy loiles now are great ; Tu 
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Two fuch what Briton can endure, | How then fhall awkward gratitude 
Minorca and the Connoiffeur ' And the preſumption of untutor'd duty 
To-day *, or ere the fun goes down, Attune my numbers, all too rude ? p. 
Will dic the C-nfor, Mr. Town ! Little he recks the mee of ſuch a foug; Tor 
= dies, hoe er takes pains to con him, Yet will I $rerch aloof, 
rr . © 
15 nat $ fave, | well-attemper*« , 
Be theſe inſcrib'd upon his grave ! Of awful Prudence foothing fell Contention, _ 
Know, Reader, that on Thurſday dy'd | Where ſhall the lincaments agree 
© The Connoiſſeur, a Suicide But in thee, Onflow ? You your wonted leave 
* Yet think not that his foul is fled, Indulge me, nor miſdeem a foldier's bold em- F. 
22 rank him mongſt the 1 | prize; 
: Howe'er defunct you fer him down, Who in the diffonance of barb'rous war, 
He's only going out of T;zvr.” * | a revifits oft the ſacred rreafures 
_ antique memory: 
| Or where fave Pindar reins his fiery car, 
$ 46. Oue + to Arthur Onflorr, Eſq. Thro? the vaſt vaults of heav'n, fecure ; 
IS goodly frame what virtue ſo approves, Or what the Attic Muſe that Homer fill'd, 


And teftihes the xthc * Her other ſon, thy Milton, taught; 
W # > | Or range the flow'ry fields of gentle Spenſer, 


She, with her ſiſter Mercy, fill awaits | And ever as I go, a!lurements vain Fa 
Beſide th eterual chrouc us Jore, Cheriſh a feeble fire, and feed my idle 
And meatures forth, with un withdraw ing hand, | Fancy: O could I once 
The bleſſings of the various ycar, Charm to their melody my ſhrilling reeds! 
Sunſhine or ſhow'r, aud chides the madding | To Henries and to Edwards old, 
tempeſt, | Dread names! I'd * faithful ſong ; 
With her the heav'n-bred nymph merk Charity Or tell what time Britannia, 
Shall faſhivg Onflow forth in faireſt dontrait; ood Whilom the faireſt daughter of old Occan, 
And with recording care: (claims. In louhiy ditarray, dull 3 
Weave the freſh Wreath that flow'ring Virtue | And faded check, wept o'er her avjcct ſons : 
But oh, what Mufe ſhall join the band 3 Till Witham, great deliverer, 
He my has fojourn'd in the facred bans, Led 8 comely — 
know hitp'ri ; eligion, matron 
. With all her kindred goddeſſes; 
Trod by 9 { Juſtice with ſteady brow, 


„ September 2oth, 17 when Mr. Towr, author of the Connoiſſeur, a periodical Effay, took leave of his 
—— — account. of — | tie , 

+ This elegant Poem was written by a gentleman well known in the learned world, as a token of grati- 
tude mr favours co: ferred vi his father during the laſt war, whoſe character he has therein aſſumed. 


Trim 
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Trim A Peace, and green hair d 


canmerce, 
In flowing veſt of thouſand hues. 
ä CES IAU | 
ott'ring weight, and threat 
cumb'rous fall; mw 
Or trace our 
oO 


Athwart the 
Fraught with had Se anda throng, 
dreadful 


As which the mater feads aghat, 
And waſting Riot ill diſſembles terror. 
How h Rhone and Ebro, erſt diſdain'd 


7 


branches ! 


| Soon mall I 
When, 


the morn [name 


The juſt memorial of fair deeds 
Still flouriſhes, and, like th'untainted foul, 
Bloſſoms in freſheſt age, above 


The weary fleſh, and Envy's rankling wound. 
Such after 
Ba 22 


in — in ev? - 
as 2 2 


his 
4 hm. . 2 Dr. Rogers. 
rati- INCE now a nobler ſcene awakes thy care, 
————————— Jeans 


With infos hands grande Px 


| 
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Where once in life's gay ſpring I lov'd to roam, 
Invites the willing Mead accept, dear 
This parting ſtrain ; accept the fervent prayer 
Of him. who loves thee with a paſſion pure 
As ever friendſhip dropp'd in human heart 
2 — 2 
1 park vous thy head 

s mcandring path, y 
May thow'r down ev'ry ebenen 'ry jPJ» LE (get 
Yer think not I will deign to flatter — : 


Which health, which virtue, and 
Shall he, the of my faith and truth, 


With vain conceit ; whoſe baſe un art 
Fawns on the vice which ſome with hand 
Have torn for ever from the bleeding breaſt. 


gentle youth, remember'ſt thou the day 
whe Ben o'er thy tender ſhoulders frſt I hung 

The golden lyre, and taught thy trembling haud 
To touch th*accordant firings * From that bleſt 
I've ſeen thee panting up the hill of fame; ¶ hour 
Thy little heart beat high with honeſt prai 
Thy cheek was fiuſh'd, and oft thy ing eye 
Shot flames of young ambition. Never quench 
That generous ardour in thy virtuous breaſt. 
Sweet is the concord of harmomous ſounds, 
When the foft lute or pealing organ ſtrikes 


| The well-attemper'd car; be tet is Eos breath 


Of honeſt love, when nymph and gentle ſwain 
Wk ao omar eh other's heart; 

But nor the concord of harmonious ſounds, 
When the ſoft lute or organ ſtrikes 
The well d ear; nor the ſweet breath 
Of honeſt love, when u and gentle ſwain 
Waft ſighs alternate to each other's heart, 

So charm with raviſhment the raptur'd ſenſe, 
As does the voice of well-deferv'd report 
— .. 
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On ex rv object thro” the giddy world Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
W hich fallion to the daz led eve preſents, Of pomp and tare, to meer thee there: 
Freſh is the gloſꝭ of newnefs; look, dear youth, | Encreafing avarice would find 
On look, hut not admire : O let not theſe I dy pretence in its gold inſhriu'd: 
Rue from thy noble heart the fair records The bold advent'rer ploughs his way 
Which youth and education planted there : Through rocks, amidſt the foaming ſea, 


Let not affection's full tnpetuous tide, 
Which riots in thy generous breaft, be check d I hou wert not in the rocks and waves : 
N ſelnſh cares: nor let the idle jeers The fitent heart which grief aſſails, 


| To gam thy love; and then perceives 
| 
Of laughing fool; make thee forget thyſelf. Treads {oft and loneforne o'er the vales, 


When didit thou hear a tender tale of woe Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 
And feel thy heait at reſt? Have I not ſeen And fees (as I have vainly done) 


In thy fwoln eye the tear of ſympathy, Amuting thought; but learns to know 
The milk of human kindneſs? When didſt thou | That Soſitude's the nurſe of woe. 
With envy rankling, hea: a rival prais d? No real tappinefs is found 

When di-iit-rhou flight the wretched? When | In trathag purple o'er the ground: 


The modeſt humble fuit of poverty? {deſpiſe | Or in a foul exalted bigh, 
Theie virtues ftii} be thine; nor ever learn To range the circuit of the ky, 
To hook with cold eye on the charities Converſe with ſtars above, and know 
Of brother, or of parents; — think on thoſe All Narure in its forms below ; 
Whoſe anxious care thro” childhood's ſhppery | The reft it ſceks, in ſeeking dies; 
path And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſes 
Suſtam'd thy feeble ſteps ; whoſe wiſh Lovely, laſting Peace, appear; 
Is wafred til] to thee: remember thoſe, This world itſelf, if rnou art here, 
Even in thy heart while memory holds her ſeat: | Is once again with Eden bleſt, 
And oft as to thy mind thou ſhalt recal And man contains it in his breaſt. 
The ſweet companions of thy earlieſt years, Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
Mares of thy ſport, and rivals in the firife | I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
Of every generous art, remember me. And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 
| Is inp 8 as they wav'd; 
. t ſeem' d as quiet place 
$ 48 _”_ 3 — PARNELL. Coafeſs d the preſence of his grace, 
- OVELY, laſting peace of mind! When thus ſhe o rule thy will, 
Sweet delight of human kind ! Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 
Hcav'nly born, and bred on | Know God—and bring thy heart to know = 
To crown the fav'rites of the ky | The joys which from religion flow : 
With more of happineſs below Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 
Than victors in a triumph know ! And Pl be there to crown the rcfi. 
Whither, O whither art thou fled, Oh! bv yonder moſfly fear, 
To lay thy meck contented head ? la my hours of ſweet retreat, 
V hat region doſt thou pleaſe Might I thus my foul employ, 
To make the feat of calms aud cale? Win ſenſc of gratirude and joy; 


5 "i ui 


I, 


Wich all the colours of delight "—_ Co 
While ſilver waters glide: along, 41 
To pleate my ear aud court my fong, Rs 
PII lift my voice and rune my firing, * 
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Rais d as ancient prophets were, ö 


In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and pray 'r, 
Plcafing all men, hurtiug none, 

Plcas'd and bleſs'd with God alone; 
Then while the gardens take my fight, 


And thee, Great Source of Nature, ſing. 
The fun that walks his airy way, 

To light the world, and give the day; 

The moon that ſhines with borrow'q light; 

The ſtars that gild the gloomy night; 

The feas that roll unnumber'd waves; -_ 

The wood that f. its ſhady leaves; 

The field, whoſe ears conceal the grain, 

The yellow treaſure of the plain; 

= COS all I fee, | 
ou , and (| me : 

They ſpeak their — i can, 

But want and aſk the man. 


Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your bufy or your vain extremes 


And find a life of equal bliſs, 
Or crown the next begun ia this. 


$ 49. An Addreſs ts Winter. Cownren. 


Of Winter ! ruler of th'inverted 4 

The icatter'd hair with fleet like athes fill'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
* a beard made white with other 


ws 
Than thoſe of age; thy forehead wrap'din clouds, 
A leaflets branch thy ſce ptre, and thy thruac _ 
A thding car indebted to no wheels, 
ut urg'd by ftorms along its flipp'ry way; 

] love thce, all unlovely as thou ſeem'ft, : | 
And dreaded as thou art. Thou hold'ſt the ſun | 
A pris*ner in the yet undawning Eaſt, 
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ö 


| 


| 


Savurt'ning his journey between morn and noon, 
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And h i £ him, impaticut of his ſtay, 
Down ps we be Weſt. But kindly ill 
Compenfating his lots with added hours 

Of ſocial converſe and inſtructive calc, 

And gathering at ſhort notice in one group 
The family dafpers'd, and fixing thought 

Not leſa difpers'd by daylight and its cares, 

I crown tlice King of intimate delights, 

Fire-fide enjoy ments, hom<-boru happinefs, 
And all the comforts that the lowly roof 

Of undiſturb'd retirement, and — hours 

Of uninterrupted evening know. 

No — wheels ſt 2 theſe gates : 
No powder'd pert proficient in the art 

Of ſounding an alarm, aſſaults theſe doors 

Tili the ſtreet rings. No ſtationary ſteeds 
Cough their own Knell, while hecdleſs of the 


The filent circle fan themſclves, and quake ; 

But here the needle plies its buſy taſk. 

The pattern grows, the well-depicted flow'r, 

Wrought patiently into the ſnowy lawn, | 

Unfolds its boſom, buds, and leaves, and ſprings, 

And curling tendrills, gracefully diſpos'd, 

Follow the nimble finger of the fair, 

A wreath that cannot fade, of flow'rs that blow 

With moſt ſucceſs when all beſides decay. 

The poet's or hiſtorian's page, by one 

Mad vocal for th'amuſement of the reſt ; 

The ſprightly lyre, whoſe treaſure of ſweet 
foun out ; 

The touch from many a trembling chord ſhakes 

And the clear voice ſymphonious, yet diſtiat, 

And in rhe charming ſtrife triumphant Gill, 

Beguile the night, and ſet a keener edge 

On female indufiry ; the threaded ſtecl 

Flies fwiftly, and unfelt the taſk procecds. 

The volume clos'd, the cuſtomary rites 

Of the laſt meal commence : a Roma meal, 

Such as the miſtreſs of the world once found 

Delicious, when her patriots of high note. 

Perhaps by mgon-light at mamas 
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And under an old oak's domeſtic ſhade 
Enjoy'd, ſpare feaſt! a radiſh and an 
Diſcourſe enſues, not trivial, yet not dull, 
Nor tuch as with a frown forbids the plav 
Of fancy, or preſcribes the ſound of mirth. 
Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 
Who deem religion frenzy, and the God 
That made them an intruder on their joys, 
Scart at his awful name, or deem his praiſe 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone 
—— * and love, 

we retrace with mem'ry's pointing wand, 
That calls the paſt to our exact 
The dangers 
The di 
Unlook'd for, life preferv'd and peace reſtor d, 
Fruits of omniputent eternal love. 
Oh evenings worthy of the Gods! exclaim'd 
"The Sabine bard. Oh evenings, | reply, 
More to be priz*d and covered than urs, 
As more illumin'd and with nobler truths, 
That I and Mine, and thoſe we love, enjoy. 


$ 50. Deſcription of a Poet. Cowrtn. 


] ENOW the mind that fecls indeed the fire 
The muſe imparts, and can command the 


* 

Acts with a force, and kmdles with 2 zeal, 
Wharc'er the theme, that others never feel. 
If human woes her foft attention claim, 


A tender fymparh vades the frame : 
She pours 2 ſenfibiliry 0 divine 
Along the nerve of ev'rv feeling line. 


Bur if a deed not tamely to be bornc, 
Fire indignation and a Late of ſcorn, 

The firings are ſwept with ſuch a pom 'r, fo loud, 
The ſtorm of muſic ſhakes thꝰaſtoniſh'd crowd. 
So when remote futurity is _ 

Before the keen enquiry of her thought, 

A terrible ſagacity informs 

The Poer's heart, he looks to diſtänt ſtorms, 
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He hcars the thunder ere the tempeſt lowrs, 

And, arm'd with firength, ſurpaſſing human 
rs, 

Scizes . —— to man, 

| And darts his foul into the Cawning plan. 

Hence, in a Roman mouth, the graceful name 

Of and of Poet was the fame ; 

| Hence Britiſh poets too the prieſthood ſhar'd, 

And ev'ry hallow'd druid was a bard. 


5 5. Great Cities, and London in particular, 
allywed their due Praiſe. COWPER. 
BVT tho' true worth and virtue, in the mild 

And genial foil of cultivated life 

| Thrive moſt, and may perhaps thrive oaly there, 
Yet not in critics oft. In proud and gay 
| And gain-devoted cities: thither flow, 
As to 2 common and moſt noiſfome ſewer, 
| The dregs and fæculence of ev'ry land, 
| In cities foul example on moſt minds 

Beets its likeneſs. Rank abundance breeds 
In groſs and pamper'd cities ſloth and Juſt, 
And wantonnets and gluttonneſs excefs. 
In cities, vice is hidden with moſt eaſe, 
Or ſeen with leaſt reproach; and virtue, taught 
| By frequent lapſe, can hope no tri there 
1 th atehie vement of ſucceſsful flight. 
1 do confeſs them nurs ries of the arts, 
| In which they flouriſh moſt; where, in the beams 
| Of warm , and in the eve 

Of public note, they reach their fize. 
Such London is, by taſte and wealth proclaim'd 
Tue faireſt capital of all the world, 
By riot and incontinence the worſt. 
There, touch'd by Reynolds, a dull blank be- 
A lucid mirror, in which Nature fees [comes 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
| Gives more than female beauty to a ſtone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips. 
Nor does the chiſſell occupy alone 


„ but the 
12 ſtyle as — 
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Each province of her art her 
With nice incifion of her guided ſtecl 

She pl a brazen field, and clothes a foil 
So ſterile with what charms ſoc er the will, | 
The richeſt ſcenery and the lovcliefſt forms. | 
Where finds philoſophy her eagle eve | 
With which ſhe gazcs at yon burning diſk 
Undazzled, and detects and counts his ſpors> | 


equal care. | 


In London. Where her implements exact, 

With which ſhe calculates, computes, and tcans, 

All diftance, motion, magnitude, and now 

Meaſures an atom, and now girds a world ? 

In London. Where has commerce tuch a mart, 

50 rich, fo throng'd, fo drain'd, and to tupply'd | 

As London, opulent, enlarg'd, and ſtill 

Increaſing London? Babylon of old 

Not more the glory of the carth, than the 

A more accomplith'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praiſe. Now mark a ipot or two 

That ſo much beauty would do well to purge; 

And ſhew this of cities, that fo fair 

May yet be „ fo witty, yet net wile. 

It is not ſeemly, nor of good 

That ſhe is flack in diſcipline : more prompt 

T'avenge than to prevent the breach of law. 

That the is rigid ia denouncing death 

On petty rubbers, and indulges lite 

212 and oft - times honor too, 

To peculators of the public gold, 

That thieves at home muſt hang ; but he that puts 

Into his overgorg'd and bloated pui le | 

The wealth of Indian provinces, eſcapes. | 

Nor is it well, nor can it come to 

Thar, and infidel contempt 

Of holy writ, ſhe has preſum'd t'annut 

And abrogate, as roundly as ihe may, 

The total ordinance and — yd 4 | 

Advaacing fathion to the 

And cent'ring all authority in modes 

And cuftoms of her own, till Sabbath rites 

Have dwindlcd into unreſpectcd forms, 

And knees and haſſocks are weil-oigh divorc'd. 


— — 


— — 
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God made the country, and man made the town, 
What wonder then that health and virtue, gifts 
That can atone make ſwert the bitter drau 
That life holds out to all, ſhould moſt aboung, 
And lcaft be threaten'd in the fields and groves ? 
Polſets ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and fedans, know no farigue 
But that of idlenefs, and taſte no {cones 


But fuch as art contrives, poſſets ye Will 


Y our element; there only ye can ſhine ; 

There only minds like yours can do harm. 

Our groves were planted to confole at noon 

Fac penſive wand'rer in their ſhades. At eve 
The nwon-beam, fliding ftly in between | 
Tuc flecping leaves, is all the light they wiſh, 
Birds warbling all the muſic. We can ſpare 
The ſplendour of your lamps ; they but eclipſe 
Our fofter fatelhte. Your fongs confound 

Our more harmonious notes. The thruſh departs 


| Scar'd, and th'offended nightingale is mute: 


There is a public miſcluef in vour mirth, 

It plagues your country. Folly ſuch as vours, 
Grac'd with a fword, and worthicr of a fan, 
Has male, which enemies could nur have dove, 
Our arch of empire, tted*att but for you, 

A mutilated ftructury lon to fall. 


$ 52. The Wait of Dilcipline in the Enclifh 
Univerſities. COWPER. 


FF colleges ane halls in ancient davs, - 
When lcarmug, virtue, piety, aud truth, 

Were ious and inculcated with care, 

There dwelt a fage call'd Diſcipline. His head 

Not yet by Time compictely ſuver'd o'er, 

Belpoke him pit the tounds of freakith youth, 

But ſtrong fur ſervice ſtill, and unimpair'd. 

His eve was meck and gentle, and a tinile 

Play'd on his lips, and in his fpeech was heard 

Pateraal fweetnef:, dignity, an . love. 

The occupation dearcf? te his ienrt 

Was to encourage good het, the would firoke 
TB. 
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The head of modeſt and ingenuous worth 

That biuſh'd at its own praife, and preſs the 
youth grew, 

Cloſe to his fide that pleas'd him. Learning 

Beneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant; 

The mind was welt inform'd, the pathiouns held 

Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 

If cer it chage'd, as ſometimes chance it muſt, 

That one among fo many overleap'd 

The limits of controul, his gentle eve 

Grew ftern, and darted a ſevere rebuke; 

His frown was full of terror, and liis voice 

Shook the delinquent with fuch fits of awe, 

As left him not, till penitence had won 

Loft favour back again, and clos'd the breach. 

But Diſcipline, a faithful ſervant long, 

Declin'd at length into the vale of years: 

A palty ſtruck his arm, his fparkling eye 

Was quench'd in rheums of age, his voice un- 
ſtrung, 

Grew — and mov 'd deriſion more 

Than rev 'rence in perverſe reballious youth. 

So colleges and halls neglected much 

Their good old friend; and Diſcipline at length, 

O'erlook d and unemploy'd, fell ick and died. 

Then Study languiſh'd, Emulation flept, 

And Virtue fled. The ſchools became a ſcene 

Of folemn farce, where Ignorance in ſtilts, 

His cap well lin'd with logic not his own, 

Wich parrot-toague perform'd the Scholar's part, 

Proceeding foon a graduated Dunce. 

Then Compromiſe had place, and Scrutiny 

Became ſione- blind, Precedence went in truck, 

And he was competent whoſe purſe was fo. 

A ditto!urion of all bonds entu'd ; 

The curbs invented for the mulci;h mouth 

Of headitrong youth were broken; bars and bolts 

Grew ruſiy by diſuſe, and maſſy gates 

Forgot their office, op'ning with a touch; 
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| 


| 
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Till gowns at length are found mere maſquerade; 
The taſſel'd cap and the fpruce band a jeſt, 

A mock'ry of the world. What need of theſe 
For zameſters, jockies, brothellers impure, 
Spendthrift;, anc! hoored ſportſinen, oftener ſcen 
With belted waift and porters at their heels, 
Than in the bounds of duty > What was learn'd, 
If aught was learn'd in childhood is forgot; 
And ſuch expence as piackes parents blue, 

And mortifies the hb'ral hand ot love, 

I; fquander'd in pur ſuit of idle (ports 

And vicious — — duvs the boy à name 


That fits a ſtigma on his father's houſe, 


And clcaves through life inſeparabiy cloſe 

To him that wears it. What can after- 

Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 
The lewd vain world that muſt receive him foon, 
Add to ſuch erudition thus acquir'd, 

Where ſcience and where virtue are profeſs'd 2 
Ther may confirm his habits, river faſt 

His folly, but to ſpoil him is a raſk 

That bids defiance to th*united pow'rs 

Ot faſhiun, ditfipation, taverns, ſtews, 

Now, blame we moſt the nuriling or the nurſe ? 
The children crook'd, and twiſted, and deform'd 
Through want of carc, or ker whoſe winking eve 
And ilumb'ring oſcitancy mars the brood 
The nurſe no doubt, Regardleis of her charge, 
She nceds herſelf correction; necds to learn 
That it is dang'rous ſporting with the world, 
Witti things fo facred as a nation's truſt, 

The nurture of her youth, her deareſt pledge. 


$ 5:3. Ad Amicos. f. R. WEsT. 


ES, happy youths, oa Camus! ſedgy file 
Y \ ou feel each joy that friendſhip can dride; 


Each realm of ſcience and of art explore, 
An4 with the ancient blend the modern lore. 


+ Almost al! Tibultus's Elegy is imitated in this little piece, from whence his tranfStion to Mr. Pope's 
letter s very ata commT's, aud beſpeaks a degree of judgment much beyond Mr. Weſt's years. 


Studious 


— 
* 
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Studious alone to learn whateꝰ er may tend 
To raiſe the genius, or the heart to mend; 
Now plecas'd along the cloiſter d walk you rove, 
And trace the verdant mazes of the grove, 
Where focial oft, and oft alune, ye chuſe 
To catch the zephvr, and to court the Muſe. 
Meantime at me ( while all devoid of art 
Thete lines give back the image of my heart) 
At me the pow'r that comes or foon or late, 
Or aims, or ſcems to aim, the dart of tate, 
From you remote, methinks, alone I ftand, 
Like ſome fad exile in a deſart land: 
Around no friends their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, — and mix their heart with 
mine. 

Or real pains, or thoſe which fancy railc, — 
For ever blot the ſunſhine of my days; 
To ſickneſs ſtill, and fill to grief a prev, 
Wealth turns from me her rofy face away. 

Juſt Heav'n! — what fin, ere life begins to 

bloom,— 

Devotes my hcad untimely to the tomb ; 
Did c'er this hand a inſt a brother's life [Knife 
Drug the dire bowl, — or point the murd'rous 
Did c' er this tongue the ſlandꝰrer's tale proclaim, 
Or madly violate my Maker's name ? 
Did e'er this heart betray a friend or foe, 
Or know a thought but all the world might 
A; yet juſt ſtarted from the liſts of time, | know? 
My growing years have ſcarcely told their prime; 
Uiclets, as yct, through life I've idly run, 
No pleaſures taſted, and few dunes done. 
Ah, hd, ere autumn's mellowing ſuns appear, 
Would pluck the promiſe of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray, 
Tear the crude cluſter from the mourning ſpray? 
dtern power of Fate, whoſe ebon- ſceptre rules 
The Stygian de ſarts and Cimmerian pools, 
Forbear, nor raſlily ſmite my youthtul hcart, 
A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 
Ah, ſtay till age ſhall blaſt my withering face, 
Shake in my head, and falter in my pace; 


DIDAC TIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


_— 


| 


167 


| Then aim the ſhaft, then meditate the blow, 


And to the dead mv willing ſhade ſhall go. 
How weak is Man to Reafon's judging eye! 

Born in this moment, in the next we die ; 

Part mortal clay, and part ethereal fire, 

Too proud to creep, too humble to aſpire. 

In vain our plans of happinets we raiſe, 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praiſe ; 

Wealth, lincage, honors, conqueſt, or a throne, 

Are what the wile would fear to call their own. 


Hcalthi is at beſt a vain precarious thing, 


And fair-fac'd youth is ever on the wing: 
'Tis like the ſtream, beſide whoſe wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow'ry head ; 
Nurs'd by the wave the ſpreading branches rife, 
Shade all the ground, and flouriſh to the ics ; 
The waves the while bencath in ſecret flow, 
And uadermine the hollow bank below: 
Wide and more wide the waters urge their way, 
Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey. 
Too late the plant bewails his fooliſh pride, 
And taks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 

But why repine, does life deſerve my figh ! 
Few will lament my loſs whene'er I di 
For thoſe, the wretches I deſpiſe or hate, 
I neither envy nor regard thear fate. | ſpread 
For me, whene'er all - conquering thal 
His wings around my unrepininy head, 
care not, though this face be ſcen no more, 
The world will pats as cheerful as before ; 
Bright as before the day-ftar will appear, 
The helds as verdant, and the ſkics as clear; 
Nor ftorms nor comets will my doom declare, 
Nor figns on earth, nor portents in the air; 
Unkaown and ſilent willdepare my breath, 
Nor nature cet take notice of my death. 
Yer fome there ate (ere ſpent my vital davs) 
Withaa whole breafts my toinb i with to rate ; 


Lov'd in my life, lameuted ia my end, [mend 
Their praiſe would crown me, as their precepts, 
To them may thete fond lines my name endcar, 
Not from the Poct, but tie Friend ſiucete. 


Hoch 
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$ <4. Happy the Freedom of the Man whom 
Grace makes frer— i,: rei of the Works of 
God — Addreſs to the Creator. CowrkR. 


H the freeman whom the truth makes free. 
And all are flaves beſide. There's not a chain 
That helliſh foes confed' rate for his harm 

Can wind around him, but he caſts it off 

With as much cafe as Samſon his green withes. 
He looks abroad into the varied ficld 

Of Nature, and tho“ poor, perhaps, compar'd 
With thoſe whoſe manſions glitter in his ſiglit, 
Calls the dehghtful fcenerv all his own. 

His are the mountains, and the vallies his, 

And the refplendent rivers; his t' enjoy 

With a icty that none can feel, 

But who with filial conſidence intpir'd, 

Can lift to Heav'n an unpreſumptuous eve, 
And ſmiling fay—My Father made them, all: 
Are they not his by a peculiar right; 

And by an emphaſis of int'reft his, 

Wnoſe eye they fill with tears of holy joy, 
Whoſe heart with praiſe, and whoſe exalted mind 
With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That d, and built, and ſtill upholds a world, 
So cloth'd with beauty, for rebellious man ? 
Yesz—yc may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded foal, 4 ye may waſte much good 
In ſenſeleſs riot; but ye will nut nin 

In feaſt or in the chace, in long or dance, 

A liberty like his, who, unimpeach'd 

Ot jon, and to no man's wrong, 

nature as his Father's work, 

And has a richer uſe of vours than vou. 

He is indeed a freeman free by birth 

Of no mean city, plann d or ere the hills 

Were built, the fountains open'd, or the ſca 
With all his roaring multitude of waves, 

His freedom is the tame in ev'ry ſtate, 

And no condition of this chanyefu! life, 

So manifuld in cares, whoſe ev'ry day 

Brings its owa evil with it, makes it lc: 
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For he has wings that neither fickneſs, pain, 
Nor penurv, can eri or confihe ; 
No nook fo narrow but hc fpreads them there 
With cafe, and is at large. Th effor holds 
His body bouad, but knows not what a range 
His ſpirit takes, unconſcious of a chain ; 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt, 
Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwel!;, 
Acquaint thyſelf with God; if thou wouldft tatte 
His works. Admitted once to his embracc, 
Thou ſhalt perceive that thou waſt blind before; 
Thine eve thall be inſtructed, and thine heart, 
Made pure, ſhall reliſh with divine delight, 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wrouꝑpht. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces ptonc, 
And eyes intent upon the ſcanty herb 
It yields them, or recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate heedleſs of rhe ſcene outipread 
Bencath, beyond, and ftretching far away 
From inland regions to the diſtant main. 
Man views it and admires, but reſts content 
With what he views. The landſcape has his 
praiſe ; 
Bur not its Author! Unconcern'd who form'd 
The paradiſe he ſecs, he finds it ſuch, 
And ſuch well pleas'd to find it, aſks no more. 
* mind that has been touch'd from 
cav” 
And in the ſchool of ſacred wiſdom taught 
To read his wonders, — in whoſe ht the 
Fair as it is, exiſtcd ere it was: world, 
Not for its own fake merely, but for his 
Much more who faſhion'd it, he gives it praiſe; 
Praife that, from earth reſulting as it ought, 
To earth's acknow ledg'd Sovereign, tinds at once 
Irs only juſt proprietor in Him. 
fout that fees him, or receives ſublim'd 

w faculties, or learns at lcaſt, employ 
More worthily the powers ſhe own'd before, 
Diſcerns is all things, wilat with ſtupid gaze 
Of ignorance till then the overlook'd, 
A ray of heav'nly light gilding all forms 


Terreſtrial. 
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Terrefirial, in the vaſt and the minute, 

The unambiguous of the God 

Who gives its luſtre to an inſect's wing, 

And wheels his throne the rolling worlds. 
Much converſant with Heav'n, ſhe often holds 
With thoſe fair miniſters of e to man, 

That fill the ſkies nightly with ſilent pomp, 
$weet conference; enquires what ſtrains were they 
With which Hear'n rang, — when ev'ry ſtar in 
To the new-created earth, {haſte 
Sent forth a voice, and all the ſons of God 
Shouted for joy—** Tell me, ye ſhining hoſts, 
That navigate a fea, that knows no ſtot ins 
Beneath a vault unſully'd with a cloud, 

If from your elevation, whence ye view 

« Diſtinftly ſcenes inviſible to man, 

« And of whoſe birth no tidings yet 
—— — 3. Ataar4 
« Favour'd as ours, tranſgreſſors from the womb, 
grave, yer 
a brighter heav'n than yours ? 
As ene who, long detzin'd on foreign ſhores 
Pants to return, and when he ſees afar [rocks 


Ordain'd to guide th embodied ſpirit home 

From toilſome life to never-ending reſt. 

Love kindles as I gaze. I feel defires 

That give aſſurance of their own ſucceſs, 

And infus'd from heav'n, mult thither 
' (S »” 


So reads he nature whom the lamp of truth 
luminates; thy myſterious word ! 
hich whoſo fees no longer wanders loft, 

th inteliefts bemaꝛ d, in endleſs doubt, 

at runs the road of wiſdom. Thou haſt built, 
ith means that were not till by thee employ'd, 
orlds that had never been, hadit thou in ſtrengih 
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Been leſs, or leſi benevolent than firong. 
They are thy wirricties, who tpcak thy pow'r 
And goodne!> infinite, but ſpeak in cars 
That hear not, or receive not their report. 
In vain thy creatures tellify of thee 
| Till thou proclaim thyſcif. Theirs is indeed 

A teaching voice ; but tis the praiſe of thine, 
That whom it teaches it makes prowpt to learn, 
And with the boon gives talents for its uſe. 
Till thou art heard, rnavinations vain 
Poſſeſs the heart, and fables falſe as hell, 
Vet deem d oraculir, lure down to dcath 
| The uninform'd and hcedlefs ſors of men. 
bd — blind chance, ourſelves as 

oy 


* X 
The glory of thy work, which vet appears 
Perfect and — of blame, 
Challenging human fcrutiny, and prov'd 
Thea ſkilful moſt when moſt feverely jude'd, 
But chance is not or is not where thou reignꝰſt: 
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow'r 
(If pow'r ſhe be that works but to confound 
| To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 
Vet thus we doat, refuſing while we can 
Inſtruction, and inventing to ourſelves 
Gods fuch as guilt makes welcome, —Gods that 
Or difregard our follies, or tliat fir [ tleep 
Amus'd tpeCtators of this buſtling ſtage. 
Thee we reject, unable to abide 
| Thy purity, till pure as thou act pure, 
Made fuch bv thee, we love thee for that cauſe 
For which we ſhunn'd and hated thee before. 


Then we are free: then liberty like day 


Breaks on the ſoul, and by a flaſk from Heav'n 

| Fires all rhe faculties with glorious jor, 

| A voice is heard that mortal cars hear not 

| Till 1 touch'd then: — 'tis tlie voice of 
* 

A loud Hofanna ſent from all thy works, 

Which he that hears it with a ſhout repeats, 

And adds his rapture to the gen'ral praiſe. 
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Her veil opake, diſcloſes with a ſmile 

The Author of hcr beaurics, who, retir'd 
Behind his own ercation, works unſcen 

By the impure, and hears his pow'r deny'd. 
Thau art the fource and centre of all minds, 
Their caly point of reft, Eternal Word 

From thee, departing, they are loft, and rove 
At random, wihout honor, hope, or peace. 
From tlice is all that ſonthes the life of man, 
His high endeavour, and his glad fucceſs, 

His ſtrengthi tu fuffer, and his will to ferve. 
But, oh ! thou bounteous Giver of all good, 
Thou art of all thy gifts thyſelt the crown | 
Give what thou canlt, without rhee we are poor, 
And with thee rich, take what thou wilt awav. 


$ 55. That Philoſophy which flops at Secondary 
Canſes, reproved. COWPER. 

Harry the man who ſecs a God employ d 
In ail the good and ill that chequer lite 

Retolvins all events, with their effects 

And manifold reſults, into the will 

And arbitration wite of the Supreme. 

Did not his eve rule all things, and intend 

The leaſt of our concerns (ſince from the icaſt 

The greateſt oft originate) could chance 

Fiad place in his dominion, or diſpoſe 

One }awlets particle to thwart his plan, 

Then God might be furpris'd, an unforeſcen 

Contingence might alarm him, and diſturb 

The ſmooth and equal courſe of his affairs. 

This truth, philoſophy, though eagle-eyed 

In nature's tendencies, oft overlooks, 

And having found his inſtrument, forgets 

Or G:{rcgards, or, more prefumptuous itill, 

Denics the pow 'r that wields it. God proclaims 

His hot diſſleaſure againſt fooliſh men 

That live an atheiſt life; involves the heav'n 

In tempeſts ; quits his graſp upon the winds, 

And gives them all their fury; bids a plague 

Kindle a ucry bile upon the Kin, 
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Than a capacious refervoir of means 


Of ancient growth, make muſic nut unlike 


Boox II. 


And purrify the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for famine, —and thc meagre fiend 

__ mildew _ _ — rivell'd lips, 
taints the n car: ſprings his mincs, 

And de ſolates = nation at a blaft. 

Forth ſteps the ſpruce philoſopher, and tells 

Ot homogeneal and diſcordant fprings 

And principles; of cauſes, how they work 

By ncceflary laws their fare effetts ; 

Ot action and re-attion. He has found 

The fource of the diſcaſe that Nature feels, 

And bids rhe world take heart and baniſh fear, 

Thou foot ! will thy diſcovery of the caute 

Sufpend th'etteft or heal it? Has not God 

Sul G_—_ by means ſince fixtt he made the 

world ? 
And did he not of old employ his means 
To drown it> What is his creation leſs 


Form'd for his uſe, and ready at his will ? 
Go, drets thine eyes with eve-falve, aſk of hin 
Or atk of whomloever he has taught. 

And learn, tho” late, the genuine cauſe of all. 


$ 56. Rural! Sounds as ce as C, drlig 


Cowrz 
NE 


rural ſights alone, but rural ſounds 
Exhilirate the ſpirit, and reſtore 

The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds, 
That tweep the ſkirt of fore far · iprrading we 


The daſh of occan on his winding thore, 
And lull the fpirit while they fill the mind, 
Unnumber'd branches waving in the blaſt, 
And all their leaves faſt flutt ring, all at once, 
Nor lefs compofure waits upon the roar 

Of diſtant floods, or on the ſofter voice 

Of nerghb'riug fountains, or of ritls that flip 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they 
Upon looſe loſe themſclvcs at length 
* et 
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Betrays the ſecret of their ſilent courſe. | Between ſupporters; and, once ſeated, fit, 
Nature inanimate employs fweet ſounds, Through downright inability to riſe, 

But animated nature fweeter ſtill, | Till the ſtout bearers lift the corp!e again. 

To ſooch and ſatisfy the human car. | Thele ſpeak a loud memento. Yet e. en theſe 


Ten thouſand warblers cheer the dav, and one 
The live-long night: — nor theſe alone, whoſe 
Nice d art muſt emulate in vain, notes 
But cawing rooks, and kites that ſwim ſublime 
In ſtill repeated circles, ſcreaming loud, 

The jay, the pie, and een the buding owl 

That hails the rifing moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmoniaus in themſelves and harth, 
Vet heard in ſcenes where peace for ever reigns, 
And oaly there, pleate highly for their fake. 


57. The Weariſomeneſs of what is common:y 
called a Life of Pleaſure. CowP «= r. 


FHE ſpleen is ſeldom felt where Flora reigns; 
The lowring eye, the petulance, the frown, 
And ſullen ſadneſs that o'erſhade, diſtort 

And mar the face of beauty, when no cauſe 

For ſuch immeaſurable woe appears ; 

Theſe Flora baniſhes, and gives the fair [own. 
Sweet ſmiles and bloom, leſs tranſient than her 
ye oe ny ſtale 

And taſteleis e repeated joys, _ 
That and fatiates, and makes languid life 
A pedlar's pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health ſuffers, and the ſpirits ebb; the heart 
Recoils from its own choice at the full tcaft 
Is famiſh'd—finds no muſic in the ſong, 

No fmarrneſs in the jeſt, and wonders why. 


Though halt and w 


To deal and ſhuffle, to divide and fort 

Her mingled ſuits and fequeaces, and firs 

Speftatreſs both and ſpectacle, a fad 

And fileat cypher, while her proxy plays. 
dragg's into the crowded rogm 


Themlclves lore life, and cling to it, as he 
That overhang: a torrent to a twig, 
They love it, and vet loathe it; fear to die, 
Yet ſcorn the purpoſes for which they live. 
Then wherefore not renounce them? No—the 
dread, 

The flavilh dread of ſolitude that breeds 
Reflection and remorte, the fear of frame, 
And their invet'rate habits, all forb.d. 

Whom call we gay? Tha honor has been long 
The boaſt of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay 
That dries his feathers, ſaturate with dew, 
Bencath the roſy cloud, while yet the beams 
Ot day-fpring overihoot his humble neft. 
The peaſant too, a witneſs of his ſong, 
Himtelt 2 ſongſter, is as gay as he. 
But fave me from the gaiety of thoſe 
Whote head-achs nail them to a noon-· day bed; 
An fave me too from theirs whole haggard eyes 
Flath deſperation, and betray their pangs 
For property ftripp'd off by cruel chance 
From gaiery that fills the bones with pan, 
The mouth with blaſphemy, the heart with woe. 


$ 58. Satirical Review of our Trips to France. 
CowPER. 


NOV hoift the ſail, and let the ſtreamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes; ftrew rhe deck 


Wich lavendar, and ſprinkle liquid ſw-ets, 


Thar no rude favour maritime invade 

The noſe of nice nobility. Breathe foft, 

Ye clarionets, and ſofter ſtill ye lures, 

Thar winds and waters, lull'd by magic ſounds, 

Mas bear us {moothly to the Gailic ihore. 

True, we have loft an empire—!cr it puts. 

True, we may thank the pertidy of France. 
12 Thar 
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That pick d the jewel out of Englaad's crown, 
With all the cunning of an envious ſhrew. 

And let that pa tu as but a trick of ſtate. 

A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
Forgets, in peace, the injuries of war, 

And gives his direft foe a friend's embrace. 
And, ſhanr'd as we have been, to the very beard 
Brav'd and defy'd, and in our own ſca prov'd 
Too weak for thoſe decifive blows, that once 
Inſur'd us maſt'ry there, we vet retain 

Some ſmall pre-cminence ; we juſtly boaſt 

Ar leaft ſuperior jockey ſhip, and claim 

The honors of the turf as all our own. 

Go then, well worthy of the praiſe ye ſeck, 
And ſhow the fame ve might conceal at home, 
In forcign eyes! be grooms, and win the plate, 
Whcre once your nobler won a crown ! 


$ 59. Imitations of Horace. Pork. 
EPISTLE VIL 
Iriitated in tie manner of Dr. Swift. 
TI tune, my Lord, I gave my word 
F would be with you, June the third; 
Chang'd it ro Auguſt, and in ſhort, 
Have kept it—as you do at court. 
You humour me when I am fick, 
Why not when I am ſplenetic: 
In town, what objects could I meet ? 
The thops ſhut up in ev'ry ſtreet, 
And fun'rals biacKning all the doors, 
And yet more melancholy whores ! 
And what a duſt in ev'ry place! 
And a thin court that want; your face, 
And fev-rs raging up and down, 
And W and A“ both in town ! 
The dog-days are no more the caſc. 
"Tis true, but winter comes apace : 
Then ſouthward let your bard retire, 
Hoid out ſome months twixt fun aud fire, 
And you ſhall fee the firſt warm weather, 
Me and the butterflies together. 
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My Lord, your favours well I know, 
'Tis with diſtinction you beſtow ; 
And not to ev'ry one that comes, * 
Juſt as a Scotiman does his plums. 
Pray take them, 5 a feaſt: 
* Eat ſome, and pocket up the reſt 
What, rob your boys? thoſe pretty 
No, Sir, vou'll leave them to the hogs.” 
Thus fools with compliments beficye ye, 


Contriving never to oblige ye. 


Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Ingratitude's the certain crop; 
And 'tis but juſt, PII tell you wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for. 
A wite man always is or ſhou'd 
Be mighty ready to do good; 
But makes a diff rence in his thought 
Berwixt a guinea and a groat. 
Now this III fay, you'll find in me 
A ſafe companion, an&a free; 
But if vou'd have me alwavs ncar— 
A word, pray, m vour Honour's ear : 
I hope it is your refolution 
To give me back my conſtitution ! 
The ſprightly wit, the lively eve, 
Th'engaying fmile, the gaietv, 
That laugh'd down many a ſummer ſun, 
And kept you up fo oft till one : 
And all that voluntary vein, 
As when Belinda rais'd my ftrain. 
A weazel once made ſhitt to fhak 
In at a corn-loft thro? a chink ; 
But having amply ſtuff d his ſkin, 
Could not get out as he got in : 
Which one belonging to the houſe 
(Tas not a man, it was a moutc) 
Obſerving, cry'd, © You 'tcape not fo, 
* L.caa as you came, Sir, you mutt go,? 
Sir, you may ſpare your application, 
I'm no ſuch beatt, nor his relation; 
Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with ortolans. 
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Extremely ready to reſign 

All that may make me none of mine. 

South-Sea ſubſcriptions take who pleaſe, 

Leave me but liberty and caſe: 

'Twas what I faid to Craggs and Child, 

Who prais'd my modefty, and fmil'd. 

Give me, I cry'd (cnough for me) 

My bread, and independency ! 

So bought an annual-rent or two, 

And liv'd—juft as you fee I do; 

Near fifty, and without a wife, 

I rruſt that ſinking fund, my life. 

Can I retrench? Yes, mighty well, 

Shrink back to my paternal cell, 

A little houſe, with trees a row, 

And, like its maſter, very low. 

There dy'd my father, no man's debtor ; 

And there I'Il die, nor worſe nor better. 
To ſet this matter full before ye, 

Our old friend Swift will tell his tory. 
Harley, the nation's great ſupport,” — 

But you may read it, I ftop ſhort. 


SATIRE VL 
Tie firft part imitated in the year 1714, by Dr. 
Swift; the latter part added afterwards. 


A terras-walk, and have a rood 


Of land, fer out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, 
I aſk not to increafe my fore ; 
* But here a gri ſeems to lic, 

All this is mine but till I dic; 
can't but think twould found more clever, 
—— 2 — 

If I neter got or loſt a groat 
by dowde an bow 
i if I pray by reaſon's rules, 
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* As thus: Vouchſafe, oh gracious Maker ! 

To grant me this and t'other acre : 

Or if it be thy will and pleature, 

„Direct my plough to tind a treaſure:” 

But only what my ſtation fits, 

* And to be kept in my right wits: 

* Preferve, Almighty Providence ! 

| © Juſt what you = me, competence : 
And let me in theſe ſhades compole 

* Something in verſe as true as proſe; 

Remo d from all thiambitious ſcene, 

Nor puff'd by pride, nor ſunk by ſpleen.“ 

In — I'm perfectly content, 

Let me but live on this nde Trent; 

Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 

To ſpend fix months with ftatclinen here. 

I muſt by all means come to town, 

'Tis for the ſervice of the Crown. 
Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe; 

« Send for him up, take no excuſe.” 
The toil, the danger of the ſeas, 
Great Miniſters ne'er think of theſe; 
Or let it coſt five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money's found ; 
It is — 2 

And that they neꝰ er conſider d vet. 

Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
Let my Lord know you're come to town.“ 
I hurry me in haſte away, 

Not thinking it is levee-day ; 

And find his Honour in a 

| Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 

| Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How ſhould I thruſt myſelf between? 
Some wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, 

And, ning, whiſpers to the next, 

„ thought the Dean had been too proud 

To joſtle here among a crowd.” 

Another, in a ſurly tit, 
Tells me I have more zeal than wit: 
So eager to expreſs your love, 


— 


| «© You ne'er conſider whom you ſhove, 


I 3 | « But 
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« Bur rudely preſs before a Duke.” 
T own I'm pl-28'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly, meant to ſhow 
What I defire the world ſhould know. 
I get a whiſper, and withdraw; 
Wh-n twenty fools I never ſaw 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 
Defirns I would frand their friend. 
This humbly offers ne his cafe— 
Tha: begs my intꝰ'reſt for a place— 
A hundred other mens affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. 
% To-morrow my appeal comes on; 
a Without your help the caute is gone" 
The Duke expects my Lord and you 
About ſoume great affairs, at two 
« Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, 
« To get my warrant quickly ſign'd: 
« C er, "tis my firſt requeſt,” — 
Be ſatisfv'd, Fl do my bed: 
Then preſently he falls to teize, 
« You may for certain, if von pleaſe; 
« doubt not, if his Lordſhip knew— 
% And. Mr. Dean, one word from ycu—“ 
Tis (let me tee) three years and more, 
(October next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firſt attend, 
And choſe me for an humble friend; 
Would rake me in his ccach to chat, 
Aud queſtion me of this and rhat; 
As. What's o'clock ?* and, How's the wind: 
* Whoſe cha:ior's that we left behind? 
Or graveiy try to rea the lines 
Writ underneath the country ſigns; 
Or, Have you nothing new ro-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?” 
Such tattie often entertains 
My Lord and me as far as Staines ; 
As once a week we travel down 
To Wiadſor, and again to Town ; 
Where all that patles inter nos 


Might be proclaim'd at Charing · Croſs. 
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vonder what ſome people mean; 


On, couid I ſce my country-ſeat ! 
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Vet ſome I know with envy ſwell, 
Becauſe — y of 4-5 
« How think you of our friend the Dean ? 


« My Lord and he are grown fo great, 
« Always her tete-u- tete. 
What, they admire him for his jokes 
« See bur the fortune of ſome folks l. 
There flies about a ſtrange report 
Of ſome expreſs arriv'd at court : 
Pm ſtopp'd br all the fools I meet, 
And catechis d in ev'ry ſtreet. 
« You, ir. Dean, frequent the great; 
Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 
« Or do the prints and papers he?” 
Faith, Sir, vou know as much as I. 
* Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeſt ? 
Tie now no — — proteſt 
'Tis one ro me—“ 'T hen tell us, pray, 
« When are the troops to have their pay ?” 
And, tho? I folemnly declare 
I kao no more than my Lord Mayor, 
They ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloſeſt mortal ever known. 

Thus, in a fea of folly toft, 
My choiceſt hours of life art loſt; 
Vet alwavs wiſhing to retreat, 


There, leamug near a gentle brook, 
Sleep. or peruic fome ancient book ; 
And there in ſwcet oblivion drown 
Tholec cares that haunt the court and town. 
O charming noons, and nights divine ! 
Or when I ſep, ar when I dine, 

My friends above, m folks below, 
Charting aud laugliing all a-row ; 

The beans and bacon ter before em, 
The grace cup erw d vnn all decorum: 
Each wil ing to be pleas: +, and pleaſe, 
And ev'a the verv dog at eaſe! 

Here no man prates of »ile things, 
How thus or that Italian fings, 


A neigh- 
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A neighbour's madneſs, or his 

Or what's in either of the — ow 

But ſome much more our concern, 
And quite a | not to learn: 

Which is the happier, or the wiſer, 

A man of merit, or a miſer ? 

Whether we ought to chooſe our friends 
For their own worth, or our own ends ? 

What good, or better, we may call? 


And what, the very beſt of all? 

Our friend Dan Prior tuld (you know) 
A tale extremely a-propes : 
Name a town-life, and in a trice, 


He had a ftory of two mice.— 

Once on a time, fo runs the fable, 

A country mouſe, right hoſpitable, 

Receiv'd a rown-moufe at his board, 

en 
A frugal mouſe, upon the whole, 

Yet lov'd his friend, and had a ſoul; 

Knew what was handſome, and would do'r, 

On juſt occaſion, conte qui counte. 

He brought him bacon (nothi — 4 

Pudding that might have pleas Aa dean 

Cheeſe, ſuch as men in > qty 

But wiſh'd it Stilton for his fake; 

Yer, to his gueſt thu” no way ff 

He eat himſelf the rind and paring. 

Our courtier ſcarce would touch a bit, 

But ſhow'd his mg and his wit; 

He did his beſt to ſeem to cat, 

And cry'd, © I row you're mighty neat. 

« But lord, my friend, this favage ſcene ! 

« For God's fake, ende, and live with men: 

« Conſider, mice, hike men. muſt die, 

« Both ſmall and „boch you and I; 
Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport.— 

This doctrine, friend, I lcarn d at court.” 
The verieſt hermit in the nation 

May vield, God knows, to ftrong temptation. 

Away they come, thro” thick and thin, 

To a tall houſe near Lincoln's Inn: 


— 


— — 
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A Gre, Vane! let me, let me reſt ! 
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"Twas on the 
When all their —＋ 

Behold the place, - if a _ 
Shin'd iu defcription, he might thow it; 
Tell how the moon-beam trembling falls, 
And tips with filver all the walls; 
Palladian walls, Venctian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco — 
Bur let it, in a word, be faid, 
The moon was up, and men a bad, 


The napkias white, the car 
The gueſts withdrawn, babies th the treat, 
„ ete-a-te te. 


And down the mice fat 
Our courtier walks from dith to diſh, 

Taftes for his friend of fowl and fiſh ; 

Tells all their names, lays down the law, 
« Que ca oft bon ! A gener ca! 

That y's rich, this malmicy healing; 

Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail in.“ 

Was ever fuch a happy twain? 2 

He ttutffs and ſwills, and ſtuffs 

I'm quite aſham'd—tis — rude 

To cat fo much but all's to 

„] have a thouſand thanks to give 

« My lord alone knows how to live.“ 

No ſooner faid, but from the hall 

Ruſh chaplain, butler, dogs, and all: 

« A rat! a rat! clap too the door.” — 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor l 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 

to ſave them in a trice! 

(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn'd Stucco has no chink.) 

« An't pleaſe your honour,” quoth arqay nn 

« This fame — is not fo 

Give me again my hollow -— 


« A crutt of bread, and liberty! 
ODE I. Book IV. 


To Yonus. 


AGAIN, new tumults in my breaſt? 
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N. am not now, alas þ man * 
in the gentle reigu of my queen 
Ah found a> more thy foft alarms, 
Nor circle ſober fifty with thy charms ! 
Mother too fierce of dear defires; 
Turn, tura to willing hearts your wanton fires. 
To number froe direft your doves, 
There fpread round Murray all vour blooming 
Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 
With ev'ry fprightly, ev'ry decent part; 


nk, injur'd to defend, 

To c the miltreſs, or to fix the friend. 
He, with an hundred arrs refin'd, 

Shall ftretch thy conqueſts over half the kind: 
To him each rival ſhall ſubmit, 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 

Then ſhall thy form the marble grace 

(Tity Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face: 
His houſe emboſom'd in the gr e, 

Sacrcd to focial life and ſocial lov., 
Shall glitter ver tut pendent vreen, 

Where Thames reflects rhe viſionary ſcene: 
Thither the filver founding lvres 

Shall call the fmiling loves and young deſires; 
There, ev'ry grace and muſe hall tirong, 

Exalt the dance, or animare the fong ; 
There yourhs and nymphs, in concert gay, 

Shall hail the rifing, cluſe the parting day. 
With me, alas! thoſe joys are o'er; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no mare. 
Adicu, fend hope of mutual fire! : 

The ſtili- Delicving, fill-renew'd defire; 
Adieu! the hcarr-expancing bowl, 

And all the kind deceivers of the foul ? 
But why; Ah tell me, ah tho dear! 

Steals down my cheek th'involuntary tear? 
Why words fo flowing, thoughts ſo free, 

Stop, or turn nonſenſe, at ane glance of thee ? 
Thee, dreſt in fancy's airy beam, 

Abfent I foliow thro” th extended drea. n; | 
Now, now ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, 

And now you burſt (ah cruel!) frum my arms; 


[ loves; | 


| Thro? all the realms of Nonſenſe, abſolute. 
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Aud ſwiftly ſhoot along the mall, 
Or ſoftly glide by the canal; 

Now thown by Cynthia's filver ray, 
And now on rolling waters ſnateh'd away. 


Part of the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Book, 
A FRAGMENT. 


LEST vou ſhould think that verſe ſhall die, 
Which ſounds the filver Thames along, 
| Taught on the wings of truth to fly, 
Above the reach of vulgar ſong; 
| Tho! daring Milton firs ſublime, 
In Spencer native muſes play; 
Nor yet ſhall Waller yield to time, 
Nor pentive Cowley's moral lay— 
Sages an1 chiefs long fince had birth 
Ere Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd; 
Theſe rais'd new empires o'er the earth, 
And thoſe, new heav'ns and ſyſtems fram' d. 
| Vain was the chief's, the fage's pride 
They had no poet, and they dy'd : 
In vain they ſchem'd, in vain they bled! 
They had no poet, and are dead. 


| 
| 
| 


§ 60. Mac Flecknoe, DRYDEN. 


Arx humanthings are ſubjeft to decay ; ¶obey. 
And, when Fate ſummons, monarchs muſt 
This Fleck noe found, who, like Auguſtus, young 
Was call'd to empire, and had govern'd long; 
In profe and verſe was own'd, without diſpute, 


Thais aged prince, now flourithing in peace, , 
And bleis'd with iſſue of a laryc increaſe, 
Worn out with bus'nefs, dd at debate 

| To ſettle rhe tucceffion of the ate ; 

And pon@ring whuch, of all his ſons, was fix 

| To reign, and wagę immortal war with \' t, 

Cry'd, 'Tis refulv'd ; for Nature wat he 

| 
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Mature in dulnefs his tender years: 
Sh——, alone, of all my fons, was he, 


The vt ane en — ade Jenner; 
The ro i e 3 
= — pretence 
Some beams of wit on other ſouls may fall, 
Strike thro”, and make a lucid interval ; 
— — 2 —— 22 no ray; 

is ri prevail u day. 
Bees, his goodl y fabric fills the eye, 
And tecms defign'd for leſs majeſty : 
Thoughtlcfs as monarch oaks,that ſhade the plain, 
And, ſpread in ſolemn fate, ſupinely reign. 
Heywood and Shirley were but types of ther, 
Thou laſt great prophet of Tautology. 
Ex'n I, a dunce of more renown than they, 
Was fent before hut to prepare thy way; 
And, coarſely clad in Norwich came 
To teach the nations in thy greater name. 
— yy >. lute, a_—_ i whilom 

hen to King John of Portugal I ſung, 
Was but the —— to that glori A 
When thou on ſelver Thames did cut thy way, 
With well-tim'd oars, before the royal barge, 
Swell'd with the pride of thy celeſtial charge; 
And, big with hymn, commander of an hoſt, 
The like was ne'er in Epſom blankets toft. 
Methiuks I fee the new Arion fail, 
The lute ſtill trembling underneath thy nail. 
A: thy well-ſharpen'd thumb, from ſhore to thore, 
The trebles fqcak for fear, the baſes roar : | 
Echoes from Piſſing- Alley Sh—— call, 
And Sh—— they refound from Afton- Hall. 
About thy boat the little fiſhes throng, 
As at the morning toaſt that floats along. 
Sometimes, as prince of thy harmonious band, 
Thou wield'ſt thy papers in thy threſhing hand. 
St. Andres feet ne'er more equal time, 
Not een the feet of thine own Pſyche's rhyme: 
Though they in number as in ſenſe excel; 
So juſt, fo ike Tautology they fell, | 
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That, with X — — forſwore 
The 1 and — in triumph bore, 


And vow'd he ne er would - Villerius 2 
Here ſtopt the old fire, and wept for joy, 
In ſilent — | boy. "Y 
All ents, but moſt his plays, perſuade, 
That tor anointed dulnefs he was made. 
Cloſe to the walls which fair Auguſta bind 
(The fair Auguſta, much to fears inclin'd) 
An ancient fabric, rais d t'in form the fight, 
There ſtood of yore, and Earbican its height: 
A watch-tow'r once; but now, ſo fate ordains, 
Ot all the pile an empty name rematas : 
F ro'P its old ruins brothel-houtcs rite, 
Sceges of lewd loves, and of polluted joys, 
Where their vaſt court; the mouther-ſtrumpets 


keep, 
And, undiſturb'd by watch, in filence fleep. 


Near theſe a nurfery erects its head, 


{ Wherequeens are form'd, and future heroes bred; 


Where unfledg'd a&ttors learn to laugh and cry, 
Where infant punks their tender voices try, 
And little Maximius the gods T 

Grear Fletcher never treads in butkins here, 


j 


Nor greater Jonſon darcs in ſocks appear; 


—  ———— _— 


Bur gentle Simkin juſt reception finds 
Amidſt tis manument of vamiſh's minds: 
And Pauton waging harmleſs war with words, 
Here Flecknoe, as a place to fame well known, 
For ancient Decker prophecy d. lezg fince, 
That in this pile ſhould reign a 1 * — 
To u hom true dulneſs ſhould fume Pſyches owe ; 

* Bur worlds of Miſers from his pen ſhould flow; 
Whole Raymond families, and tribes of Bruce. 

| Now empreſs Fame had publiſh'd the renown 

| Rouz'd by report of Fame, the nations meet, 
From nc Buu-hill, and diſtant Wining 


1 


Pure clinches the ſuburbian muſe afſords, 
Ambitiouſly defign'd his Sh——'s throne : 
Born for a ſcourge of Wit, and flail of ſenſe f 
Humorifts and Hypocrites it ſhould produce; 
Of Sh——'s coronation thro” the town. 
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No Perſian carpets ſpread thꝰ imperial way, 

Bur fcarter'd limbs oi mangled poers lay: 

From uſty ſho s neglected authors come, 

Martyrs of pves, and reliques of the bum. 

Much Herwood, Shirley, Opleby. there lav; 

But loads of Sk— — ahnoſt chuak'd the way. 

Birk“ tarroners for veomen foo prevar'd, 

Ard H—n was capt:.n of the guard. 

The hoary prince in majeſty appear'd, 

High on a throne of his ov-n hours rear'd. 

Ar ls right hand our young .\.canius fat, 

Rome's «her hope, aw! pillar of rhe ſtare; 

His brows rhick tegs intiet of glories, C ce, 

Aud lam ent Pu rend arouvad his fact. 

As Hanmba! 4d to the 21+ 5 c. 

Sworn by his fire a mort. 't 16 Rome, 

So Sh— fore, ror thould my vor be vain, 

That he till 2 4th, true dulnets world maintain; 

Avd, in his reriier”s right. and rt alin's defence, 

Ne'er to have peace with wit, nor truce with 
femme. 

The Kun hirn ſel the ſacred urction made, 

As king by oftice, and as prieft bv trade. 

In his ſiniſter hand, inftcad of hall, 

He plac'd a mighty mug of vent ale; 

Love's kiuedom to his right le did convey, 

At once his ſerptre, and iii rule of fwav ; ſ young, 

Whole righteous lore the prince had practis d 

And fror, whoſe loirs recorded Pſyche ſpi ung: 

His temp'e s laſt, with poppics were gm 2. 

That, nodding, ſeem'd to canfecratc his head. 

Juli at wie rant of time, if fame not !ve, 

On his leſt hand twelve rev rend os did fly. 

So Romulus, 'tis ſung, by Tiber's brook, 

Pr., g of fwny from twice fix vultures took. 

Tt adiniring throrg loud act lamatious make, 

And 6mens of his future empire tai a. 

The fire then ſhook the honors of his head. 

Ard from his brows damps of oblivion thed 

Full on the filial dulnefs; long he ſtood, 

Repei'ing from his breaſt the raging god; 

At lenyth burſt out in this prophenc mood: 
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Heavens bleſs my fon, — from Ireland let 
him reign, 
To far Parbadoes on the weſtern main; 
Of us dominion may no end be kaown, 
And greater than his father be his tone; 
Beyond Love's kingdom let lim firexch his 
n — 
He gaus'd; and all the people cry'd, Amen. 
Then thus conta he: * My ton, advance 
Still in ne” i ute, new ig ance, 
Succeſe ler others teach, Icarn tho: from me, 
Pug: without birth, and frunlc's mduftry. 
Let Virtue! wm fre years be writ; 
Vet not one thought accuſe thy roil of wit. 
It gentle George in triumph tread the ſtage, 
Make Do imant betrav, and Loverr rage; 
Let Cullx, Cockwond, Fopling. charm the pit, 
And, in their follv, ſhew rhe wiiter's wit. 
Yer frill thy Fools ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 
And juſtify their author's want of ſenſe. 
Let em be ail by thy own model made 
Of & wack, and deſire no foreign aid; 
lat they to future ayes may be known, 
Not copies drawn, but iffue of thy own. 
Nav. let thy men of wit too be the fame; 
All full of thee, and diffring hut in name. 
But let no alien 8—4l—9 micrpole, 
To lard with wit thy hungry Epſon proſe. 
And, when falſe fow'rs of Rhetꝰ rie thou would ſt 
Truft Nature, do not labour to be dull; [ cull, 
Bur write thy beſt, and top; and, in each line, 
Sir Formol's oratory will be thine : 
Sir Formal, though unſought, attends thy quill, 
And does thy Northern Dedications fill. 
Nor let falſe frie nds ſeduce thy mind to fame, 
By arrogating Jonfon's hoſtile name. 
Let father Flecknoe fire thy mind with praiſe, 
And uncle Ogleby thy envy raife. 
Thou art m blood, where Jonfon has no part: 
What ſhare have we in nature or in art? 
Where did his wit on Learning fix a brand, 
And rail at arts he did not ö 


+ 
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Where made he love in Prince Nicander's vein, 
Or ſwept the duit in Pfyche's humble ſtrain? 
m 7 

Promis'd a play, and d indl'd to a farce ? 
When did his muſe from Fletcher ſcenes 
As thou whole Ertlyridge doſt transfulc to thinc? 
But fo transfus'd, as oil and waters flow; 
His always floats above, thine ſinks below. 
This 1s thy province, this thy wondrous way, 
New humours to invent for each new play : 
This is that boaſted bias of thy mind, 
By which, one wav, to dulacts tis inclin'd; 
Which makes thy writings lcan on one fide ſtill, 
And, m all changes, that way bends thy will. 
Nor let thy mountain-belly make pretence - 
Of likeneſs; thine's a tympany of ſenſe. 
A tun of man in thy large bulk is writ; 
But ſure thou'rt but a kilderkin of wit. 
Like mine, thy gentle numbers feebly creep; 
Thy 2 muſe gives ſmiles ; thy comic, ſlecp. 
With whate'er gall thou ſett'ſt tliyſelf to write, 
Thy inoffenfave fatires never bite. | 
In thy felonious heart though venom lies, 
It does but touch thy Iriſh pen, and dies. 
Thy genius calls thee not to purchaſe fame 
In keen Iambics, but mild Anagram. 
Leave writing plays, and chuſe for thy command 
Some peaceful province in Acroſtic land. 
There thou may 't wings diſplay, and altars raiſe, 
And torture one poor word a thouſand ways. 
Or if thou would'ft thy diff rent talents ſuit, 
Set thy own ſongs, and fing them to thy lute. 

He faid; but his laſt words were wad 


heard ; 
For Bruce and Longvil had a trap prepar'd; 
And down they ſent the yet declaiming bard. 
Sinking, he left his drugged robe behind, 
Borue upwards by a ſubterrancan wind. 


The mantle fell to the young prophet's part, 
With double portion of his farher's art, 
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$ 61. A Letter from Italy to the Right Hinour- 
alle Charles Lord Halifax, in the Year 1701. 

AbDISONs 


HILE vou, my Lord, the rural ſhades admire, 
W And from — blic poſts retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful fons to pleaſe, 

For their advantage facrifice your caſe; 
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, 
Thro' nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the ſoft ſcaſon and inviting clime 
Confpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme; 
For whereſoe'er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 
Gay gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpects riſe, 
Poenic fields encompaſs me around, 
And ſtill I ſcem to tread on claffic ground; 
For here the Muſe fo oft her harp has ſtrung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unſung ; 
Renown'd in verſe each ſhady thicket grows, 
And ev'ry ſtream in heav'nly numbers flows. 
How am I pleas'd to fearch the hills and woods 
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods ! 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courſe, 
And trace the ſmooth Clitumnus to his fource! 
To fee the Mincio draw his wat'ry ſtore 
| Taro” the long windings of a fruitful ſhore, 
And hoary Albula's inſected tide 
Oer the warm bed of ſmoking fulphur glide ! 
Fir'd with a thouſand raptures I ſutvey 
| Eridanus thro? flow'ry meadows ftray, 
The king of floods! that rolling o'er the plums, 
| The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, 
| And ly ſwoln with a whole winter's frows, 
Diſtributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 
Sometimes, mitguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for ftreams immortaliz'd in ſong, 
That loft in filence and oblivion lic [dry) 
(Dumb are their fountains, —and their channels 
Vet run for ever by the Muſe's k:il, 
And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur till. 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd river's empty thore admire, 
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That, deſtitute of ſtrenęth. derives its courſe 
From thriftv urn; and an unfruitſul ſource; 
Yet fits fo often in poctic laws. 
Wirth (corn the Danube and the Nile ſurve vz; 
So high the dcathieſs mutt exalts her theme 
Such was the Bor ne, a poor inglorious ſtream, 
That in Hibernian vales obicurcty ſtray'd. 
And, uzobferv'd, in wild meanders vlay'd; 
Till, by our lines and Nafſau's ſword renoun d, 
rs ning billow s thro the worid refound ; | 
here's the Heru's godlike atts can pieice, 
Or where the fe of an imm tal verie. 
Ou could rhe Vaute my ra d breaft rnfpire 
With warn like yours, — and raife an equal 
Fre, 
Urnumber'd heauries in inv verſe ſhall Mine, 
And Virgi's Italy hould yield ro mine: ! 
See hw the golden groves wand me fmile, 
That ſhun the co ft of Britain's frorwy iſle, 
Or, when traniplantzd and preterv's with care, 
Curſe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air, 
Bir aindly warmth their mounting juice fer- 
ALCnts 
To nobler taũes and more exalted ſcents ; 
Ev'n the rough rocks with renacr myrtle bloom, 
And trodden weeds fend out 2 rich perfume, 
Bea. ine, wite god, to Bun's gentle feats, 
Or cover re .n Umbria's green retreats ; 
Where weſtern galgs eternally reſide, 
And als the ſea 1. laviſh all their pride; 
Blaſſoraa, and fruirs, and flow'rs together riſe; 
And the wl. ole year in gay confution lies. 
Immortal giories is my mind revive, 
And uy 1% foul 4 thouſand pathions ſiriv: 
Warn Kymes exalced beauites I defery, 
Magniticent in piles of ruin lie- F 
An g. apl. iche. tre amazing height 
Here lis m ey wich terror and delight. 
on its public ſiews unge | 
lara rpugh with {culpture pierce the ſgics 
Su fore he proud S needed ie 
SS. *'* . Sa a. Y © «* 392. ? 


* 
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Where the old Romans deatÞlefs at diſplay d, 


Their baſe degen'rate progeny up; 

Whote rvers here forfake the held low, 

Aud, —u oud''ring at thei height. —hrough airy 
cnannels How. 

Still ro new ſcene my wand'ring Mute retires; 
And the qumb {how of breathirg rocks adm; 
Where the ſmouoth chifel ail its force has thuwan, 
And ſoſten d into fleth the rugged frone. 


In folemn tilence, a majeſtic band, 


Heroes, and gods, and Roman conſuls, ſtand; 

Stern tvrants, whom their cruelties renown, 

And emperors, in Parian marble frown; I fu'd, 

White the bright dames to whom they humbly 

Still ſhew the charms that ther proud hearts ſub- 
du'd. 

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, 
An! ſhow th*1mmorral labours in mv verſe, ſ light, 
W here. from the mingled ſtrength of ſhade and 
A new creation riſes to m fight, 

Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow, 
So warm with life his blended colours glow, 
From theme to theme with fecret pleaſure toſt, 
Amidft the ſoft variety I'm loſt ; 

Here pleaſing airs my ravifh'd foul confound 
Wich circling notes and labyrinths of found; 
Here domes and temples rife in diſtant views, 
And op'ning palaces invite my Mufe. 

How has kind Heav'n adorn'd the happy land, 
And ſcatter'd bletfings with a waſteful hand 
But what avail her unexhauſted ſtores, 

Her blooming mountains, and her funny ſhores, 
With all the gifts that Hcav'n and earth impart, 
The fmiles of nature, and the charms of art, 
While proud Oppreſſion in her vallies reigns, 
And Tyranny ufurps her happy plains * 
The poor inhabitant beholds ja vain 

The redd'aing and the ſwelling grain; 
Jovleſs he fees the growing oils and vines, 

And in the myrtle's fragrant ſhade repines ; 
Starves, in the midſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
nf te holly ring Go hr le. = 


os. 
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Oh Liberty ! thou goddeſs heav'nly bright, 
Profule of bi. and pregnant with dehyhe ! 
Erernal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, 

And fmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train; 
Ea+'d of her load, Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks cheerful iu thy fight ; 

Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of Nature gay, 
Giv'ft beauty to the Sun, and pleaſure to the Day. 
Thee, goddef;, thee Brirannia's ifle adores; 

How has the oft exhauſted all her ttorcs, 

How oft, in ficlds of death, thy preſence ſought, 

Kor thinks the mighty prize tov dearly bought 

On furcign mountains may the fun refine 

The grapc's foft juice, and mel low it to wine, 

With citron groves adorn a diſtant foil, 

And the fat olive fwell with floods of oil; 

We envy not the warmer clime, that hes 

In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies, 

Nor at the couarſencſs of our haven repine, 

Tho” o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads thine: 

"Tis Liberty that crowns Britanmia's iſle, 

And makes her barren rocks and her bleak 

mountains ſmile. fight, 

Others with, tow'ring piles may pleaſe the 

And in their proud aſpiring domes delight; 

A nicer rouch to the ſtretch d canvaſs give, 

Or teach their animared rocks to live; 

'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 

And hold in balance each contending ſtate; 

To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 

And anfwer her afflicted neighbour's pray'r. 

The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms, 

Blefs the wite conduct of her pioug arms; 

Soon as her fleets „their rerrors ceaſe, 

And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace. 
Th'ambitious Gaul beholds, with fecret dread, 

Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head, 

And fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 

By foreign gold, or by domeſtic ſpite; | 

Put ſtrives in vain to uer or divi 


or divide, . 
m Naſſau's army defend, and counſels guide. | 
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Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found, 

The diſtant climes and diff rent tongues relound, 

I bridle in my ſtruggling muſe with pain, 

That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 
But I've already troubled you too lung, 

Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous ſong. 

My humble verſe demands a fofter theme, 

A painted meadow, or a purling ftream 

Unfit for heroes, whom immortal lays, fpraiſe. 

And lines like Virgil's, or like your's ſhould 


$ 62. An Allegory on Man. PARNELL» 


A THOUGHTFUL being, long and ſpare, 
Our race of mortals call him Care 
(\Verc Homer living, well he knew 
What name the gods have call'd him roo); 
With fine mechanic genius 
And lov'd to work, tho? no one bought. 
This being, by a model bred 
In Jove's eternal fable head, 
Contriv'd a ſhape impower'd to breathe, 
And be the worldling here beneath. 

The man roſe ftarng, like a ftaks, 
Wond'ring to ſee himſelf awake! 
Then look'd fo wile, before he knew 
The. bus'ncfs he was made to do; 
That, pleas'd to fee with what a grace 
He gravely ſhew'd his forward face, 
Juve talk'd of breeding him on high, 
An — of the ſky. 

Bur ere he gave the mighty nod, 
Which ever binds a Poet's God 
(For which his curls ambrofial ſhake, 
And mother Earth's oblig'd to quake) 
He faw old mother Earth arilc ; 
She ttood confets'd before his eyes; 


But not with what we read ſhe wore, 
A caltle for a crown before, 


Nor with long ſtrects and longer roads 
Dangliug behiud her, ike commodes : 
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As vet with wreaths alone ſhe dreſt, 

And trail'd a landſkip-painted veſt. 

Then thnce ſhe rais d, as Ovid faid, 

And thrice the bow'd her weighty head. 
Her honors made, Great Jove, ſhe cry'd, 

This thing was fathion'd from mv fide : 

His hands, his heart, his head, are mine; 

Then what haſt thou to call him thine ? 
Nay, rather aſk, the Monarch faid, 

What boots his hand, his heart, his hcad ? 

Were what I remov'd away, 


1 an idle ſhape of clav. 
ves, more than halves! cry'd honeſt Care, 
Your would make your titles fair; 
You claim the body, you the foul ; 
Bur I who join'd them, claim the whole. 
Thus with the Gods debate began, 
On fuch a trivial cauſe as Man. 
And can ccleftial tempers rage 
(Quath Virgil) in a latter age? 
As thus they wrangled, Time came 
's none that paint him ſuch as 1; 
For what the fabling ancients ſung 
Makes Saturn old when Time was young); 
As yet his winters had not ſhed 
us filver honours on his head; 
juſt had got his pinions free 
From his old fre, Eternitv. 
A ſerpent girdled round he wore, 
The tail within the mouth, before; 
By which our almanacs are clear 
learned Egypt meant the vcar. 
A ſtaff he carry d, where on high 
A glaſs was fix'd to meaſure by, 
As amber boxes made a ſhow 
For heads of cancs an age ago. 
His veſt, for day and night, was py'd ; 
A bending arm'd his fide ; 
And fpring's new month his train adorn ! 
The other Scaſons were unborn. 
Known by the gods, as near Le draws, 
They make him umpire of the cauſc. 
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Over a low trunk his arm he laid, 
W here fince his hours a dial made; 
Then, leaning, heard the nice debate, 
And thus d the words of Fate: 

Since body from the parent Earth, 
And foul from Jove receiv'd a birth, 
Return they where they firſt began 
Bur face their union makes the man, 


| Till Jove and Earth ſhall part theſe two, 


To Care who join'd them, man is due. 

He faid, and ſprung with ſ ift career 
To trace a circle for the vear; 

Where ever fince the Scaſons wheel, 
And tread on one another's hecl. 

'Tis well, faid Jove; and for conſent, 
Thund'ring, he ſhook the firmament. 
Our umpire Time thall have his way; 
With Care I let the creature ftay : 

Lu bus'nefs vex him, av'rice blind, 

Let doubt and knowledye rack his mind, 
Let error act, opinion fpeak, 

And want afflift, and fickneſs break, 
And anger burn, dejection chill, 

And jov diſtract, and forrow kill; 

Till, arm'd by Care, and taught to mow, 
Time draus the long deſtructive blow; 
And waſted man, whoſe quick decay 
Comes hurrving on before his day, 
Shall only fad by this decree, 

The foul flies fooner back to me. 


$ 63. The Book-lWorm. PARNELE. 
COME hither, boy, we'll hunt to-day ; 

The Book-worm, rav'ning beaſt of prey, 
Produc'd by parent Earth, at odds, 
As fame reports it with the Gods. 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Againſt a thouſand authors lives: 
Thro' all the fields of wit he flies; 
Dreadful his wit with cluſt' ring eyes, 
With horns without, and tuſks within, 
And ſcales to ferve him for a ſkin. 
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Obſerve him nearly, left he climb 

To wound the Bards of ancient time, 

Or.down the vale of Fancy go, 

To rear ſome modern wretch below. 

On ev'ry corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he 1i:ps thee by. 

See where his teeth a paſſage eat: 

We'll rouſe him from the deep retreat. 

But who the ſhelrcr's forc'd to give? 

"Tis facued Virgil, as I live ! 

From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſong, 

He Jraws the tadpole form along; 

Hei mounts the gilded edge before; 

He's up, he ſcuds the cover oer; 

He rurns, he doubles, there he paſt ; 

And here we have him. caught at laſt. 
Inſatiate brute | whot- teeth abuſe 

The fweeteſt ſervants of the Muſe. 

(Navy, never offer to deny, 

took thee in the fact to fly.) 

His roſes nipt in ev'ry page, 

My poor Anacreon mourns thy rage; 

By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 

By thee my Lefbia's ſparrow dies; 

Thy rabid teeth have half deſtroy'd 

The work of love in Biddy Floyd; 

They rend Belinda's locks away, 

And fpoil'd the Blouz-lind of Gay. 

For all, for ev'ry fingle deed, 

Relentleſs Juftice bids thee bleed. 

Then fall a victim to the Nine, 

Mvſelf the prieſt, my deſk the ſhrine. 
Bring Homer, Virgil, Taiſo near, 

To pile a facred altar here. 

Hold, boy, hand out-runs thy wit, 

You reach'd che plavs that Dennis writ ; 

You reach'd me Philips? rufic ſtrain; 

Pray take your bares again. 
Come, bind the victim, there he lies, 

And here between his num'rous eyes 

This venerable duſt I lay, 


Frum manuſcripts juſt ſwept away. 
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The goblet in my hand I take 
(For the libation's yet to make) 
| A health to poets! all their days 
May they hare bread, as well as praiſe; 
| Senie may they feck, and leſs engage = 
In papers fill'd with party-rage. 
| Bur if their riches ſpoil their vein, 
Ye Muſes, make them poor again! 
Neo bring the weapon, yonder blade, 
With which my tuneful pens are made. 
I ffrike the ſcales that arm thee round, 
And twice and thrice I print the wound; 
The ſacred altar floats with red, 
And now he dics, and now he's dead. 
How like the fon of Jove I ſtand, 
This Hydra ftretch'd beneath my band! 
Lav bare the monſter's entrails here, 
To ſee what dangers threat the year : 


4 Ye Gods! what fonnets on a wench ! 


What lcan tranflations but of French ! 
Tis plain, this lobe is fo unfound, 
Sprints before the months go round. 
But hold, before I cloſe the ſcene, 
The facred altar ſhould be clear 
Oh bad I Shadwell's ſecond bays, 
Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays! 
(Ye pair, forgive me, when I vow «© 
I never miſs d your works till now) 
I'd tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine 
(That only way you pleaſe the Nine); 
But ſince I chance to want theſe two, 
I'll make the fongs of Durfey do. 
Rent from the corps, on yonder pin, 
T hang the ſcales that brac'd it in; 
I hang mv ſtudious morning gown, 
And write my own Inſcription down. 
This trophy from the Python won, 
* This robe in which the deed was done, 
© Theſe, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 
* Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſc's feat. 
unger found 
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Here ignorance and h 


* Large realms of wit to ravage round: 


Here 
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Here ignorance and hunger fell: 
* Two in one 1 ſent to hell. 
© Ye poets, who my labours ſce, 


Come ſhare the triumph all with me! 
e Critics! born to vex the Muſe, 
Go mourn the grand ally you loſe.” 


3 64. Love of Farr: the Univerſal Paſſion. 


YoUuNG. 
SATIRE I. 
To his Grace the Duke of Dorſet. 
—— Tanto major Fama fitis eſt quam 
Virtutis. Juv. Sat. to. 
MY verie is Satire; Dorſet, lend your ear, 
—＋ 09 ry a Mufe you cannot fear ; 
To Poets facred is a Dorſet s name, 
Their wonted paſtport thro? the gates of fame; 
Ir bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 
And throws a glory round the theltcr'd lays; 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can fer, 
And gives applauſe to B, or to me. 
But you decline the miſtreſa we purſue; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of vou. 
Inftruftive Satire, true to virtue's caulc | 
Thou thing ſupplement of public laws! 
When flatter'd crunes of a !icentious age 
Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas'd follies from cach diſtant land, 
arts, improve in Britain's ſæilful hand; 
When the law thews her teeth, but darcs not bite, 
And South · ca treaſures are nor brought to light; 
When churchmen ſcripture for the clatſics quit, 
Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit; 
men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailitfs into parliament ; 88 
N hen dying fingers, to blut out their ſcore, 
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Shall poeſy, like the law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an wp whitc, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines as trophics on a poſt 2 
Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours f| 
And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead? 
Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 


And ſatirize with nothiag—bur their praife ? 
Why ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful 
train, 


Nor hcars that virtue, which he loves, complain? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rochefter are dead, 
And guilt's chief foc in Addifon is ficd ; 
Congreve, who, crown'd with laurels fairly won, 
Sits finiling at the goal while others run, 

He will nat write; and (more provoking ſtill) 
Ye Gods! he will not write, and Mzvius will. 
Doubly diftreſt, what author ſhall we find 

(Diſcreetly daring and ſeverely kind) 

The courtlv+ Roinan's ſhining path to 

And tharply ſmile prevailing foily dead? 

Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 

Aud fave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 

Tho' vain the ſtrife, I'll ftrive my voice to rai 

What will not men attempt for | iſe! 
The love of praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 

Reigus more or lets, and glows in ev*ry heart. 

The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure ; 


The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 


O'cr globes and ſeeptres, now on thrones it ſwells, 
Now trims the midaight lamp in college-cells. 
"Tis Tory, Whig; — it plots, prays, preaches, 


| pleads, 


Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades : 
Here, to S—c's humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, bolder aims at Pultney's cloquence. 

It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 


Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore ; And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead; 

To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe in- Nor ends with life; but nods in fable plumes, 

Shall panegyric reign, and cenſure ceate! (creaſe, | Adorns our hearſe, and flatters on the tombs. 
+ Horace. 


What 


Book II. 
What is not proud! The pimp is proud to ſee 


So many like himſelf in hi ' 

The whore is proud ; her ies are the dread 
Of peeviſh virtue and the marriage-bed ; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 


To flaughter, glories in his gided horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly ro repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One wav they look, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods; but would have mortals hear; 
And when their fins they ſet ſincerely down, 
Thev*ll find that their religion has been one. 

Others, with wiſhtul eyes on glory look, 
When they have got their picture t'wards a book. 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy fign, 

Meant to betray dull fots to wretched wine. 

If at his citle had dropt his quill, 

T—— might have paſt for a great genius ſtill; 

But T-—— alas' (cxcuſe him, if you can) 

k now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 
[mperious, fume a clatſic fame demand, 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 

A waggoa-load of meanings for one word, 

While A's depos'd, and B with pomp reſtor'd. 

Some, for renown, on ſcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patchwork learn'd quotations are allay'd; 
Noth ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glaſs how witty is a noble Peer ! 
Did ever diamond coft a man fo dear ? 

Polite diſeaſes make fome idiots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 
On death-beds fome in confcious lie, 
vince of the doctor in the mode they die; 
Whoſe u ond” rous ſkill is, headfman-like,to know 
For better pay to give a furer blow. 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſce; 
And (ſtranger ftill) of bluck heads flatter y, 
Whoſe praiſe defames ; as if a fool — 
By ſpitting on your face, to make it clean! 

Nor is't | all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide, 


| 


| 
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What can ſhe not The love of Fame 

Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame; 

Empedocles hurd down the buraing ſteep; 

And ſtranger ſtill, made Alexander weep. 

Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, (dead! 

Thy ns 2 ee 
This patiion with a pimple have I feen 

Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the ſpleen. 

By this inſpir'd (O! ne'er to be forgot) 

Some lords have learnt to ſpell, and fore to knot. 

It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houle ; 

He hems, and is deliver'd of his muuſe. 

It makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 

And I the little hero of each tale. 


Sick with the love of fame what pour 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin! Jin, 
My growing ſubject ferms bur juſt begun, 


And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 


Aid me, great llomer with thy epic rules, 


To rake a catalogue of Britiſh tools. 
Satie! had I thy Dorſer's force divine, 
A knave or fool ſhould perith in cach line; 
Tho? for the firſt all Weſtminſter thould plead; 
And for the laſt all Greſham intercede. 

Begin. Who firſt the catalogue thall grace? 
To quality belongs the highett place. 
ny hes rg — 
Ye vulgar! at your peril give him room; 
prov'd valiant, or diſcrect. 


| ng 
To Virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 


Vice, tho' deſcended from the conqueror. 
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Shall men, like figures, paſ: for high or baſe, Such heads might make their very Buſtos laugh ; 
Slight or important, * — His daughter es, but * Cleopatra's ſafe. 
Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wile ; Men overloaded with a large eſtate 
The foot or knave that wears a title hes. Nav ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit; 

Thev that on glorious anceftors enlarge, The rich may be polite, but oh! tis fad 


Produce their debr, inſtead of their diſcharge. To ſay you're curious, when we {wear you're mad. 

Dorſer, let theſe who proudly boaſt their line, By your revenue m-afure your expence, 

Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. And to your funds and acres join your (caſe: 
Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the Mule muſt ewn | No man is bleſt by accident, or gueſs ; 

We want not fools to buy that Briſtol- ſtone. True wiſdom is the price of happinels ; 

Mean fons of Earth, who on a South-Sca tide Vet few without long diſcipline ate ſage ; 


Of full fucceſs ſwam into wealth and pride, And our youth only lay up ſighs for age. 
238 But how, my Mule, canſt thou refuſe fo long 
And beg to be de from the grear. The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, Thy moſt inviting theme ? the court affords 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. | Much food for Satire; it abounds in lords. 
Thoſe which curb not evils, cauſe; | + What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin ?”? 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. One is juſt out, and one is lately in. N 
Belus with ſolid glory will be crown'd; Ho comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide Fools g 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty found, On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? W Which 
But builds himſelf a name; and to be great, Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro” all, I env 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate ; | Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall: I envy 
In coſt and grandeur Chandos he'tH outdoy As in its home, it triumphs in high place, Give m 
And Burlington, thy taſte is not fo true; And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. p And 
The pile is finiſh'd, ev'ry toil is paſt, Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, ¶ No ie 
And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; Which bloom, —like Aaron's, to their raviih'd No wel 
When lo! my lord to fome ſmall corner runs, fight; 5 There 
And leaves ſtate - roms to ſtrangers and to duns. Some lords it bids refign, and turns their wands, The ſce 
The man who builds, and wants wherewith to | Like Moſes', into ſerpents in their hands. Ou ev'r 
Provides a home, from which to ran away. pay, | Theſe fink, as divers, for renown! and boaſt la ev'ry 
Jn Briton what is many a bordly ſcar, With pride inverted of their honors loſt. But ſom 
— in fell for an 4 But againſt reaſon, ſure tis equal fin la ſpite 
In fmaller compaſs lies Pygmaton's fame; To boaſt of merely being out or in. 
Not domes, but antic ſtatues are his flame. What numbers here, —thro' odd ambition, In he- o 


NotF—t—r's ſelf moreParian charms has known; ſtrive 

Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ſtone. To ſeem the moſt tranſported things ali ve 
The bailiffs came (rude men, profanely bold!) | As if by joy deſert was underſtood, 

And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 1 

« No, firs,” he cries, „ I'll ſooner rot in jall ! Hence aching boſoms were a viſage gay, 
Shall Grecian arts be rruck'd for Engliſh bail ?** | And ftifled groans frequent the ball and play. 


A famous ſtatus 


Completel 
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Completely dreſt by + Monteuel, and grimace, 
They take their birth-day fuit, and public face; 
Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady N hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? 
Wick anxious care thy labour to be glad. 

W hat numbers here would into fame advance, 
Conſcious of m rit in the coxcorab's dance 
The tavern ! park affembly! maſk ! and play 
Thoſe dear deftroyers of the tedious day 
That wheel of fops! that ſaunter of the town; 
Call it diverſion, and the pill goes down; 
Fools grin on fools, and, Eroie-like, ſupport, 
Wihout one figh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can nothing to the wiſe and good, 
But fcorn and love of folitude. 
High ſtations tumults, but not blits create; 
None think the great unhappy, but the great; 
Fools gaze and cnvy; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a fwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; 
I envy none the gil of their woe. 
Give me, indul eat with mind ſercne 
_ gwhrlcfs heart, to range the ſyivan ſcene. 

o tplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 

No — — — 25 . grandeur there ; 
There pl objects uieful thou ſuggeſt, 
The ſcene — and the rar ogy 
Ou ev'ry thorn delightful wifdom 
- — ry rili a ſweet inſtruction flows : 

ut ſome, untaught, o'crhear the whi 
la ſpite of facred leifure, blockheads A = 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the drawing- room. 


The {quire ie proud to fee his ct urfer ſtrain, 


Or well-breath'd beagles fo g the plain. 
Say, dear Hippoiitus nay rarer; Gurny Sore 


M hote erudition is a Chriſtmas - tale, 
Whoſe mittrefs is faluted with a ſmack, 
And friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 


| 
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A famous Tailor. 


When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 


giply you you commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit ; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 
And then aſk for the jeſt you made. 
Here breathe,my Mule! and thenthyraſk renew, 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer lay- atheiſts made by church-debares ; 
Fewer great be fam d for eſtates ; 
Ladies, whoſe love is conftant as the wind; 
Cirs, who prefer a guinea to mankind ! 
Fewer grave lords to Scroope diſcreetly bend; 
And fewer ſhocks a ſtateſman gives his friend. 
Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the town in winter with his ftrain, 
At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 
And fweetly whiſtles as the waters : 
Is there a tongue, 


N 
like Delia's o'er her cup, 


Such, and fuch only, might cxhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be 4 
For who can write fo faſt as men run mad ? 
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Loox G. 
Dee 
To the Right Honourable the Earl of Scarborough. 


MY Mute, and reach thv deftin'd end, 
Tho” toil and danger the bold taſk attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine, 
Plain Satire calls for ſenſe in ev'ry line; 
Then, to what ſwarms th nt Frye? 
All friends to vice and tnily awe thy foro 


'Tis moſt ill-nature to zeprets thy rage; 
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And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, | 
Ft glory in the verie I did not write. 
So weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or ta fuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, | 
Almghry Vaniry! to thee they owe | 
Their zeft of pleaſure, and æheir balm of woe. 
Thou, like rhe fun, all colours doſt contain, 
Varying, like rays of light on drops of rain; | 
For ev'ry foul finds reaſons to be proud, 
Tho' hits'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes and renown, 
Hippolitus demands the Sylvan crown; ' 
Bur Florio's fame, the product of a ſhow'r, 
Grows in his garden an illuſtrious flow'r ! | 
Why teems the earth ? why melt the vernal ſkies? 
Why ſhines the fun * To make Paul Diack riſe. | 


From morn to night has Florio ſtood, 
And wonder'd — gods n good. | 


| 
ſhape ! what hue! was ever n fo fair? 
+ +> 44 — | 
O folid blits! which nothing can deſtroy 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle bov. ; | 
In Fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moft inglorious wight; | 
The tulip's dead fre thy fair fiſter's fate, 
OC! and be kind cre 'tis too late. [ 
Nor are thoſe enemies I mention'd all; 
Beware, O Floriſts, thy ambition's fall. | 
A friend of mine rnduly'd this noble flame; 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name. | 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, | 
Hung o'er it, and whole davs in rapture ſpent ; 
Bur came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour: 
„ roar d; what Dzmon cropt my 
"is of 
Serene, quoth Adam, 1.9! *twas cruſh'd by me; 
© FalPn 1 — Baal to which thou bow'ft thy 
* knee.” 
But all men want amuſement, and what crime 
« In ſuch a Paradiſe to fool their time? | 


This refers to the firk Satirus 
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None; — but why proud of this? to Fame they 
toar ? 


We grant re idle, if they'll aſk no more. 

We — — 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy; 
But are thoſe wifer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 
What's he who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or 
Another Florio doating on a flow'r, [pow'r! 
A ſhort-liv'd flow'r, and which has often ſprung 
From fordid arts, as Florio's out of 

With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy fmit? 


The flow'r of learning, and the of wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimfon bindings glow, 
And Epi is a beau. 


How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchas' 8 
And Tonſon, turn'd upholſterer, home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy toom 

If not to ſame peculiar end affign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious trifling of the mind; 

Or is at beſt a aim, 

A chace for ſport alone, and not for game; 
Tf fo, ſure who the mere volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry hes. 

On buving books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduc'd his rent; 
His farms were flown; when lo! a fale comes on, 
A choice collection! what is to be done? 

He ſells his laſt, for he the whole will buy; 

Sells eden his houſe, nav wants whereoa to lye; 

So kivh the gen'rous ardor of the man 

For Romans, Greeks, and Onentais ran. 

To make the purchaſe he gives all his ſtore, 

Except one darling diamond that he wore. 

For what a miſtreſs gave, tis death to pawn ; 

Yet when the terms were fix'd, and writings 
drawn, 
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The fight fo raviſh'd him, he gave the clerk 
Love's facred pledye, and fign'd them with his 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, { mark; 
As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
Not in his author's liveries alone 
I; Codrus' Erudite ambition ſhown ? 
Editions various, at high prices bought, 
Inform the world what Codrus would be thought; 
And, to this caſt, another muſt ſucceed, 
To pay a fage, who fays that he can read, 
Who titles knows, and indexes have ſcen; 
But leaves — oy between: 
Ot books who ſhuns the proud expence, 
And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 
O Lumley, whoſe accompliſhments make good 
The promiſe of a long-illuſtrious blood; 
In arts and manners cminently grac'd, 
1 The ſtricteſt honor, and the fineſt rafte ! 
Accept this verſe; if Satire can agree 
With ſo conſummate an humanity. 
But know, my lord, if you refent the wrong, 
That on candour I obtrude my fong ; 
'Tis Satire's juſt revenge on that fair name, 
Which all their malice cannot make her theme, 
By your example would Hilario mend. 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
a ——v— — ſmit, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit! 
Bur time his fervent petulance may cool; 
For though he is a wit, he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte his ſenſe, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
His briſk attack on blockhegds we ſhould prize, 
Were not his jeſt as flippant with the wile. 

He ſpares uor friend nor foe; but calls to mind, 
Like dooms-day, all the faults of all mankind. 
What tho? wit tickles? tickling is unſafe, 

Tf ſtill tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart 
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Parts be d, nature is ador'd ; 
. tom bond ee = as your fword, 
And never on the weak ; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is wher, 

So wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſer; 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen; 
Both pain us leaft when exquiſitely keen. 
The — men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind. 

Since Marcus, doubtleſo, thinks himſelt a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place fo fir ? 

His — Lan co wind, 
Which my firſt Satire fweetly reprimand. 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus, which art thou, a fool or knave ? 
For all but fuch with caution I forbore; 

That thou watt either, I ne'cr knew before. 

I know thee now, both what thou art, and who? 
No maſk fo good but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 
Falſe names are vain, thv lines their author tell; 
Thy beft concealment had been writing well; 
But thou a brave neglect of Fame haſt ſhown, 
Of others fame, great genius! and thy own. 
Write on vuheeded, and this maxim know; 
The man who pardens, diſappoints his for. 

In malice to proud wits, tome proudly lull 
Their pecvith reaſun, vain of being dull; [ fouls, 
When fome home-joke has ſtung their tolemn 
In vengeance they determine to be fools; 
Throꝰ ipleen, that little nature gave, make 
Quite — in the wavs of heavineſs; * 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit ſons that are awake. \ſpit, 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would 
Moft barbarouſly tell yu“ he's a wit.” 


Poor Negroes, thus, to thew their 


To Cacod:rmus tay, they're dev lik white. 
idius, from the of his breaſt, 
Sighs o'er one child, but triumphs in the reit. 
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How juſt his grief? one carries in his head 

A lefs proportion of the father's lead; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial 

To riſe above a Juſtice of the Peace. 

The dunghill-breed of men a diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a paffion for a grain of corn; 

Some ſtupid, plodiing, monev-lov ing wivht, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black from 
white ; 

Who with much pains, exerting all his ſenſe, 

Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 

The booby-father craves a booby-ſon, 

And by Heav*n's bleſſing thinks himſelf undone. 

Wants of all kinds are made to Fame a plca ; 

One learns to lifp, another not to ſee ; 

_ Miſs D, tottering, catches at your hand. 

Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ö 

Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown, 

Others affect what nature has deny d; [ pride, 

What nature has deny'd fools will purſue, 

As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Craffus, a grateful ſage, our awe, and fport ! 
| iy FIG. for forms the ſage tupport ; 
He s, and cries with an important air, 

« If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair!” 

Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 

And adds, The learn d delight in ſomething 
« new.” 


þ and gravely plead? _ 
| * — — deny 
In judging as libertines wits. 
Nay, of « Ar *-k there too much may be; 
The gen'rous mind delights in being free; 
Your men of parts an over - care deipile ; 
Dull have nought to do but to be wiſe. 
Horace has faid, and that decides the caſe, 
"Tis ſweet to trifle in a proper place. 
Yet ſubtle wights (fo blind arc mortal men, 
Tho” Satire couch them with her kceneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a folema face, 
To put off nonſenle with à better grace; 
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As pedlars with fome hero's head make bold, 
Illuſtrious mark ! where pins 
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are to be fold. 
Whar's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclin'd? 
The body's witdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can arnifice diſdain, 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this truth eternal ne'cr forgot, 
Solemnity's a cover for a ſot. 

I find the ful, when I bchold the ſcreen; 
For tis the wile man's int'reft to be ſeen. 
Hence Scarborough, that opennets of heart, 
And juſt diſddain for that mimic, art; 
Hence (manly praiſe!) manner nobly free, 
Which all admue, and I commend ia thee. 

W th gen'ruus ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 
Where fivarms of knaves the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide fecure behind a naked face? 

Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run; 
And he who trults a brother is undone ! 

My broticr ſwore it, therefore it is true ; 

O ſtrange ind action] and at court quite new. 
As well thou might'ſt aver, thou ſumple ſwain, 
Tis juſt, and therefore I my caufe thall gain.“ 
With fuch odd maxims to thy flocks retreat, 
Nor furniſh mirth for miniſters of ſtate. 

Some maſter-ſpirits far beyond the throng 
Refin'd in ill. more rightly bent on wrong, 
With exquiſite diſcernment play their game, 
More nice of conduct, and more fair of fame. 
The neatly injur'd thinks his thanks are due, 
Robb'd of his right, and good opinion too: 
Falſe honor, pride*s firft-born, this clap controls, 
Who witfely part with nothing but their fouls. 
Albertus hugs himſelf in raviſk'd thought, 

1. lad a peerage is fo cheaply bought. 

'Fheſe all their care expend on outward ſhow 
For wealth and fuue; for fame alone the beau. 
Of late, at White's was young Florello feen, 
How blauk lus look ho diſcumpos d his mien! 
So 


''d 


u, 


l, 
u. 


Bock IT. 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feigu 
Sunk were his ſpirits; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace ; 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 
A curious artiſt, mur d to toils 
Of gentler ſort, wick combs, and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance, or by fome god inſpir'd, 
So touch d his curls, his mighty foul was fir'd, 
The well-fwoln ties an equal e claun, 
And either thoulder has its ſhare of fame ; 
His ſumptuous watch-caſc, tho” conceal'd it lies, 
Lake a good conſcience, ſolid py 
He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain i) 
Stanhope in wit; in breeding, Deloraine. 
Whene'er by ſeeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors fluſhing with his Ty rian dye, 
With how fublime a tranſport lcaps his heart ! 
But fate ordains that deareſt friends mutt part. 
* es brought from France, he 
whee 
And triumphs, conſcious of his lcarned heels. 
So have I feen on fome bright ſummer's day 
A calf of genius, debonnair and gays 
Dance on the bank, as if infpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the ftream. 
Morote is ſunk with ſhame, whene'er ſurpriz'd 
In linen clean, or peruke undiſguis d. 
No tublunary chance his 5 — fear, 
Valu'd like as their appcar. 
A fam'd furtout he wears, which once was 
blue, 
And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe. 
One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ? ) 
Levell'd y barb'rous needle —— 
But rec was vain; by night ſhe went, 
Aud, while he ſlept. — the darling rent; 
Where yawn'd the frize is now become a doubt, 
And glory at one entrance quite ſhut out 
He fcorns Florello, and Florelleo him: 
This hates rhe filthy creature, that the pt im; 
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Thus in cach other both theſe fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear felves, with undiſceruing eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their am: 
The ſloven and the fopling are the fame. 

Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 
When party-rage too warmly you purfue; 
Then both club nonſenſe and nnpetuous pri 
And folly joins whom fentiments divide. 

You veut your ſplecu as monk ies when they paſs, 
Scratch at the mimic-monkey in the gfafs, 
While both are one; and heneeforth be it known, 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 

* But whoart thou? methinks Elorellocries: 
« Of all thy fpecics art thou only wiſe? 

Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 
As crofling ftraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florcllo, my monitor ſhall be; 

I'll conjure thus ſome profit out of rhee. 

O thou myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill huſbands, rake no care at home. 
Come from thy ſelf, and a by - ſtander be; 

With other eyes thy own deportment fee; 


And while their ails thou doſt with pity view, 


Conceive, hard taſk, that thou art mortal tov. 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wife means to gain it haſt thuu choſe? 
K now, Fame and Fortune both are made of proſe, 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 

Thou unambitious fool, at this late time? 

This noon of life! the ſeaſons mend their pace, 
And with a nimbler ſtep the ſeaſons chace ; 
While I a moment name, a moment's 3 

I'm nearer death in this verſe than the laſt ; 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeed 3 
A fool ar forty is a fool indeed! 

And what to fooliſh as the chace of Fame? 
How vain the prize! how impotent our aim ! 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, | 
But bubbles on the rapid ftream of time, 
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That riſe and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Born and forgot, ten thoufand in an hour 
Should this verſe live, O Lumley! may it be 
A monument of gratitude to thee ! 

Whole carly favour I muſt own with ſhame, 
So long my patron, and fo late my theme. 
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SATIRE III. 


To the Right Fonourable Mr. Dodington- 
12 Dodington. in debt, I long have fought 
To caſe the — we ts 4 cg 
And now a s grati you ſce. 
Grant him — and he'll afk for three; 
For whoſe the prefent glory or the gain? 
You give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain. 
Yeu fave, and fred the yeor\ facred flaine, 
And know the baſis of a {lid fame; 
Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
You read with all the malice of a friend; | 
Nor favout my attempts that way alone, 
But more to raiſe my verſe, conceal vour own. 
An ill-rim'd modeſty ! turn ages o'er, 
When wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
Her learning and her genius too decays, 
And dark and celd are her declining days; 
As if men now were of another caſt, 
They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 
Men ſlill are men, and they who boldly dare, 
Shall trĩumph o'er the fons of cold Deſpair; 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill rake place 
Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace : 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, | 
And damn ir with improvements of their own. 
We bring fome new materials, and what's old 
New-caſt with care, and in no borrow'd mold; 
Þate times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from four critics indicate the muſe. | 
« Your work is long,” the crinicscry : tis true. 


Aud lenythens ſlill, to take in foals like you, 
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| Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs 


Renounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird the banks of Nile, 
Thar picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 


Will 1 enjoy (dread feaſt ') the critic's rage, 
| And ohh the tell deſtroyer feed mv page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critics name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their in thns, 
To fee what wretches gain the praiſe mite 
| RBalburius, muffled in his fable cloke, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow ank, 
As ravens folemn, and as bodling, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unites ! 
| Ye doctors ſage, who thro” Paruaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or praftife what you preach. 
One judges, as the weather dictates, right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night; 
Another judges by a ſurer gauge, 
An author's principles or parentage; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The pocm, douhtleſs, mult be written well; 
Another judges by the writer's look; 

Another judges, for he bought the book; 
Some judge, their knack of judging wrong to keepʒ 
Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoun to 
Thus all will judge, and with one fingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. 
The very beſt ambiriouſly adviſe, 
Half ihe you, and half to pafs for wiſe ; 
| None are at letfure others to reward ; 

They ſcarce will damn, but out of ſelf- regard. 

Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ftate ; 
| Hot, envious, noiſy, proud. the ſcribbling frv 
Burn, hiis, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink and die. 
Rail on, mvfriends! what more my verſe can crow a 
Than Compton's tmile, and your obliging frown? 

Not all on books their criicifm watte ; 
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And eat their way to fame ! with anxious thought 
The falmon is refus d, the turbot bought. 
].npatient Art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
And bids December yield the fruits of May. 
Their various cares in one great point combine 
3 of their lives, that i to dine; 
Ha ir precious day they give the feaſt, 
And, to a kind — Ga he reſt. 
Apicius here, the taſter of the town, 
Feeds twice a - week, to ſettle their renown. 
Theie worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their bills of fare; 
In thote choice books their yrics read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger fecd; 
If man, by feeding well, commences great, 
Much mote the worm, to whom that man is meat. 
To glory fome advance a lying claim, ; 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks ; 
They know a thouſand lords behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
When turn'd away, with a familiar leer; 
And Hervey's eyes, unmercifully kecn, 
Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was 
Niger adoprs ſtray libels, wiſely prone 
To covet thame ſtill greater than his on; 
Bathyllus, in the winter of threeſcore, 
Belies his innoceace, and keeps a whore 
Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 
T.carns tomiſtake, nor knows his brother's name; 
Has words and thoughts in nice dilorder fer, 
And takes a memorandum to forget. 
hus vain, nor knowing what adorns or blots, 
Men forge the patents that create them ſots. 
As. love of pleaſure into pain betravs, 
80 moſt grow infamous thro” love of praiſe. 
But whence for praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 
hen thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we defpic ? 
For tuch the vanity of great and fmall, 
.0ntcmpt goes round, all men laugh at all. 
Nor can ev'n Satire blame them, for tis true, 
They molt have ample cauſe for what they do. 


ſeen; | 


| 


| 


| 
| 


| 


| 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


| 


193 
O! fruitful Britain ! doubtleſs thou waſt meant 


A nurie of fools to ſtock the Continent. 
Tho' Phœbus and the Nine for ever mov 


| Raak folly underneath the ſeythe will grow; 


The harveſt calls me | 
Till I ſurpaſs in my lawyer's bill, | 
A Welch deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn, i 
= 4 epi | 
hen d, in throw down my 
In comes a coxcomb, and I write _ 
See | Tityrus, with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with ere he hears the jeſt; 
What need he ſtay? for when the joke is o'er, | 
His teeth will be no whiter than before. | 
Is there of theſe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, | 
D 
? 
Some, vain of paintings, bid the world admire ; 
Of houſes ſome, nay, houles that they hire; 
Some (perfect wiſdom !) of a beauteous wife, 
And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a ſcourge for life. 
Sometimes, thro” pride, the ſexes change their 


urs; 

My lord has and my lady ſwears ! 
Then, ſtranger ftill, on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind! 

To ſhew the ſtrength and infamy of pride, 
By all tis follow's, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, who at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, to | 
VinceMma knows ſelſ- praiſe betrays to mame, 
And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in modeſty's ditguiſe 
To win applauſe, and rakes it by ſurpri 


ze. 

To err,” ſays he, in ſmall things is my fate.“ 

You know your anſwer, He's exaCt in great. 

My file,“ ſays he, is rude, and full of faults.“ 

But O what ſenſe! what energy of thoughts ! 

That he wants algebra he muſt coufels; | 

But not a foul to give our arms ſucceſs. 

„Ahl! that's a hit indeed, Vincenna crics; 

« But who, in hcat of blood, was gyer wiſe ? 
K + I own, 


— — — 


Of ev ry charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt. 


«.F own „ dee eee | 


Fo make that hopeleſs, il!-advis'd attack; 
% All fay 'twas madneſs, nor dare I deny ; 
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For lo! Philander, of afraid, 

In ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. 
Some nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 

And love a market where the rates run high. 


„ Sure never fool fo well deſerv'd to die.“ Italian muſic's ſwect. becauſe tis dear; 


Could this deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceive in thee, « 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 
Thou in one fuit wilt thy revenue wear, 
And haunt the court, without a proſpect there. 
Are thefe expedients for renown * Confeſs 
Thy little ſelf, that I mar ſcorn thee lefs. 
be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forfake ; 
Qur —_ there, nor thou nor I ſhall 
e. 
Fv'n men of merit, ere their point gain, 
In hardy fervice make a long — 
Mott manfully beſiege the patron's gate, 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
With pai art, and application warm, 
And take at laft ſome little place by ſtorm ; 
— keep two ſhoes on Sunday clean, 
And upon difcreetly in Shire - lane. 
1 thy fortune can afford, 
Then wirhout the favour of my lord. 
Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men confer ; 
But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not fromchoice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toil to know to whom: 
man that's n-areſt, ing they advance : 
is inhumanity to bleſs b c 
If merit ſues, and greatneſs is ſo loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 
I grant at court, Philander, at his need 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indced. 


Philander! thou art exquiſitcly bleſt; 

The public envy ! now then, tis allowed. 
The man is found who may be juſtly proud; 
Bur, fee! how fickly is ambicica's tafic ? 


| 
hance. | 
| 
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Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths « fran 


Their vanity is tickl'd, not their car ; |; 
Their taſtes would leſſen if the prices fell, 


And Shakeſpear's wretched ftuff do quite as well; 


Away the diſenchanted fair would throng, 


And own, that Engliſh is their mother -tongue. 
To thew how much our northern taſtes renne, 


Imported nymphs our peereſſes ourſhine ; 


While tradefmen ſtarve theſe Philomels are gay; 


For gen'rous lords had rather give than pay. 

O laviſh land, for found at ſuch expence 

Bur then the faves it in her bills for ſentc. 
Muhc I paſſionately love, tis plain, 

Since for its ſake ſuch dramas I ſuſtain. 

An opera, like a pillory, may be faid 

To nail our ears down, but expoſe our head. 
Behold the mafquerade's fantaſtic ſcene | 

The legiſlature join'd with Drury-lane ! 


When Britain calls, thiembroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 


Are we not then allow'd to be polite **? 


Yes, doubtlefs; but firſt fer your notions right. 


Worth of politeneſs is the needful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can nc'er be 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; 

'Tis tolid bodies only poliſh well. 


Great, choſen prophet! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways, 


Well, Heideger, doſt thou my mafter ferve ; 


Well has he feen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve; 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais'd, 


In various forms of werthip ſeen him prais d; 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 


And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown, 


Inferior off rings to thy god of vice 

Are duly paid m fiddles, cards, and dice; 
Thy facrifice ſupreme an hundred maids ! 
That ſolema rite of midnight maſquerades! 
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Tf maids the quite exhanſted town denies, 
An hundred head of cuckolds muſt fuffice. 
Thou ſmil ſt, well-pleas d with the converted 


land, 
To ſee the fifry churches at a ſtand. 
And, that thy miniſter may never fail, 
But what thy hand has planted ſtill prevail, 
Of minor prophets a :ucceſſion ſure 
The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 
See commons, peers, and miniſters of tate, 
In ſolemn council met, and deep debate! 
What godlike enterprize is taking birth? 
What wonder opens on th'expeCting earth ? 
'Tis done ! with loud applauſe the council rings 
Fixt is the fate of whores and faddlc-ftrings ! 
Though bold theſe truths, thou Muſe, with 
truths like theſe, , 
Wilt noue offend, whom 'tis a praiſe to pleaſe; 
Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 
Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe. 
To write a Satire which gave none viicnce ! 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me? 
On then, my muſe! and fools and knaves expoſe, 
And, ſince thou canꝰſt not make a friend. make toes. 
The fool and knave tis glorious ro oſfend, 
And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 
The world, where lucky throws to blockheads 
fall, 
Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
How hard for real worth to gain its price 
A man ſhall make his fortune m a trice, 
If bleſt with pliant, tho? but flender ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence. 
A ſupple knee, fmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a fmile upon his face, 
A beauteous fifter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of life; 
Genius and virtue __—— defeat, 
And lodge you in the of the great. 


| 
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To merit is but to provide a pai 

From mens refuſing what mo to gain. 
May, i this maxim fail in you, 

Whom my preſaging t ts already view 

By Walpole's conduct fir'd,and friendſhip grac'd, 

Still higher in your prince's favour plac'd; 

And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 

Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd, 

Bear this from one who holds your friendſhip dear; 

What moſt we with, with eaſe we fancy near. 


$ 67. Lowe of Fame the Univerſal Paſſion. 


YouxG. 
SATIRE VV. 
To the Right Honourable Sir d encer Compton. 
RON ſome fair tree tli ambitious woodbine 
rows, 
Antal her ſweets on the ſu 1 
So ſweet the verſe, thꝰambitious verſe, ſhould be 
(O! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee ; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raife, their councils guide, 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 
And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crown's aſſerter, and the people's friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the Muſe; | 
Thy ſmiles proteCt her, while thy talents fire ; 
And *tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 
Vext at a public fame fo juſtly wan, 
The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone. 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renown, 
9 — 7 — — — 
chemes nos, and knowing, all improves, 
Tho? Britain's thank leſs, ſtill this patriot loves; 
But patriots differ, ſome may ſhed their blood; 
He drinks his coffee for the public good; 
Conſults the facred ſteam, and there foreſees 
What ſtorms or ſunſhine Providence dcercee; 
K 2 Knows 
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Knows for each dav the weather of our fate: 


A quidnunc is an almanac of ſtate. 

2 ſmile, and think this ſtateſinan void of uſe. 
Why may not time his ſecret worth produce ? 
Since can roaſt the choice Caftanian nut, 
Since ſteeds of genius are expert at put, 

Since half the ſenate not content can ſay, 
Geeſe nations ſave, aud puppics plots betray. 

What makes him model realms and counſel 
An incapacity for ſmaller things. [kings 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' fill, 
And boldly claims a province higher ttill. 

To raiſe a name th'ambitious boy has got 

At once a bible and a thoulder-knot ; 

Deep in the ſecret he looks thr? the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that faves his foul ; 
To talk with rev'rence you mult take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the Creed, 
Howe'er we!l-bred, in public he complics, 
Obliging friends alone with blatphemies. 

Peerage is poiſon, good eftates are bal 
For this diſraſe; poor rogues run ſeldom nad. 
Have not attainders brought unhop'd relic?, 
And falling ſtocks quite cur'd an uabelict > 
Whale the fun ſhines, Blunt talks with wond*rous 

forcc ; 

But thunder mars ſmall beer and weak diſcouiſe. 
Such uteful inftruments the weather thow, 
Juſt as their Mercury is high or low. 

* Health chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dak; 
A fever argues better than a Clarke; 
Let but the logic in his pulſe decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray ; 
While C mourns with an uafeign'd — 
Thi apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once fo well. 

C who makes fo merry with the creed, 
He almoft thinks he diſhelie ves indeed; 

But oniv thinks fo; to give both their due, 
datan and he believe, aud tremble too, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


{ A !waa is white, or Quecaſterry is fair. 


Boox IT, 


Of ſome for glory, ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
Narciſlus the Tartarian club diſclaims; 
Nay, a free-mafon with ſome terror names; 
| Omits no duty, nor can envy fay 
He mid theſe many years the church or play; 
He makes no noite in parthamcar, tis true, 
But pays his debt and viſit when 'tis due; 
His character and guns ate ever clean, 
And then he can oute the bow ing dean 
| A file eternal on his lip he wears, 
Winch equally the wife and worthlefs ſhares, 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chief 
Patient of leact, beyond belief, 
Moſt charitably lends the town his face 
For ornament, in ev'ry public place; | 
As ture, as cards, hu to t!affembly comes, 
And is rhe furniture of d:;awing-rooms. 
When Ombre calls, bis kand and heart are free, 
And, join'd to two, hc fails not—to make three. 
Narciſſus is the glory of nis race; 
For who does nothing with a better grace ? 
To deck my lift, by nature were deſigu d 
Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 
VV ho want, while this” blank life they dream 
along, 
Senſc to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 
Lo counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 
Some for renuwn are ſingular and odd; 


— 


— — 


— 


What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they run counter ſti 
And virth-eays are their days of dreſſing ill. 
Arbuthnot is a fool, aud F a ſage, 
S——ly will fright you, E-— engage; 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S—x is the worſt of friends, 
They take their reſt by day,and wake by mebt, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize Gon in the right, 
If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 


— 
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Nothing exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 
A fool in fathion, but a fool that's out; 
His paſſion for ab 's fo ſtrong, 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong : 


[ ſhewn 
Tuo' wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is 
In wearing others follies than your own. 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 

But what in oddnefs can be more ſublime 
Than S——, the foremoſt royman of his time? 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 

His daughter's portion a rich ſhell enhances, 
And Athmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 
Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru 

How his eyes languiſh ! how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which never wore! 
He ſhews on holydays afacred pin chin. 
That touch'd the ruif that touchꝰd fs's 

* Since that great dearthour chronicles deplore, 
« Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
Was ever year unbleſt as this?” he'll cry, 

Ir has not he us one new butterfly! 
= times * er ſuch learn d men as theſe, 
'nhappy I——y ! how came to plcafe ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game; 

But in effect, his chace is much the ſame. 

Warm in purſuit, he levees all the great, 

Stanch to the root of title and eſtate. 

Where'cr their lordſhips go they never find, 

Or Lico or their ſhadows lag behind ; 

He ſets them ſure, wherc'er their Lordſhips run, 

Cloſe at their elbows, as a moruing · dun; 

As if their grandeur, + Dn, wroug ht, 

And fame was, like a fever, to be caught : 

But atter ſeven years dance from place to place, 

The Dane is more familiar with his grace. 
Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten peer; 

Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, 


For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 


For months before, by trumpets, thro? the town? 
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Who'd be a glaſs, with flattering gri 
Still to reflect the remper of his face ? 
Or happy pin to ſtick upon his ſlecve, 
When my lord's gracious,and vouchfafcs its leave? 
Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall plcaſe 
To loll, or thump it for his better caſe ? 
Or a vile butt, for noon or night beſpoke, 
When the peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his joke? 
ha; with laughter, though he could not 
nd 
His lordſhip's jeſt? or, if his noſe broke wind, 
For bleſſings to the gods profoundly bow, 
That can cry chimney -fweep, or drive a plough ? 
With _—_— theſe how mean the tribe that 
cloſe ! 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like theſe impoſe. 
But what's the tribe moſt likely to comply? 
The men of ink, or ancient authors lye; 


The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs auctions hold 
Of praiſe, by inch of candle to be fold. 
All mea they flatter, but themſelves rhe moſt 


With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaft : 
For fame no cully makes fo much her jeſt, 
As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard profct. 
© Boyle ſhines in cuuncil, Mordauat in the fight, 
© Pelham's magnificent; but I can write, 
And what te my great foul like glory dear?“ 
Till fome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
That fame's unwholctome, taken without meat; 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is ear. ; 
Grown lean and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 
Ah! what avails it, when his dinner's loft, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt ? 
Or that his ſhining page ing fate!) 
Defends firloins, which ſous of dulncts eat? 
What foe to verte without compathon hears ? 
What cruel proſe - man can refrain from tears 
When the poor muſe, for lefs than half-a-crown, 
A proſtitute on ev'ry bulk in town, 


® A Daniſh Dog. 
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With other whores undone, tho” not in print, | The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint? þ meet, . 
Ye bards! why will you fing, tho“ uninſpir'd ? | Shall march the verieft hunks in L. 
2 5 424 yor' wg | * 
u Phoebus” laws, beyond redreſs, ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
Why will:your — — A beardleſs miſer ! *tis a guilt unknown 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the head, 


A dedication is a wooden leg; 

And barren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brats to move compathon. 
Tho' tuch thyſelf, vile bards I diſcommend 
Nay more, tho“ gentle Damon is my friend. 
Ist then a crime to write —if rare 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear; 

For fome, tho few, there are, large - minded men, 
Who warch, unſcen, the labours of the pen; 
Who know the mute's worth, and therefore court 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport; 
Who ſerve, unal{k'd, the leaſt pretence to wit; 
My fole excule, alas! for having writ. 

Will Harcourt pardon, if I dare commend 
Harcourt, with zeal a patron, and a fricud ? 
Argyle true wit is ſtudious to reſtore; | 
And Dorſet {miles if Phœbus ſmil'd before. 
Pembroke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta, like a mule, infpires, 
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Aut ah! not inſpiration can obtain A 
That Fame which poets languith for in vain. Of boafting more than of a bomb afraid, 
How mad their aim who thirſt for glory, ſtrive A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt as a maid: 
To gralp what no man can poſſeſs alive Fame 


ö 


Fame's a reverſion, in which men take 
O late reverſion |) at their own 
is truth ſagacious Lintot knows fo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſell ! 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets cry ; 
That wealth is fame, another can reply, 
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And fwell in juit proportion to their bags. And 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old, Abou 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold; | The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. And 
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Awakes 
| 


Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 
Then ſhield me in the woods again. 


| * 
of Cambridge. 


Spread its thin foliage o'er the fleeping maid; 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaft, 
careleſs folds, laoſe flow d her zonelets veſt, 
treſſes flow, 


Then dropt a tender tear, and thus ſhe fpoke : 
Yes, I could once with pleas'd attention trace 
The mumic charms of this prophetic vaſe ; 
Then lift my head, and with enraptur'd eyes 
{ View on you plain the real glories riſe. 
Yes, Ifis! oft haſt thou rejoic'd to lead 
Nr 
4 


Oft haſt thou ſtopyꝰd thy pearly car to gaze, 
While ev'ry Science nurs'd its growing bays; 
While ern Youth, with fame's ſtrong impulſe 
Preſt to the goal, and at the goal uatir'd, [fr'd, 
Snatch'd each celeſtial wreath, to bind his brow, 
The Maufes, Graces, Virtues could beſtow. 

Een now fond Fancy leads th'ideal train, 
And ranks her troops on Mem'ry's ample plain; 
dee! the firm leaders of my patriot line, 

Sec! Sidney, Raleigh, Hampden, Somers ſhine. 

Sec Hough, ſuperior to a tyrant's doom, 

Smile at the menace of the flave of Rome: 

Each {out x hom truth could fire, or virtue move, 

Each __ ſtrong panting with its country's 
ve, 

All that to Albion gave their heart to head, 

That wife! v counſel'd, or that bravely bled, 

Ail, all appear; on me they grateful ſmile; 

The well-earn'd prize of ev'ry virtuous toil 

To me with filial reverence they bring, 

And hang freſh trophies o'er my honor d ſpring. 

Ah! I remember well yon beechen ſpray; 

There Addifon firſt tun'd his poliſh's lay; 

"Twas there great Cato's form firft met his eye, 

In al! che pomp of free born majeſty; [' awe; 

* My fon,” he cry'd, — + obſerve this mien with 

© In ſolemn lincs the reſemblance draw ; 

The piercing notes ſhall ftrike each Britiſh car; 
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ones | - ens muſing forth! E'en now 
vic w 

Majeſtic Wiſdom thron'd his brow ; 

View Candor ſmile upon his modett cheek, 

And trom his eve all Judgmenr's radiance break. 
'F was here the fage his manly zeal expreſt, 
Here ſtript vain Falſehood of her gaudy veſt ; 
Here Truth's collected beams firſt fill'd his mind, 
Exe long to burſt in bleſſings on mankind ; 

Ere long to thew to Reafon's purged eye, 
That“ Nature's firſt beſt gift was Liberty.” 
Proud of this wond'rous fon, fublime I ſtood 
While louder ſurges ſwell'd my rapid flood) 
hen, vain as Niobe, exulting cry'd, 
Iliſtus! roll thy fam'd Athenian tide; 
Tho? Plato's ſteps oft mark'd thy neighb'ring 


de, 
„ PI 
Tho? ev'ry Academic impre 
Its image full on thy reſlecting breaſt, 
Yer my pure ſtream ſhall boaft as proud a name, 
And Bruain's Iſis low with Attic fame. 
a 
"a. 
See ! Gothic licence rage oer all my coaſt! 
Sce! Hydra Faction ſpread its unpious reign, 
Poiſon each breaft, and madden ev'ry brain! 
Hence frontlefs crowds, that not content to fright 
The bluſhing Cynthia from her throne of light, 


| | Blaſt the fair face of day; and madly bold, 


To Freedom's foes infernal orgies hold; 

To Freedoin's foes, ah! fee the goblet crown's, 
Hear plaufive ſhouts to Freedom's foes reſound; 
The horrid notes my refiuent waters daunt, 

The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt; 
Learning, that once to all diffus d her beam, 
Now ſheds, by ftealth, a partial private gicaiu 
In ſome lone cloiſter's melancholy. ſhade, 
Where a firm few her fickly head, 
Defprs'd, inſulted, by the barb'rous train 

| Who ſcour, like Thracia's moon - ſtruck ron: , 
| the plata; 
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Sworn foes, like them, to all the Muſe approves, 
All Phoebus favours, or Minerva loves. 

Are theſe the ſons my foſt ring breaſt muſt rear, 
Grac'd with my name, and nurtur'd by my care ? 
Muſt theſe go forth from my maternal hand, 
To deal their inſults thro' a peaceful land, 

Aud boaſt, while Freedom bleeds, and Virtue 


groans, 
That“ Ifts taught Rebellion to her fons *”* 
Forbid it, Heav'n! and let my riſing waves 
Indignaat fwell, and whelm 14 recreant ſlaves 
In England's cauie their patriot floods employ, 
As Xanthus delug'd in the caute of Troy. 
I; this deny'd; then point fome ſecret way 
nere far, far hence theſe guiltlels ſtreams may 
firay; [ ſpreads 
Same unknown channel lend, — where Nature 
Ir.;lorious vales and unfrequented meads, 
There, where a hind ſcarce times his ruſtic ſtrain, 
V here ſcarce a pil treads the parhlets plain, 
Content PII] flow; chat e er my tide 
$ — von majettic res crown its fide; 
Forget that e'er my wrapt attentioa hung 
Hr on the $ or the poet's tongue ; 
Calm and 1 'd, my humbler lot embrace, 
4nd, pleas'd, prefer oblivion to diſgrace. 


* 70. The Bard, A Pindaric Od:. 

RN feine thee, ruthleſs king, 
Confuſion on thy banners wait ; 

* Tho” fann'd by — 2 crimſon wing, 

They mock the air with idle tate! 

: Helm, wag wage nr, — mail, 

+ Nor ev en thy virtues, rant, ſhall avail 

To fave thy ſecrer foul fears, 

From Cam bria's curſe, from Cambria's tears 

dach 2 the founds that o'er the creſted 


of the Ba — , — 
As down the ſteep of Snowden's 
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And wave with bloody haads the tiſſue of thy 
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Stout Glo'ſter flood aghaſt in ſpeechleſs trance! 
To arms!—ery'd Mortimer, —ard couch' his 
quiv'ring lance. 
1 

On a rock, whoſe haughtv brow 
Frowns o'cr old Conv ay's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the fable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the poct ſtood; 
(Looſe his „and hoary hair 
Stream d, like a meteor, to the troubl'd ait) 
And, with a maſtcr's hand and propliet's fire, 
Struck the deep forrows of his 8 re. 
Hark, how cach giant - oak and defart cave 
* Sigh to the torrent's awful voice bencath ! 
Oer thee, oh King! their hundred arms they 

© wave, 
Revenge on thee in hoarfer murmurs breathe ; 
Local no more, ſince Cambria's fatal day, 
To high-born Hoc!'s harp, or ſoft Lewcllyn' 3 
. * lay. ; | 

I. 3. 


© Cold is Cadwallo's tongue, 
© That huth'd the ſtormy main: 
© Brave Urien flecps upon his craggy bed: 
* Mountains ve mourn in vain 
+ Modred, whoſe magic ſong 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-ropy'd 
On dreary Arvon thore they lie [ head. 
«* Smear'd with gore, and ghaſily pale: 
Far, far aloof th'affrighted ravens fail : 
© The famiſh'd cagle ſcreams, and paſſes by. 
* Dear loft companions of my tuneful art, 
Dear as the light that viſits theſe fad eyes, 
© Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
ve dy'd amidſt your dying country's cries 
1 more I weep. They do not ſlecp. 

yonder clas, a griily band, 

. Lk them fit, they linger yet, 
© Avengers of their native land: 
Wich me in dreadful harmony they join, line.“ 
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II. . 
n Weave the warp, and weave the woof, 
« The winding-theet of Edward's race; 
Give ample room, and verge 
Thee characters of hell to trace. 
„ Mark the year, and mark the night, 
«© When Severn ſhall re-echo with atfrighe 
« The fhricks of death, through Berkley's roofs 
« that 1 
The {bricks 21 agonizing king 
« She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 
That tear ſt the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
« From thee be born, who oer thy country hangs 
The ſcourg: of Heav'n. Whar terrors round 
bim wait! 
* Amazement in his van with flight combin'd, 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 


II. 2. 

« Mighty Victor, Lord ! 
© Low on his fun'ral couch the lies; 
No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
« A tear to grace his ohſequies. 
66 . fable warrior fied? A 
* for is e: He among the dead. 
Th farm that i in thy noon-tide beam were 
% Gone to ſalute the rifing morn. born, 
Fair 12 the morn, and ſoft the zephyr 

„ diows, 

« While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
„In gallant trim the gilded veſſel goes; 
* Youth on the prow, and pleaſure at the helm; 
4 of the ſweepi ping whirlwind's ſway, 


„Cote by the 
«+ Fell thirſt and 
A baleful ſinile upon theis bafiled guck. 
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expects his cven- 


Boox IT, 


Heard ye the din of battle bray, 

„% Lance to lauce, and horſe to horſe > 
— — 

2 through the kindred ſquadrons mow their 


| * Ye wow's of Julius, London's barg ham, 
« With many a foul and murder fed, 
© Revere his — faith, his wy fame, 
« And fpare the mee 2 — head. 
- As dann, the roſe , 

„ Twin'd with her bluſhing foe, we ſpread! 
The brittled boar in infant gore 

+ Wallows beneath the thorny ſhade. 

% Now, Brothers, o'er th'accurſed loom, 


III. Is 


6 lo! to ſudden fate 
« (Weave we woof. The thread is ſpun.) 
Half of thy heart we conſecrate. 
* INS The work is done.)“ 
oh ſta I 


| © Deſcending flow their glit'ring ſkirts unroll! 
- Viſoos of glory! ſpare my fight, 


not on my foul! 


© In the midſt, » form divine ! 
| „Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 


the cherub-choir, 


day ? 
* Rais'd by Gp wa has e 
To- morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

* And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with joy I ſec 

The diffrent doom our 


$ 71x. The Deſcent of Odin. An Ode. Gray. 
PROSE the king of men with ſpeed, 

Thar leads ro = pdt 

— CY: 
ſhaggy throat he open'd wide, 
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Over it hanes the ſhield of gold: Tell me whence their forrows rote ? 

"Tis the drink of Balder bold. Then I lcave thee to repoſe. 

Balder“ hex to Cath i is gwen. | ProraHtTEs: 


Pain cn teich the Sons of Heav'n ! 
Unwilling 1 my lips unc loſe: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſc. 
| Ooirx. 

Once again my call obey : 
Propher rt, and fav, 
What dangers Odin's child await, 
Who the author of his fate ? 


PrROPHETESS. 


In Hoder's hand the hero's doom, 
Is brother {-nds bim to the tou b. 
. Now my weary lips I cloſe: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſe, 
Oo. 


Propficteſo, my ſpell obe, 
Ounce at un arife, and favs 
Who tivavcnger of his guilt, 


By whom thall Hoder's blood be {p:l: ? 


PRoOPHETESS. 


In the caverns of the Weft, 
Ey Odin'3 fierce embrace 
A woad'rous boy ſhall Rinda — 
Who ne'er ſhall comb his raven hair, 
Nor waſh his vifage in the ſtream, 
Ner fee the ſun's departi beam, 
Till he on Hoder's Corfe ſhall ſmile 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
Now my weary lips I close: 
Leave me, leave me to repoſc. 


Opin. 


Yet a while my call ober ; 
Propheteſs. awake, and ay, 
What Virgins theſe, in ſpeechlefs woc, 
That to earth their folemn brow, 
That their flaxen treſſes tear, 
And ſnow y veils, that float in air 


— 


— 


— 


Hai! no Traveller art thou, 
King of Mien, I know thee now }! 
Mightc# of a mighty line 


Optix. 


N., boding Maid of ſkill divin” 
Art thou, nor prophetefs of goon. 
But mother of the glant-brood 


PROPHETE SS. 


Hie thce hence, and boaſt at home 
That never thall enquirer come 
To break my iron-ſlkep again. 
Ti!l Lok has burit his renfold chain: 
Never, till tubſtannal Night 
Has re- aſfum'd her ancient right; 
Til wrapt in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Studs the fabric of the world. 
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Nou the forms begins to lowr 
(Haſte, the loom of hell prepare) 

Iron ſlect of arrowy ſhowꝰr 

Hurtles in the darkened air. 


1 ri r are the loom, 
duſky 1 we ſtrain, 
— many a ſoldier's doom, 


Orkney's woe, and Randver's banc, 


See the griſly texture grow ! 
('Tis ot human entrals made) 
And the weights that play below, 
Each a gaſping warrior's head. 


Shafts for ſhuttles dipt i 
Shoot the trembling — — ; 


2 | {woe 
Keep the tiſſac cloſe and ſtrong. 


22 


- 
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Miſta, black terrific maid, | Hail the taſk, and hail the hands! 

Sangrida and Hilda, fee! _ Songs of joy and triumph fing; 

Join the wayward work to aid : | Joy to the victorious bands; 

'Tis the woof of victory. | Triumph to the younger king. 

Ere the ruddy fun be ſet, Mortal, thou that hear ſt the tale, 

Pikes muſt ſhiver, jav'lins ſing, ——— 

Blade with clatt'ring bunker — winding 

00 80 2 Siſters, hence with ſpurs of ſpeed ! 

* 2 1 Each her thund' ring faulchion wicld ; 

Wie der friends the gang thre, ——— 

Whew they triumph, where they die. | 4 r 

As the paths of fate we tread, | 

ang fhons? 7] + — » WEN's praiſe demands my ſong, 
Oven ſwift and Owen ſtrong , 


We the reigns to ſlaughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to ſpare : 
Spite of danger he ſhall livc. 
(Weave the crimſon web of war.) 


They, whom once the defart beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Joon their awple fway ſhall ftretch 


Oer the plenty of the plain. 


Low the dauntleſs earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound : 
Fare demands a nobler head; 
Soon a king thall hite the ground. 
Long his loſs ſhall Eirin weep, 
Ne'er again his likenels fee; 
Long her ftrains in ſorrow 
prraias of immortality 

Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the fun. 
Siſters, weave the web of death. 
viſters, ceaſe : che work. is dones 


| Faireſt flow 'r of Roderic's tem, 

| Gwynerh's ſhield, and Britain's gem. 

He nor heaps his brooded ftores, 

Nor on all profuſely pours; 

Lord of ev'ry regal art, 

Lib'ral hand and heart. 

Big with hoſts Tater name, 

| Squadrons three 2gainſt him came 

| This the force of Eiring hiding ; 

Side by fide as proudly ridi 

q On her ſhadow long and gay 
Lochlin plows the wat'ry way; 

| There the Norman fails afar ; 

Catch the winds, and join the war: 

Black and huge along they ſweep, 

| Burthens of the angry deep. 

| Dauntlefs on his native ſands 
The dragon-fon of Mona itands ; 

In glitt'ring arms and glory dreſt, 

High he rears his ruby ere 

There the thund' ring ſtrokes begin, 

There the preſs, and there the din; 

' Ky Talymalf-2's 
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Talymalfra's rocky thore 


Echoing tu the baule's roar. 


as ©» . — , 


There Confuſion, Ferror's child 

Conflict terer, and Ruin wild; 

Agony, that pants for breath; 

Detpur, and Houourable Death. 
S #* + x 


$ * au to Time. Occafored by fring the 
N of ox Od Caftle. OG!LYIE. 


Sitt ſt on von ſoli ie ! 
Or ſlowiy ſhak'ſt the rant Þ-n dome, 


75 


clad with mois yon leaning tow'r, 

aw the race of Glory run, 

mark'd Ambition's ſetting ſun, 

ſhook old Empire's touring pride, 
down the floating tide ; 

long-unfolding ſcenes appear, 


11h 


Þ 
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—_ 


em 


— 


C ia's ſilver ray, 
Dr wariy dale, [tale. 
And taught the lift ning moon the melancholy 


Ye wilds, where heav*'n- ancy roves, 
Ye ſky-crown's hills and folema groves! 
Ye low-brow'd vaults, ye gloomy cells! 
Ye cave*, where night-bed Silence dwells ! 
Ghofts that in yon lonely hall 
Lightly glance along the wall, 
Or, beneath yon ivy'd row'r, 
At the ſilent midnight hour, 
„ array'd in . 
And ſtain the duſky robe of Night ! 
Or, with flow ſolemn pauſes roam 
O'er the long- ſounding hollow dome 
Say, *mid yon defart folitary round, 
When darknets wraps the boundleſs 
Does ne'cr ſome diſmal dying found 
On Night's dull ſerious ear rebound, 
That mourns the ceaſcleſs lapſe of life-conſum- 
ing years? 


II. . 

O call th'inſpiring glorious hour to view, 
When 2 martial train 
From yon ſteep rock's hi _—_— 
Pour'd on the heart-ſtruck flying ! 
When War's blood-tintur'd ſpear 
Hung o'er the trembling rear; 
When — wo Terror wing'd their head- 

g flight; 
Von tow'rs then rung with wild alarms l 
Yon defart gleam'd with ſhining arms 
While on the bleak hill's bright' ning ſpice 
Bold Vict' ry flam'd with eyes of fire, 


Her 


Her wings were ting d with ſpangling gold, 


dne ſpoke :—her words infus'd refiſtlets mi 


the 


: 


ah ! what hand the finiling proſpect brings 
voice recals th'expiring day 

—_— ——ê 
om tes. 


= 


7 


Far 


7 87 


Wuh 

And 

O'er 

Slowly 

Wailing 

Oer the 

While the dull 

Shrinks, aghaſt with 

Or ſtand, with thin aſting 

And eyes that blaſt the ſickꝰ ning moon | 
Yet theſe, ere Time had roll'd their years away, 
Ece Death's fell arm had mark'd its aim, 
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— 
proud tow'rs with ample 8 | 

Beheld the trembling fwains obey, oy k 
And wroughe the glarions duos Gar Fells the 


Shows the — crea: 
— —— 
His pow'r-clad arm controul'd each happier 


elime, 
foars ſublime. _ 


HT. 2 


| 28 found rolls murm'ring on 
I 

Ah! What ſoul-thrilling ſcene appears! 

I fee the column'd arches fail! 

And ſtructures hoar, the boaſt of years! 

What mould'ring piles decay'd 

Gleam thro' the moon-ſtreak'd ſhade, 

| Where Rome's proud genius rear'd her awful 


| brow ! 
| Sad monument !'— Ambition near 
Rolls on the duſt and pours a tear, 


Pale Honour drops the flutt'ring plume, 
And Conqueſt weeps o'er Czfar's tomb; 
Slow Patience fits with eye 


depreſt, 
And Courage beats his fobbigg breaft ; 


® Pefipolis, 


208 
E:'n War's red choek the guſhing fireams o'er- 


flow, Woe. 
And Faacy's liſt'ning ear attend. the plaiut ot 
III. 3. 
Lo! on von id ſublune. 


Whence lies Old Eu vytẽs de ſurt clime, 

Ble ik, naked, wild! where rum lowr:, 

Nlid fanes, and wiecks, aud tumbling towers! 

On the ſtecp height, u ate and bun, 

Stands the Pou et with hoarv hair 

Over lis ſexthe he bende; his b d 

Slowly thakes the flowing fun, 

While the Hours, an airy ring, 

Lightly flit with downy wing, 

And fap the works of man; and ſha- le 

With ſilver locks his furrow'd Head: 

Thence rolls the mighty Pow'r his broad ſurvey, 

And feals the nation's awful doom: 

He fees proud Grandcur's meteor rav; 

He vieids to jay the feltive day. 

Then ſweeps the lengrtning thadc, and marks 
them tor the tomb. 


— — 


$ 75. 4 Dejcription of a Purih Pror- Hye, 
Cs nB. 


*PHEIRSis you houſe that hold. the pariſh poor, 
Whoſe walls of mud fearce bear the broken 
door ; 

There, where the putrid vapours flagging play, 
And the dull wheel hums dolefu! tlito' the das; 
There children dwell who now no parents cute, 
Parents who know no childrens love, d well there; 
Heart-broken matrons on their joyleſs bed, 
Forſaken wives, and mothers rover wel; 
Dejected widows with unhcedet tente, . 
And erippled age with more than childhood -fears! 
The lame, the blind, and, far the h:ppick they! 
The moping idiot, and the madman gan. 

Here too the fick their finul doom ;vovire, 
ere vrought, amid the trengs ut {cf rie 
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j ĩð— _ —— — — 


Book II. 
ens rv. omen ſome fad chamber 


* 
Mixt with the clamours of the crowd below ; 
Here forrowing, they each kindred forrow ſcan, 
And the cold charitics of man to man. 
Whoſe laws mdeed for ruin'd age provide, 
And ſtrong compulton plucks the ſcrap from 
ide ; 
Nut ank that ſcrap is bought with many a gh, 
And pride enbitters what it can't deny. 
Sas ve, oppreft by tome fantaſtic woes, 
Some jarring nerve that bafflgs your repoſe; 
Who pref the doveny cauch, while ſlaves advance 
With timid eve, to read the diſtant glance, 
Wo with fad prayers the weary deottor ty 
] © name the nameleſs ever- neu dilcaie; 
Wii with mock-patience dire complaints endure, 
Which real pain, and that alone can cute, 
How would ye bcar in real pain to lie, 
Detpis'd, neglected, left alone to dic? 
How would ye bear to draw your lateft breath, 
Where all that's wretched paves the way tr 
death? 
Such is that room which one rude beam di- 

Ard naked rafters form the ſlöping fide> : 
M hcrethe vile bands that bind rhe thatch act 
And lath aud mud is all that lie hetu een, 
Save one dull pane, that, coarſely patch d, . 
To tue rude tempeſt, „et excludes the day : 

lere, on a matted flock, with duſt o'erfprez'!, 
The drooping wretch reclines his languid 1.22, 
Fur him no hand the cordial cup applics, 
Nor wipes the tear that ſtag nate in has eyes; 
No fricas with ſoft di ſcourſe his pain beguile; 
Nor promite hope till ſick neſs wears a fine. 


E 6. Deer tian a Commry Ateilic arr. 
Cars. 
UT foon a loud and haffy ſumtins calls, 
Shakes the thin roof, and echocs round rhe 
Anon a figure enters, quaint! y near, "walls: 
All pride and buyrefs, vafle and concert; 


* * 


1 


Rook II. 


With looks unalter'd by theſe ſcenes of woe, 
With ſpecd that, entering, ſpeak his haſte to go; 
He bids the gazing throng around him fly, | 
Aud carrics fate and phytie in his eye; 

A potent quack, long vers'd in human il!s, 

Who firſt inſults the viqtun whom he kills; 
Whoſe murd'rous hand a drowſy bench protect, 
And whofe moſt render mercy is neglect. 

Prad by the parith for attendance here, | 
He wears contempt upon his ſapient ſncer ! | 
In haſte he ſceks the bed where miſery lies, | 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eves; | 
And, ſome habitual queries hurried o'er, 

Without reply, he ruſhes on the door; 

His drooping patient, long inur'd to pain, 
And long knows remonſtrance vain; 
He ceaſes now the feeble help to crave | 
Ot man, and mutely haſtens to the grave. 


— 


$ 77. The Country Life. CowWLEY. | 


RBEEST be the man (and bleſt he is) 
whoe'er 

(Plac'd far out of the roads of hope and fear) 

A little field and little garden feeds; 

The field gives all 2 nature needs; 

The wealthy lib'rally beſtowws 

All ſhe can when the luxurious grows. 

The ſpecious inconveniences that wait 

Upon a life of buſineſs and of ſtate, 

I ORE CN CORIBAS Id vat) | 

By fools defir'd, by wi men 

mad Wr great Virgil's 
praiſe) - | 

The old Corycian yeoman paſs'd his davs; | 

Thes his with — ns J 

Th'ambaſſadors, which the great emperor fent | 

To offer him 2 crown, with wonder found 

The rev'reud gardener hoeing of his ground; | 

Unwillingly, and flow, and diſcontent, 

From his lov'd cottage to a throne he went; 


2 


1 
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And oft he „ in his triumphant way, 

And oft look'd back, and oft was heard to fay, 
Not without ſighs, Alas! I there forfake 

A happier kingdom than I go to take! 

Thus Aglaus (a man unknown to men, 

But the gods knew, and therefore lov'd himthen) 
Thus hv'd obſcurely then without a name, 
Aglaus, now conſigu'd t'eternal fame. 

For Gyyes, the rich king, wicked and great, 
Preſum d, at wiſe Apollo's Delphic feat, 
Preſum d to aſk, Oh thou, the whole world's eq e 
See'ſt thou a man that happier is than 1: 4 
The god, who ſcorus to flatter man, reply'd, 
Aglaus happier is. But Gyges cry'd, 

In a rage, Who can chat Aglaiis be? 
We have heard, as yet, of no fuch king as he. 
And true it was, thro” the whole carth around 
No king of ſuch a name was to be found. 

Is ſome old hero of that name alive, 

Who his high race does from the gods derive ? 
Is it ſome ral, that has done 
Wonders in fight, and god-like honours won? 


(Th' Arcadian life has always ſhady been) 

Near Sopho's town (which he but once had ſeen) 

This Aglaũs, who monarchs envy drew, 

Whoſe happineſs the gods ftood witneſs to, 

This mighty Aglaiis, was labouring fcund, 

With his own hands, in his own little ground. 
So, gracious God! (if it may lawful be 

Among thoſe fooliſh gods to mention thee) 

So let me aft, on fuch a private ftage, 

The laſt dull feenes of my declining age; 

After long toils and voyages in vain, 

This quiet port let my toſt veſſel gain; 

Of heavenly reft, this earneſt to me lend, 

Let my life fleep, and learn to love her end. "Y 


$ 78. Me Hen. Green. 
Aa Epidle to Mr. Cuthbert Jackſon. 


8 tere to you I fend, 
reer 
Who, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 
Can beſt explain the author's ſenſe; 
And, anxious for the public weal, 
Do, what I fing, fo often feel. 

The want of method pray excuſe, 
Allowing for a vapour'd Mufe ; 

Nor, to a narrow path confin'd, 
Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 

The child is genuine, may trace 
Throug the fires Fate g 

ing is ſtol'n: m though mean, 

Prams from the finicg ths Gods wake 
Nor vainly buys what + Gildon fells, 
Poetic buckets for dry wells. 
Schcol-helps I want, to climb on high, 
Where all the ancient treafures lie, 
And there, unſeen, commit a theft 

On wealth in Greek e left. 
Then where? from whom? what can I fical, 
Who only with the moderns deal ? 


This were ing to put on 
e. 
They fafely ſing before a thief, 

They cannot give who want relief; 
Some few excepted, names well known, 
And juſtly laurel'd with renown, 
Whofe ftamp of genius marks their ware, 
And theft dertefts : of theft bew are; 


* © In this Poem,” Mr. Melmoth ſays, 
ever read in the fame compaſs of lines.” 
+ Gridon's Art of Poetry. 
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Boox I 
From More || ſo !aſh'd, example fit, 


_— larceny in wit. 

Firſt know, my friend, I do not mean 
To write a Treatiſe on the Spleen ; 

Nor to preſcribe when nerves convulſe 3 
Nor mend th'alarm-watch, your pulſe. 
If I am right, your queſtion lay, 


ä hn 9s = FR 
The day-mare Spleen, by whoſe plens 
Mcn L mere ſuicides in caſc ? 
And how I do myſelf demean 
In ſtormy world to live ferene ? 
When by its magic 
| With 
2 
ſtranger to 
| Reade fie 
| Shew'd part 
With Spleen 
| In life's 
| Bur fwam, 


<there are more original thoughts thrown together than I 


6a by ann pow, 


Frzgfberr's Letters. 


Boox IT. 


And ſeldom Chloe's lodgings 
Thrifty of ſpirits, which I want. 


But itch, 
Archiev'd by leaping hedge and dirch. 
Wile Spleen lies foft relax'd in bed, 
Or o'er coal-fres inclines the grad, 
with hound 


With 
And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 
ing in looſe robes the ſkies, 


By 
t And ki . dis, 
Has Harlequin d away the fit. 
Since mirth is good in this behalf ; 
— — d with half ſenſe, 
curs” 


7 
4 
; 
1 , 
: 
i 
F 


Err with their wings 
Poor authors worſhipping a calf, 


5 
l 


3 
| 
| 
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of» amy. « 
A jointur'd widow's 


Two Jews diſputing tete-a-tete, 
New 


If ſpleen-fogs rife at cloſe of 
I clear my n 
Or to ſome concert take 


Ingratiate deeply with the mi 
94 + « *— +  - _ ION 
To muſic's pipe the Paſſions dance; 
Motions unwill'd its pow'rs have ſhewn, 
Tarantulated by a tune. 

Many have held rhe foul to be 


Nearly ally'd to harmony. 
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Her have I known indulging grief, 
And ſhunning company's relief. 
Unveil her face, and looking round. 
Own, by neglecting forrow's wound, 
The conianguinity of found. 

In rainy days double 
Or Spleen will ſurely be too hard; 
Which, ke thoſe fiſh by failors met, 
Fly higheſt while their wings are wet. 
In ſuch dull wearher, fo untir 
To enterprize a work of wit, 
When clouds one yard of azure fk, 
That's fit for fimile, deny, 
I dreſs my face with ſtudious looks, 
And ſhorten techous hours with books. 


Bur if dull foes invade the head, 
That mem'ry minds not what is read, 
I fit in window, dry as ark, 
And on the drowning world remark : 
Or to {ome coffee-houte I ftray 
For news, the manna of a Cay, 
And from the hipp'd Atcourtes gather, 
That politics go by the weather : 
Then ſeck good-humour'd tavern-chum:; 
And play at cards, but for ſmall ſums; 
Or with the merry fellows quatf, 
And laugh aloud with them that laugh; 
Or drink a joco- ſerious cu 
With fouls who've took their freedom up, 
And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
In Epicurus“ garden walk, 
Who thought it heav'n to be ferene ; 
Pain, hell, and purgatory, Spleen. 

Sometimes I dreſs, with women ſir, 
And chat away the gloomy fit; 
Quit the ſtiff garb of ſerious ſenſe, 
And wear a gay impertinence, 
Nor thiak nor ſpeak with any pains, - 
Bur lay on fancy's neck the reins; 
Talk of — {well of waiſt 
In maid of honour looſcly lac'd, 


- > Pw a+ - 
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Ard beauty borrowing Spaniſh red, 
| And loving pair with ſep'rare bed, 
23:4 And jewels pawn'd for lefs of game, 
| And then redcem'sd by lofs of fame ; 
| Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 
5 By grave pretence to go to church) 
| Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, 
| Like Will and Mary on the coin: 
And thus in modiſh manner we, 
In aid of fugar ſwerten tra. 
Permit, ye fair, your idol form, 
| Which e'en the coldeſt heart can warm, 
May with its beauties grace my line, 
| Wiule I bow down before its 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 
Parfume, and get by givi 
Waun ſpeech fo fweet, fo fweet a mien 
You excommunicate the Spleen, 
{ Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 
You form with ſound, when pleas'd to fing; 
Whate'cr you fay, howe'er you move, 


— 


| We look, we liiten, and approve. 
| Your touch, which gives to feeling bliſs, 
Our nerves officious throng to kils; 

| By Celia's pat, on their report, 
The grave air'd foul inchn'd to 
Renounccs wiſdom's ſullen pomp, 

| And loves the floral game to romp. 
But who can view the pointed rays 
That from black eyes ſeintillant blaze ? 
| Love on his throne of glory ſeems 

| Encompaſs'd with ſatellite _— 
But when blue eyes, more bright, 
| Diffuſe — humid light, , 
+ We gaze, and fee the ſmiling loves, 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, 

And, raptur'd, fix in ſuch a face 
{ Love's mercy-ſcat and throue of grace. 
Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow ; 
Again fires long-extinguith'd glow, 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood long congealed liquefies 


Luther, 
Deſiſt ar 
Delight 
Which 


True 
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True miracle, and fairly done . 

z heads which are ador'd while on; 

dut oh, what pity tis to find 

zuch beauties both of — and _ 

3; modern breeding much debas' 

u half the female world at l:att ! 

Hence 1 with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 

Where, a prize miſs'd, I'm quite undone ; 

And han't, by vent'ring on a wife, 

let run the greateſt riſk in life. 
Mothers aud guardian-aunts, forbear 

Tour impious pains to form the fair, 

Nor lay out fo much coſt and art, 

But to deflow*'r the virgin heart; 

Ur ev'ry folly-foſt'ring 

5. | yy, cx of cuſtom bred, 

aher, than by your culture ſpoil'd, 

Deſiſt and give us nature wild, 

Delighted with a hoyden foul, 

Which truth and innocence 

Coquets, leave off aſtected arts, 

Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 

Woodcocks to ſhun your fnares have ſkill; 

Tou ſhew fo plain, you ftrive to kill. 

Þ love the artleſs catch the game, 

And they ſcarce miſs who never aim. 
The world's great Author did create 

The ſex ro fit the nuptial ſtate, 

And meant a bleffing in a wife 

To ſolace the fatigues of life; 

And old inſpired times diſplay 

How wives could love, and yet obey; 

Then truth, and patient of controul, 

Aud houſewife arts adorn'd the foul ; 

And charms, the gift of nature, ſhone 3 

and jcalouſy, a thing unknown: 

ls were the only maſks they wore ; 

ovels (receipts to make a whore ) 

Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 

Nor Pam's puiſſance felt at loo. . 

iſe men did not, to be thought gay, 

Then compliment their pow'r a : 
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But Ic. by frail defires miſled, 
The girls forbidden paths ſhould tread, 
Of ign'rance rais'd the fafe high wall; 
We ink haw-haws, that ſhew them all. 
Thus we at once ſolicit ſenſe, 
And charge them not to break the fence, 
Now, if untir'e, confider friend, 
What I avoid to gain my end. 
[ never am at meeting ſeen, 
lectiug, that region of the Spleen ; 
Thc broken heart, the buſy end, 
The inward call, on Spleen depend. 
Law licenc'd breaking of the peace, 
To which vacation is diſeaſe : 
A gyptey diction ſcarce known well, 
By tt mags, who law fortunes tell, 
T Gun : not let wt breed within 
Auxicty, and that rhe Spleen ; 
Law, grown a toreft, where perplex 
The mazes and the brambles vex ; 
Where its twelve verd”rers every day 
Are changing fill the public way: 
Vet it we muſs our path, aud err, 
We gricvous penalties incur, 
And wand'rers tire, and tear their ſkin, 
And then get out where they went in. 
I never game, and rarely bet; 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt. 
No compire-writs me agitate z 
Who moraliziag pals the gate, 
And there mine eyes on ſpendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wiidom, before beneartir their care, 
Pays her upbraiding viſits there, 
And forces folly through the grate, 
Her pancgyric to repeat. 
This view, profuſely when igclin'd 
Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience join d with con: min nſec, | 


9 


To mortals is a providence. 


Patſion, as frequently is ſeen, 
Subfid. +. ferries hto Splecn.. 
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Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
F run away from -lintc. 
A pr:nce's cauſe a church's claim, 
I've known to raiſe a mighty flame, 
And prieſt, as ftoker, very free 
To throw in peace and charity. 
That tribe whoſe practicals decree 
Small beer the dead lieſt hereſy ; 
Who, fond of prdięree, derive 
From the moſt noted whore alive; 
Vho own winc's old prophetic aid, 
And love the mitre Bacchus made, 
Forbid the faithful to depend 
On half - pint drinkers for a friend, 
And in whoſe gav red-letter'd face 
We read good living more than grace: 
Nur they to pure, and fo preciſe, 
I-amac'late as their white of eycs, 
Who for the ſpirit hug the Spleen, 
Phylacter'd throughout all their mien, 
Who their ill · taſted home-brew'd pray'r 
To the ſtate's mellow forms prefer ; 
Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, 
Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, 
And famples of heart · cheſted grace 
Expoſe in ſhew glaſs of the face, 
Did never me as yet provoke 
Either to honour and cloak, 
Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 
I rail not with mock-patriot 
At folks, becauie they are is place; 
Nor, hir 'd to proife with ſtallion pen, 
Serve the ear · lechery of men: 
But to avoid religious jars, 
The laws are my expoſitors, 
Whuch in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and ſtate, 
, park plan, 
ECCA 


1 go, uant to m 

2 
it right in common 

Both fur diverſion and defence. 
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Reforming ſchemes are none of mine ; 
To mend the world's a vaſt defign : 
Like theirs, who tug in little boar, 
To pull to them the ſhip afloat, 
While to defeat their labour'd end, 
At once both w ind and ftream contend : 
Succeſs herein is ſeldom ſeen, 
And zeal, when bafR'd, turns to Splecn. 
Happy the man who, innocent, 
Grieves not at ills he can't prevent; 
His ſkiff does with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide. 
He, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd ; 
And when he can't prevent foul play, 
Enjovs the folly of the fray. 
By theſe refleftions I repeal 
Each haſty | pr — agg 
When goſpel propagators ſay, 
We're — our great lighs to diſplay, } 
And Indian darkneis drive away, | 
Yer none but drunken watchmen fend, 
And ſcoundrel link-boys for that end; 
When they cry up this holy war, 
Which every chriſtian ſhould be for, 
Yet ſuch as owe the law their cars, 
We find employ'd as engineers : 
This view my forward zeal to thocks, 
In vain they hold the money-box. 
At ſuch conduct, which intends 
N vicious means ſuch — ends, 
augh oft Spleen, and my pence 
From ſpoiling Indian — 
Vet Philoſophic love of cate 
I ſuffer not to prove diſeaſe, 
But riſe up in the virtuous cauſe 
Of a free preſs and equal laws. 
The preſs reſtrain'd | nefandous thought 
In rain our fires have nobly fought : 
While free from force the preſs remains, 
Virtue and freedom cheer our plains, 
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And learning beftows, 

And keeps uncenfur'd open houſe. 

We to the nation's puble mart 

Gur works of wit and ſchemes of art, 

dad philoſophic goods this way, 

Like water-carriage, cheap conv 

This tree, which knowledge fo affords, 

laquiſitors with flaming * 

From lay approach with 

* 

The preſs from her fecundous womb 

Jrought forth the arts of Greece and Rome; 

fer offspring, Rill'd in logic war, 

he eee Supertiron fc, 
monſter 8 

ied in hace tes Go head; 

d lawlefs pow r the long-kepr field, 

2 — forc'd to yield. 

tis nurſe of arts, and freedom 's fence, 

ur is trealon againſt ſenſe ; 

Liberty, th thouſand tongues 

— þ - — 

r thoſe who uſe the gagꝰs reſtraint, 

iſ rob before they top complaint. 

viace diſappointment galls within, 

ul ſubjugates the foul to 

oft ſchemes, as money ſnares, I hate, 

Ind bite not at projeCtor's bait. 

—— appear each dav, 

id yet freſh fools are caſt away. 

e well the bubbled can turn round, 


a fierce hurricane of debts; 
helm directors in one trip, 
tight firſt embezzled, fink the ſhip. 


Tue Charitable Corporation, inſtitute d for the relief of the induſtrious poor, by 
ul ſums upon pledges, at legal intereſt. By the villauy of thoſe wan had the 


proprietors were defrauded of very conſiderable forns of mon Iu 1y32 the conduct of the directors of 
2 4 becume the ſubject of a parliamentary enquiry ; and 2 
of Commons, were expelled for thor concern in this iniquitous trar ſadt lou. 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. 215 


The brazen 
. when hard accidents diftreſs'd, 
poor muſt look at to be bleſt. 
ho — expect, with paper feal'd 
By fraud and uſury to be heal'd. 
I in no foul-confumption wait 
Whole years at levees of the 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the ſpare diet of a tmile. 
There you may fee the idol ſtand 
With mirror in his wanton hand; 
Above, below, now here, now there, 
He throws, about — * glare. 
Crowds , and to ſeize the prize, 
The oy ddefen of their eyes. 
When fancy tries her limning kill 
To draw and colour at her will, 
And raiſe and round the figure well, 
And ſhew her talent to excel, 
I guard my heart, left it ſhould woo 
Unreal beauties Fancy drew ; 
And, difappoinred, feel deſpair, 
At loſs of things that never were. 
When I lean politicians mark, 
Grazing on æther in the park, 
Who, e er on wing with open throats, 
Fly at debates, expre ſſes, votes, 
Juſt in the manner ſwallows uſe, 
Catching their airy food of news ; 
Whote latrant ſtomachs oft moleſt 
The deep laid plans their dreams ſuggeſt ; 
Or fee tome poet penſive fit, 
Fondly miſtaking S Spleen for Wit: 
Who, though ſhort-winded, ſtill will aim 
To found the epic trump of Fame; 


them with 
t of this ſcheme, 


of them, who were membre of the 


Whsg 


_” ——”— << — 
* 


Who till on Phoebus? fmiles will doat, 

Nor lcarn conviction from his coat; 

I bleſs my ſtars, I never knew 

W himfics, which cloſe puriu'd, undo; 

And have, from old experience, been 

Both parent and the child of Spleen. 

Theſe ſubjects of Apollo's ſtate, 

Who from falſe fire derive they fate, 

With airy purchaſes undone 

Of lands which none lend money on, 

Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 

Nor loſt one hour to gather bays. 

Their fancies firſt delirĩous grew, 

And ſcenes ideal took for rue, 

Fine to the fight Parnaſſus lies, 

And with falic proſpects ct cats their eyes; 

The tabled gods the poets ling ; 

A fcaton of perpetual ſpring ; 

Erovks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, 

'Aﬀordiag ſweets and ſunilies; 

Gay dreams — — in myrtle bow'rs, 

And wieaths of undecaying flow'rs, 

Apollo's harp with airs divine, 

The ſacred muſic of the Nine, 

Views of the temple, rais'd to Fame, 

And tor a vacant niche proud aim, 

Ravilh their fouls, and plainiy ſhew 

What Fancy's ſketching power can do. 

They w ill attempt che mountain fiecp, 

Where on the top, like dreams ia ſleep, 

The Muſe's revelation ſhew, 

That find men crack d, or make them fo. 
You friend, like me, the trade of rhꝗ me 

Avoid elab'rate waſte of time, 


Atﬀord the moſt uncertain gain: 
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And litt'ries never tempt the wiſe, 
With blanks fo many to a prize. 
I onlv tranſient viſits pay, 
ecting the Mutes in my way, 
Scarce known to the faſtidious dames, 
Nor ill d to call them by their names. 
Nor can their paiſports in theſe days, 
Your protit warrant, or your praile. 
On pocms by their dictates writ, 
Critics, as tworn appraifers, fit, 
And mere upholſt'rers in a rice 
On gems ——— ſet a price. 
Theſe tayPring artiſts for our lays, 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with frraie ſtars, 
Striving free Nature's thape to hut, 
Ematiate fenfe before they fit. 

A common place, and many friends, 
Can ſerve the plagiary's ends, 
Whote eaſy vamping talent lics, 
Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 
Thus fome, devoid of art and ſkill, 
To fearch the mine on Pindus' hill, 
Proud to afpire and workmen grow, 
By genius doom'd to ſtay below, 
For their on digging ſhew the town 
Wir”; treaſure brought by others down. 
Some wanting, if they find a mine, 
An artiſt's judgment to refine, 
On fame precipitately fix'd, 
Tuc ore with baſer metals mix' d 
Melt down, impatient of delay, 
And call the vicious maſs a play. 
All theſe engage to ſerve their ends, 
A band felett of truſty friends, 
w 1 leſſonꝰd right, extol the 25 
As Plapho + taught his birds to fing; 
Then to the ladies they fubmit, 
Returning officers on wit: | 


ing to be accounted a God, effefted ir by this means: He took young 


+ Pſapho was a Libyan, who defiring 


2 d taught them to fing, Pſapho is « great God. When they were perſect in heir leſſon, he let them fly ; and 
ether birds learning the fame ditty, repeated it in the woods ; on which bj; countrymen offered facritic: to 


nun, aud conkd-rcd him 22 a deity. 


A crc 
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Who needs no leading-ſtrings to fame, 


I heard Melpome 
This, this is he, that was foretold 
Should emulate our Greeks of old. 

hfpir'd by me with facred art, 

Re fings and rules the varied heart; 

E Jove's dread anger he rehearſe, 

We hear the thunder in his verſe ; 

F he deſcribes love turn'd to rage, 

The furies riot in his page: 

he fair liberty and law 

ruffian pow'r, expiring draw, 

e keener paſſions then 

Inght, and ſanctify their rage; 

F hc attempt diſaſtrous love, 

e hear thoſe plaines that wound the grove, 
Vithin the kinder paſſions glow, 

ind tears diſtill'd from pity flow. 

From the bright viſion I deſcend, 

ind my deſerted them attend. 

Me never did ambition ferze, 

inge fever moſt inflam's by eaſe ! 

e active lunacy of pride 

Chat courts jilt Fortune for a bride, 

g bir This par'diſe-tree, fo fair and high, 

„ iw with no aſpiring eye: 


inc do 
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| Like aſpen ſhakes the reſtleſs leaves, 
And Sodom-fruit our pain deceives, 

Whence falls gives no ſurpriſe, 
But fits of Spleen, call ö 
Greatneſs in glittꝰ ring forms di 'd 
AﬀeRts weak — 


Gives ſelf-· de firs of Spleen. 
Wie ſhould be pleas'd that things are fo, 
Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle-ſiz'd can pafs between 


Life's hubbub ſafe, becauſe unſeen, 


And *midft the glare of greatneſs trace 
A wat'ry ſunſhine in the face, 
252 fled to, to redreſs 
| The fad fatigue of idlenefs. 
Contentment, parent of delight, 


So much a to our 


They, whom thou to inſpi 

Th 1— — — 

By happy — - 
Hy ; 

The grave and folemn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of dreſs, 

To feign a joy and hide diſtreſs ; 

| Unmoy'd hen the rude tem blows, - 

Without an opiate the e; 

And cover'd by your ſhield, defy ' 

| The whizziag ſhafts that round them fly; 
Nor meddling with the god's affairs, 

Concern themſelves with diſtant cares; 

But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 

And feaſt upon the poſſeſs d. 


Forc'd by ſoſt violence of pra 
| The blithſame goddets +. — 4, 


* Mir. Glover the ereilte author of Leonidac, Boadiceay Medes, c. 
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J feel the deity inſpire, 

And thus ſhe madels m deſire — 
Two hundred ds half-ycarly paid, 
Annuity ſecurely made, 

A farm ſome twenty miles frum town, 
Small, tight, ſalubrious, and my own ; 
Two maids that never faw the town, 
A ferving-man nat quite a clown, 

A boy to help to tread the mow, 

And drive while ter holds the plougii, 
A chief, of temper ſor md to picaic, 
Fit to converſe, and keep the keys, 
And better to preterve the peace, 
Commiſkon'd by the name of niece : 
With underſtandings of a hze 

To think their cr very wile. 

May Heav'n ('tis all I with for) ſcad 
One genial room to treat a friend, 


Where decent cupboard, little plate, 


Diſplay benc volence, not ate. 
And may my humble 7 ſtand 
Upon fome choien ſpot of : 
A before, full ro the brim, 

cows may cool, and geeſe may fwim 3 
Behind, a green like velvet neat, 
Soft to the eye aud to the feet ; 
Where od'roug plants in cv uing fair 
Breathe all around ambtoſial air ; 
From Eurus, foe to kitchen ground, 
Fenc'd by a ſlope with buthes crown'd, 
Fir dwelling for the featliei d throng, 
Who pay their quit-rents with a foug 
With op'ning views of hill and dale, 
Which ſcnſe and fancy too regale, 
Where the half-cirgue which viſion bounds, 
Like amphitheatre furrounds ; 
And woods unpervious to the 
Thick of embodied tiees; 
From hits, through plains, in duk array 
Extended tar, repel the dav. 
Here flnefs, height, and folemn fade 
Invite, aud contemplation nid: 
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Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
The dark decrees and will of Fate; 
And dreams beneath the ſpreading becch 
Inſpire, and docile fancy — 

While ſoft as breezy breath of wind, 
Impulics ruſtle through tht mind: 

Here Dryads, ſcorning Phatbus” ray, 
VWhile Pan me lodious pipes away, 

In meaſur'd motions friſk about 

Till old Silenus puts them out. 

There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 

Vie in variety of green; 

Freſh paſtures ſpeeckV'd o'er with 

Bruwn fields thew fallow fabbaths þ 

Plump Ceres golden treſſes wear, 

And poppy top-kuots deck her hair, 

And hlver ſtreams meadows ſtray, 
Aud Naiads on the margin play, 

— leſſer nymphs on fide of hills 1 
rom thing urns pour down the rills. 
Thus — free from care and firitc, 
May I enjoy a calm through life; | 

Sec faction, ſafe in low degree, 

As men at land fee ftorms at fea, 

And laugh at miſerable elves, 

Not kind ſo much as tu themelves ; 
Curs'd with tuch fouls of baſe alloy, 

As can ptile(s, but not enjoy; 

Deiarr'd the pleaſure to i 

By av'rice ſphincter of the heart, 

Who wealth, hard earg'd by guilty cares, 
Bequeath untouch'd to thanklets heirs. 
Mav, | with look ungloom'd by guile 
And wearing virtue's liv'ry le 
Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 

And little treipaſſes forgive, 

With income not in Fortune's pow x, 
And ſkill to make a buſy hous, 

With trips to town, life to amuſe, 

To purchaſe books, and hear the nes; 
To fee old Friends, bruſh off the cluwn, 
And quicken taſte at coming down. 


Uhu 


Uu 5 
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And flowly mellowing in | 
When Fate extends its gripe,. 
Fall off hike fruit grown Wen ripe, 
Quit a worn being without 
Roher to ue foon cg. 

But now more ſerious fee me grow, 


e hays, and e wit 
Th'enthufiaſt's and wild, 
Hare never yet my reaſon foil foils. 

; foul dilates like air, 


Sides into dreams, as when 3 
Then, fond of new diſcoveries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 


Diſdains the narrow bounds of 
And 


Brings home rare exotic thought. 

The melancholy man ſuch dreams, 

As brighteſt evidence, eſteems; 

Fan would he ſec ſome diſtant ſcene 
duggeſted by his reſtleſs Spleen, 

And Fancy's tcleſcope ope applies 

With — glafs to his eyes. 

bach thoughts as love the gloom of night, 

| clote examine by the light; 

For who, though brib'd by to lie, 

Dare ſun-beam-writtes trut s deny, 

And execute plain common ſenſe 

n faith's mere hearſay evidence 
That ſuperſtition mayn't crcare, 

Ind club its ills with thoſe of fate, 

many a notion take to taſk, 

Made dreadful by its viſor-maſk. 

aus ſcruple, ſpalm of the mind, 

$ cur'd, and certainty I find. 

Ince optic reaſon ſhews me 

dreaded ſpectres of tlie = ag 


| 


| 


| 


| 


—— — 


DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


And fears are gone, 
— 

Thus in 

n 

And neither fuit nor 


Nor hamage to poder 


Su 
Lords of the manor of the 
ſenſe, from chin aro dave, 


To nonſenſe thron'd in whitker'd hair. 
To thee, Creator uncreate, 
o Extium Exs ! divinely great 
Hold, Muſe, nor melting pinions try, 
— SS ad bow 
Nor * 
— — See: 
Through fields unknown not madly ſtray, 
Where no ideas mark the way. 
With tender eyes, and colours faint, 
And trembling hands forbear to paint. 
Who features veil'd by light can hit 
Where can, what has no outline, tic ? 
My ſoul, the vain forego, 
Thyſelf, the fitter ſubject, know. 
He wiſcly ſhuns the bold extreme, 
Who foon lays — — 


Nor runs wi 


Who can't be cruel or unjuſt, 
Calm and 


＋ * I fix my truſt; 


Eibe. 


N 
{ 
+ 
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life's foul war, like vagrant paſt, 
He'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, 
And with ſweet eaſe the wearied crown, 
leave to lay his being down. 
If doom'd to dance th'eternal round 
Of life, no ſooner loſt but found, 
And diffolution ſoon to come, 
Like ſpunge, wipes out life's preſent ſum, 
But can't our ſtate of pow'r bereave 
An endlefs ſerics to receive; 
Then, if hard dealt with here by Fate, 
We balance in another ftatc, 
And ceafciouſacſs muſt go along. 
And ſign th'acquittance for the wrong, 
He for his creatures muſt decree 
More happinefs than miſery, 
Or be ſuppoſed to create, 
Curious to try what tis to hate: 
And do an act which rave mfers, 
Cauſe lameneſs halts, or blindnefs errs. 
Thus, thus I fteer my bark, and fail 
On even keel with gentle gale ; 
At helm I make my reaſon fir, 
My crew of paſſions all ſubmit. 
If dark and bluſt'ring prove feme nights, 
Philoſophy puts fort! her lights, 
Experience holds the cautious glaſs, 
To ſhun the breakers as I paſs, 
And frequent throws the wary kad, 
To ſec what dangers may be hid; 
And once in ſeven vears I'm feen 
At Bath or Tunbridge, to careen. 
Though pleas'd to ice the dolphins play, 
I mind my compaſs and my way, 
With ſtore ſufficient for relief, 
And wiſely ſtill prepar'd to reef, 


A building in Richmond Gardens, erected by Queen Caroline, and committed to the cuſt ody of St 
poem was written, — — verſes appeared on the ſame ſubject. 
unproved by King William ILL. 


phen Duck. At the time this 


# Hampton Court, begun by Cardinal Wolſey, an 
+ Queen Ann, confort of King Richard II. and Queen Elizabeth, both died at Richmond. 
; dion Houle is now à ſeat belonging to the Duke et Northumberland, 


|} I make (may Heav'n 


; Gives lcave to view what beauties grace 


Book II. 


Nor wanting the diſperſive bowl 

| Of cloudy weather in the foul, 8 
3—— 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd, nor overblown, 
Life's voyage to the world unknown. 


— 


8 79. The Grotto. Writtrn by Mr. Grtes 

under the name uf Peter Drake, a F;fherma 

of Brent ind. 

| $. ilicct hic pofſis curvo dignofcere reſtum. 

Atque inter hlvas Ac ademi querere verum. 
Hos 


Our wits Apolly's influence beg, 

Ihe Grotto makes them all with egg: 
F m4ivg this chalkſtone in my net, 
I train, and lay among the teil. 


AE a while forſaken flood, 
| To ramble in the Delian wood, 
Aud pray the God my well- meant fong 
May not my ſubject's merit wrong. 

Say, tather Thames, whole gentle pace 


| 


Your — banks, it you have teen 
| The much-fung Grotto of the Queen. 
Contemplative, forget a while 

Oxonion towers and Windſor's pile, 

And Wolfey's + pride (his greateſt guilt) 
And what great William fince has built, 


2 


And flowing faſt by Richmond ſcenes To pra 
} (Honour'd retreat of two great queens ) Needle 
From jj Sion-houſe, whoſe proud — 

| Brow-beats your flood, look crols the way, 
And view, from higheſt fell of tide, 


The milder ſcenes of Surrey fide. 


in 


Though yet no palace grace the ſhore 
To — pair you ſhould adore; 
Nor abbies, great in ruin, riſe, 

Roval equivalents _ _ | 

hold a Grott, in 

The Graces and the — — 

O, might our Laureat ſtudy here, 

How would he hail his new-bora year!) 

A temple from vainglories 

Whofe goddeis is Philoſophy, 

Whoſe tides ſuch licenc'd idols crown 

A: ſuperſtition would pull down; 

The only pilgrimage Thane 

That men of ſenſe would chooſe to go: 

Which ſweet abode, her wiſeſt choice, 

[rania cheers with heavenly voice, 

While all rhe Virrues gather round, 
nd. 


To lee her conſecrate the grou 

If thou, the God with winged feet, 

N council talk of this retreat, 

And jealous gods reſentment ſhow 

At altars rais'd to men helow ; 

Tell thoſe proud lords of heaven, tis fit 
Their h our heroes ſhould admit ; 
While each exiſts, as poets fing, 

A lazy lewd immortal _ 

They muſt (or in diſrepute) 


With earth's firſt commoners recruit. 
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To the mind's car, and inward 


* 
Their filence ſpeaks and ſhade gives light: 
While inſects from the threſhold - 4 
And minds difpos'd to muſing teach: 
Proud of ſtrong limbs and painted hues, 
They periſh by the fli bruiſe ; 

Or maladies, begun within, 
Deſtroy more flow _ frail 1 
From youth through ch ſtate, 
They feel h » the mas of Pare; 


Some born to creep have liv'd to fly, 


And change earth-cells for dwelli igh ; 
And ſome that did their fix wings 4 
Before they dy d been forc'd to creep. 
They politics like ours profeſs ; 
The greater upon the leſs : 
Some ſtrain on foot huge loads to bring; 
Some toil inceſſant on the wing 
And in their diffrent ways explore 
Wiſe ſenſe of want by future ftore ; 
Nor from their vigorous ſchemes deſiſt 
Till deatn, and then are never mils'd. 
Some frolic, toil, marry, increaſe, 
Are ſick and well, have war and pcace, 
And, broke with age, in half a day 
Yield to ſucceſſors, and away. 

Let not profane this ſacred place, 
Hypocrify with Janus” face; 


Needleſs it is, in terms unſkilld, Or Pomp, mixt ſtate of pride and care; 
To praiſe whatever Boyle { ſhall build; Court kindneſs, Falichood's polith'd ware; 
Needlefs it is the buſts to name Scandal diſguis'd in Friendſhip's veil, 
Of men, monopoliſts of fame ; That tells, unaſk'd, th'injurious tale; 
Four chiefs adorn the modeſt tone + Or art politic, which allows 
For virtue as for learning known The jeſuit-remedy for vows ; 
The thinking ſculpture helps to raiſe Or prieſt, perfuming crowned head, 
— the aralk of the thee : Till in a fwoon Truth lies for dead; 
F Richard Boyle, Earl of Burlington, a nobleman remarkable for his fine taſte in architecture. He died 
4» 1753. 


FF Locke, Wollaſton, Clarke, and 


L 3 Or 


3 
which plain 

2 than lineaments divine 

Admires = gilding * 3 ſhrine; 

Or that ſclf- e Splecn, 

In thickeſt fog the cleareſt fecn; 

Or Prophecy, which dreams a lye, 

That fools believe and knaves apply; 

Or frolic Mirth, profanely ; 5 ah 

And happy only 5 a crowd; 

Or Melancholy's penſive gloom, 

Proxv in contemplation's room. 

O Delia! when I touch this firing, 
To thee me Naufe directs her wing. 
Unfpeortted far with downcaſt look 
Mind not fo much the murm'ring brook ; 
Nor fixt in ht, with footſteps flow 
Through 1— $ alleys cheriſh woe: 

J ſee the ſoul in penſive fit, 

And moping, like ſick linnet fit; 

With dewy eye, and moulting wing, 
Unperch'd, averſe to fly or ſing; 

I fee the fav'rite curls Gala 

(Diſus'd to toiler-diſcipline) 

To quit their poſt, their ſmart air, 

And grow again like common hair ; 

And tears, which kerchiefs dry, 

_ a red circle round the eye; 

this bur about the moon, 

ure more ill weather ſoon. 

— not SR the je way knell, 
And news the ight-birds tell ; 
Nor watch the wai $ — blow ; 


y ſtreams; 
Nor in impreſt remembrance keep 
Grun tap'ſtry figures weought in fleep; 
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Trailing their 
Lee ing cnt grid aff dow they pleaſe 
In fouls, their d provinces , 
By Heaven's juſt it appears, 
Virtue's exempt from quartering fears : 
Shall then arm'd fancies fiercely dreſt, 
Live at diſcretiun in your breaſt ? 
Be wiſe, and panic diſdain, 
As notions, meteors of the brain; 
And fights perform'd, illufive ſcene ! 
By magic lantern of the ſpleen. 
Come here, from haleful cares releas' d, 
With Virtue's ticket, to a feaſt, 
Where decent mirth and wiſdom, join'd 
In ſtewardſhip, _ the mind. 
Call back the Cupids to your eyes; 
I fee the . with ſurpriſe. 
Not home in py” 1 
Fl E afraid to Fol 

from my Gon, from merhod far, 
ö — in 


enus' 

compell'd by 1 

e ſcorn the reign when Delia leads. 

No daub of ſtrain 
Theſe holy wars ſhall ever ſtain; 
As ſpiders Iriſh wainſcot flec, 
Falſehood with them ſhall 
This floor let not the vulgar tread, 
Who worſhip only what they dread : 
Nor bigets who but one way ſee 
Through blinkers of authority ; 
Nor they who its four ſaints 
By making virtue but a name; 
Nor abftratt wir (painful painful regale 
To hunt the pig with flipp'ry tail!) 
Artiſts, who richly chace their thought, 
Gaudy without, but hollow wrought ; 
And beat too thin, and tool'd too muck 
To bear the proof and ſtandard touch: 
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Nor fops to guard this ſylvan ark 
—— — — bark : 
Nor Cynics grow 

— of the moral _— 
Come, Nymph, with rural honwurs dreſt, 
Virtue's exterior form confeſt, 

With charms untarniſh'd, innocence 
Diſplay, and Eden ſhall commence ; 
When thus you come in ſober fit, 

And wiſdom is preferr'd to wit ; 

And looks diviner graces 

Which don't with giggling muſcles dvell; 
And beauty, — — = 


With bolder eye 
2 — 


Learning — with 

Tell Tall t the wonders 

Reaſon her 

And proof to — fit ; 
Religion with free diſpenſe, 
And ceaſe cruſading againſt ſenſe; 
Philoſophy 1 ſhe 4 

And their league n place; 
And morals pure, in — bound, 
Nymph-like the fiſters chief ſurround; 
Nature ſhall ſmile, and round this cell 


carpet 

The Oak, while you his deck, 
The Ok, wh out ung 
Zephyr his civil kiffes gives, 

And nd pgs with curls inſtead of leaves: 


rin 


+ - 2 
fv pong of ſweets; 


— ww | bearing wreaths deſcend, 


This — —— — intreats 
The Fair to grace its upper ſcats. 
O kindly view ous letter'd ſtrife, 


Aud guard us through polemic life ; 
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From poiſon vehicled in 
Fot fatire's ſhats but flig y graze; 


We claim your zeal, and find within, 
Philoſophy and and you are kin. 


Wnat Virtue is we judge by you; 
For actions right are beauteous too; 


By tracing the ſole female mind, 

We beſt what is true Nature find : 

Your vapours bred from fumes declare, 
How ſteams create — — air, 
Till guſhing tears and hafty rain 


Make heav en and you fcrene _: 
the ſtarry ſkies 


Were firſt 5 — — our eyes; 
We, 
— pſes Bt: —— — 


Learn 


Free your known love for ve flow; 


by attraction from my wav. 
Mark next with awe, the foundrefs well 
Who on theſe banks delights to dwell, 
You on the terrace fee her plain, 

Move like Diana den her — 

If you then fairly 

In wedlock — with — join * 

You'll own, you never yet did ſce, 

Ar leaft in fuch a high 
Greatneſs delighted to undreſs; 
Science a ſcepter'd hand careſs; 

A Queen the friends of freedom prize; 


A woman wife men canonize. 


$ 79. The Enthuſiaſt. An Ode. WHEHITEREAD. 
ONCE, 1 remember well the day, 


* the . 
4 
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Had loft their freſheſt hues, 


When every flower on every hill, 
In every vale had drank its fill 
Or ſunſhine and of dews. 


In ſhort, tas that ſweet ſeaſon's prime, 

When Spring gives up the reins of Time 
To Summer's glowing hand, 

And dovbting mortals hardly know 

By whoſe command the breezes blow 

Which fan the ſmiling land. 

»*T was then, beſide a green-wood ſhade, 

Which clear! > hwn's aſpiring head, 
I urg'd my d. , 

Whitt lo;tfring Reps rc hls ere, 

So ſoft. io genial was the air, 

So wenrd'rous bright the day. 

And now my cyes with tranſport rove 

O'er all the blue expanie above, 
Unbroken bv a cloud! 

And now beneath delighted paſs 

Where winding thro” the deep green graſs 

A full-brim'd river fow'd. 

T op, I gaze; in accents rude, 

To thee, ferenef folitude, 

Burſt forth th'unbidden lay; 

& Bone, vile world, the learn'd, the wiſe, 

The great, the buly, I deſpiſe, 

And pity e'cn the gay. 

Theſe, theſe are joys alone, I cry; 

"Tis here divine Philoſophy, In 

Thou deigu'ſt to fix thy throne ! 

Here Contemplation points the road 

Thro' Nature's charms to Nature's God! 

Theſe theſe are joys alone 


Adi-u, ye vain low-thoughted 

Ye human hopes and human fears, 
Ye pleaſures and ye pains !” 

While thus I ſpake, o'er all my foul 

A philoſophic calmneſs ſtole, 

A ſtoic ſtilneſs reigns. 
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y move. 
Vet ſtill I felt, or ſeem'd to feel 
A kind of vitionary zeal 

Of univerſal love. 


When lo! a voice, a voice I hear! 
'Twas Reaſon whiſper'd in my car 
Theſe monitory ftrains : 
«© What meanꝰſt thou man ? would ſt thou unbind 
The ties which conſtitute thy kind, 
The pleaſures and the pains ? 


The fame Almighty Power unſcen, 

Who fpreads the gay or ſolemn ſcene 
To Contemplation's eye, 

Fix'd every movement of the foul, 

Taught every wiſh its deſtin'd goal, 
And quicken'd every joy. 


He bids them war eternal wage, 
And combat each his foe : 
Till from diſſentions concords riſe, 
And beauries from deformities, 
And happineſs from woe. 
Art thou not man, and dar'ſt thou find 
A bliſs which leans not to mankind ? 
Preſum thought and vain ! 
Each bliſs unſhar'd is — 
Each power is weak, unleſs cmploy'd 
Some ſocial good to gain. 


Shall light and ſhade, and warmth, and air, 
With thoſe exalted jovs com 

Which active Virtue feels 
When on ſhe drags as lawful prize, 
Contempt, and Indolence, and Vice, 

At her triumphant wheels. 


As reft to labour ſtill ſucceeds 
To man, whilſt Virtue's gloricus deeds 
Employ 


Zoo x 


= 


Are met 


To fo 
Enathufi: 


In vain | 
How 
And is 1 
Cole ſo t 
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his toilſome day; 


t variety of thin 


pony Ap ng ſprings, 
To footh him on his way. 


Eathufieſt go, unſtring thy lvre, 

ſa vain thou ſing'ſt if none admire, 
How ſwert ſoc'er the ſtrain. 

And is not thy o'erflowing mind, 

Coiefs thou mixeſt with thy kind, 
Benevolent in vain ? 


Eithuſiaſt go, try every ſenſe, 
If not thy blifs. thy excellence, 
Thau yet haſt learn'd to ſcan; 
A: leaſt thy wants, thy weakneſs know, 
And fee them all uniting ſhow, 


That mas was mait the men.” 


— 


The Progreſs of Learning. DExXnam. 
PREFACE. 


My early Miſtreſs, now my ancient Muſe, 
Nat ſtrong Cireæan liquor ceaſe t 'infuſc, 
V herewith thou didſt intoxicate my youth, 
No thoop with diſenchanted wings to truth; 
As the dove's flight did guide Aneas, now 
May thine conduct me to the golden bough ; 
Tell (like a tall old oak) how learning thoots 
To heaven her branches, and to hell her roots. 


„ oma Adam in the 


Hle his own image on the clay impreſt ; 
V ſubjects then the whole creation came, 


4nd from their natures Adam them did name; 
Yor from experience (for the world was new) 
He only from their cauſe their natures knew. 
Had me been loſt with innocence, 
We had not known the fentence nor th'offence ; 
Twas his chief puniſhment to keep in ſtore 

ne fad remembrance, what he was before; 
And, tho' th'oflending part felt mortal pain, 
1 (immarral part its knowledge did retain. 


so. 


_ 


| 
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| 


Heat, ſpirit, motion, gives to drein pact 3 


225 


After the flood, arts to Chaldea fell; 

The Father of the Faithful there did dwell, 
Who both their parent and inſtructor was; 
From thence did learning into Egypt pats: 
Moſes in all th” Egyptian arts was fkill'd, 
When heav'nly power that choſen veſſel all'd; 
And we to his high infpiration owe, 

That what was done before the flood we know. 
From Ægypt arts their made to Greece, 
Wrapt in the fable of the Golden Fleece. 
Mufzus firſt, then Orpheus, civilize 
Mankind, and gave the world their deities; 
To many gods they taught devorion, 

Which were the diftin& facultics of one ; 
Th'Eternal Cauſe in their immortal lines 

Was taught, and were the firſt divmes : 
God Moles firtt, — David did inſpire, 

To compoſe anthems for his hear enly quire ; 
To th'one the ſtyle of friend he did impart ; 
On th'other ſtamp the lik eneſs of his heart: 

And Moſes, in & old original, 

Even God the Poct of the World doth call. 
Next thoſe old Greeks, Pythagoras did riſe, 
Then Socrates, whom th'oracle call'd wiſe; 
The divine Plato moral virtue ſhews, 

Then his diſciple Ariftotle roſe, 

Who nature's ſecrets to the world did teach, 
Met that great foul our novclifts unpecach ; 
Too much manu fill'd that field with weeds, 
While ſects, like locuſts, did deſtroy rhe ſeeds ; 
The tree of knowledge, blaſted bv ditpurcs, 
Produces ſapleſs leaves inftead of fruits: 

Proud Gr-ece all nations elſe barbarians hell, 
Boafting her learning all the world excel'd. 


| Flving from thence, to Italy it came, 


And to the realm of Napl-s gave that name, 
Till both their nations and their arts did come 
A welcome trophy rorriumphant Rome; 
Then wherefoe'cr her conquering eagles fled, 
Arts, learning, and civility were ſpread ; 

And as in this our microcoſm, the heart 
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So Rome's victorious influence did diſperſe 
All her own virtues through the univerfe. 
Here ſome digreflion I muſt make, r'accuſe 
Thee. mv forgetful and ungrateful Muſe : | 
Could ſt thou from Greece to Latium take thy 
And not to thy great anceſtor do right ? | flight, 
J can no more believe old Homer bhad, 

Than thofe who fay the fun hath never ſhin'd; 
The age wherein he liv'd was dark ; but he 
Could 2 want fight, who taught the world to 


They who Minerva from Jove's head derive, 
Might make old Homer's ſkull the Muſes hive; 
And from his brain that Helicon diſtil, 

Whoſe racy liquor did his offspring fill. 

Nor old Anacreon, Hefiod, Theocrite, 

Muſt we forget, nor Pindar's lofty flight. 

Old Homer's foul, at lat from Greece retit d, 
In Italy the Mantuan ſwain infpir'd. [ ceaſe, 
When great Auguſtus made war's tempeſts 
His halcyon days brought forth the arts of 


z 
He fill in his i chariot ſkines, | 
By Horace drawn, and Virgil's mighty lines. 
was certainly myſterious that rhe ® name 
and of poet is the ſame! 
ſucceſs 


, 


_ 


ʃ—— CE 


Of p_ 

What the Tragedian + wrote, the late 

Declares was infpiration, and not gueſs : | 

As dark a truth that author did unfold, 

As oracles or cer foretold: 

« Ar laſt the ocean ſhall unlock & the bound 

« Of thing:, and a new world by Tiphys found; 

„% Then ages far remote ſhall underſtand 

« The ifte of Thule is not the fartheſt land.” 

Sure, God by theſe diſcoveries did deſign 

That yr clear light through all the world ſhould 
ine ; 

But the obſtruftion from that diſcord ſprings 

The Prince of Darkneſs made twixt Chrittian 


— 


kings ; | 
* Vatos + Seneca. 
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That peaceful age with happineſs to crown, 

From deere the Prince o Peace himſelf came 
nz 

Then the true Sun of Knowledge firſt appear'd, 

And the old dark myſterious clouds were clear'd, 

The heavy cauſe of th'old accurfed flood 

Sunk in the facred deluge of his blood. 

His paſſion man from his firſt fall redecm'd ; 

Once more to Paradiſe reſtor'd we ſeem'd; 

Satan himfelf was bound, till th' iron chain 

Our pride did break, and let him loofe again. 

Still the old ſting remain'd, and man began 


To tempt the as he man; 
Then Hell forth her furies, Avarice 
Pride, 


Fraud, Diſcord, Force, Hypocriſy, their guide, 
Tho? the foundation on a rock were laid, 
The church was undermin'd, and then betray'd 
Tho” the apoſtles theſe events foretold, 

Yet even the did devour the fold : 
The fiſher to convert the world began : 

The pride convincing of vainglorious man ; 
Bur his followers grew a ſovereign lord, 
And Peter's keys d for Peter's word, 
Which ftill maintains for his ſon 

Vaſt patrimonies, tho' himſelf had none; 
Wreſting the text to the old giant's ſenſe, 
That heav'n once more muſt ſuffer violence. 
Then ſubtle doors cri made their prize 
Caſuiſts, like cocks, ſtruck out each other's cyes 
Then dark diſtinctions reaſon's light diſguis d, 
And into atoms truth anatomiz'd. 

Then Mahomet's by our feuds encreaſ 
Blafted the learn'd remainders of the eaſt: 
That project, when from Greece to Rome ! 


came, 
Made mother I Devotion's dame; 
Then he whom Lucifer's own pride did fell, 
His faithful emiffary, roſe from hell 


{| The Prophecy. 
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To poſſeſs Peter's chair, that 

Whoſe foot on mitres, then on crowns did ſtand; 
And before that exalted idol all fall. 
(Whom we call Gods on earth) did 


Tnen darknefs Europe's face did overfpread, 

om lazy cells where mon bred, 

þ 3 — f — fo encreaſt, 

; That w w opprett ; 
Till —_ thoſe clouds the fun 3 

e, 

And Europe from her v did wake; 

Then firſt our monarchs were acknowledg'd here, 

That they their churches nurfmg fathers were. 

When — = could advance 

His works on ground of ignorance, 

New on he dy. and new he lays, 

Then his well-ſtudy'd maſter- he 83 

Loyola, Luther, Clivin he —— * 

And kindles with infernal flames their fires, 

Sends their forerunner (conſcious of th event) 

Printing, his moſt icious inſtrument 

; Wild controverſy then, which long had ſlept, 

Into the prefs from ruin'd cloyfters leapt ; 

No longer by implicit faith we err, 

Wnilſt ev'ry man's his own interpreter; 

No more conducted now by Aaron's rod, 

Lay elders from their ends create their God ; 

But ſeven wiſe men the ancient world did know, 

We fcarce know feven who think themfelves 

When man learn'd undefil'd religion, {not fo. 

We were commanded to be all as one; 

Fiery diſputes that union have calcin'd, 

Almoſt as many minds as men we find; 

And when that flame finds combufiible earth, 

Thenee fates fires and meteors take their birth, 

Legions of ſects and inſects come in rhrongs ; 

To name them all would tire a hundred tongues. 

do were the Centaurs of Ixion's race, 

Who a bright eloud for Juno did embrace; 

And fuch the menſters of Chimæra's kind, 

Liuns before, and dragons were behind. 
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Then from the claſhes between popes and kings, 
Debate, like ſparks from flimt's collifion, rings : 
As Jove's loud thunder-bolts were forg'd by 


heat, 
Deere: 
All the rich mines of learning ranſack'd are, 
To furniſh ammunition for this war: 
rn. 
And double edges on our paſſion > 
| 'Tis the moſt certain fign the world's accurſt, 
Thar the beſt things d are the worſt ; 
'T was the corrupted light of kgowledge hurl'd 
| gnorance, o'er all the world; 
| Thar ſun like this (from which our fight we 
| have) 
Gd on too long, reſumes the 
| Aud when thick miſts of 
| 
| 


he gave; 


beams, 
Our guide is error, and our viſions dreams; 
'T was no falfe heraldry when madneſs drew 
| Her pedigree from thoſe who too much knew; 
Who in deep mines for hidden knowledge toils. 
Like guns ofercharged, breaks, miſſes, or re- 


coils; 

When ſubile wits have ſpun their thread too fine, 
'Tis weak and fragile, like Arachne's line: 

True picty, without ceſſation toſt 

By cheorics, the ic part is loſt, : 

| Aud, like a ball, bandy'd tu xt pride and wit, 

| Rather than yield, both fides the prize will quit 

Then whilſt his foe each gladiator foils, 

The atheiſt looking on, enjoys the ſpoils. 

Through ſeas of knowledge we our courſe ad- 

| Diſcovering ſtill new worlds of i ; 

And theſe diſcoveries make us all confeſa 

That fublunary ſcience is but gueſs ; 

| Matters of namanat tes, 

And what ſeems more is mere opinion; 

T he ſtanders- by fee clearly this event, 

| All parties fay they're fure, yet all diſſent ! 

L 6 | With 
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With their new light our bold infpeFors pre ſa, 

Like Cham, to — their father's nakedneſs; 

By whoſe example, after-ages may 

Diſcover we more naked are than they; 

All human wiſdom to divine is folly ; 

This truth the wiſeſt man made melancholy ; 

Hope, or belief, or gueſs, gives ſome relief, 

But to be ſure we nre deceiv'd, brings grief: 

Who thinks his wife is virtuous, tho” not fo, 

Is pleas'd and patient till the truth he know. 

Our God, when lica:'n and carth he did create, 

Form'd man, who lavuld of both participate; 

If our lives motions theirs muſt imitate, 

Our knowledge, like our blood, muſt circulate. 

When, like a bridegroom, from the eaſt the fun 

Scts forth, he thither, whence he came, doth run; 

Into earth's ſpongy veins the occan finks, 

Thoſe rivers to repleniſh which he drinks; 

So Learning, which from Reaſon's fountain 
ſprings, 

Back to the fource ſome ſecret channel brings. 

"Tis happy when our ftreams of knowledge 

G 


To fill their banks, but not to overthrow. 


— — 


& 81, The Converſation. A Tute. 
II always has been thought diſcrect, 


To know the company you meet ; 
And fure there may be ſecret danger 
In ralkiug much before a ſtranger. 

* Agrecd : What then?” Then drink your ale; 
I' pledge you, and repeat my tale: 

No matter where the ſcene is fixt : 
The perfons were bur oddly mixt; 
When fober Damon thus began 
(And Damon is a dlever man) 

« I now grow old; but ſtill, from youth, 
« Have held for Modeſty and Trurh. 
*The men who by theſe ſea- marks ftcer, 
« In life's. great vovage never err: 

% Upon ihis point I dare defy 

The world. I pauſe for a reply,” 


PrIOR. 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 


Book II. 


Sir, either is a aſſiſtant,“ 
Said one who fat a little diſtant: 
* Truth decks our ſpeeches and our books ; 
And Modefty adorns our looks: 
Nut farther progreſs we muſt make; 
Not only born to look and ſpeak : 
The man muſt act. The Stagy rite 
* Says thus, and ſays extremely right: 
Strict juſtice is the ſovereign guide 
That o'er our actions ſhould preſide: 
This Queen of Virtues is confeſt 
To regulate and bind the reit. 
* Thrice happy, if you once can find 
Her cqual balance poiſe your mind: 
All Arent graces ſoon will enter, 
* Like lines concurrent to their center. 
"Twas thus, in ſhort, theſe two went on, 
With Yea and Nay, and Pro and Con. 
Thro' many points divinely dark, 
And Waterland affaulting Clarke; 
Till, in theology half-loft, 
Damon took up the Evening-Poſt ; 
Confounded Spain, compos'd the North, 
And, deep in politics, held forth : 
« Methinks we're in the like condition, 
« As at the Treaty of Partition: 
That ftroke, for all King William's care, 
« Regat another tedious war. 
„Matthew, who knew the whole intrigue, 


| © Ne'er much approv'd that myſtic league: 


In the vile Utrecht Treaty too, 

„Poor man ! he found enough to do. 

« Sometimes to me he did apply; 

&© But Downright-Dunſtable was I, 

„And told him where they were miſtaken, 
„ And counfell'd him to fave his bacon : 


« Sir, I excus'd his Nut-brown Maid, 
„% Whate'er ſeverer critics Laid ; 
© Toa 


Boox II. 


« Too far, I own, the girl was try'd: 
« The women all were on my fide. 
« For Alma I return'd him thanks; 
I hik'd her with her little pranks : 
Indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme 
« Was much too e to be ſublime.” 
Pindar and Damon fcorn tranſition, 
80 oc. he ran a new diviſion ; 
Till, out of breath, he turn'd to ſpit: 
(Chance often helps us more than wit.) 
other that lucky moment took, 
Juſt nick d the time, broke in, and ſpoke. 
« Of all the gifts the gods afford 
(If we may take old Tully's word) 
The greateſt is a friend; whoſe love 
Knows how to praife, and when reprove : 
From ſuch a treaſure never part, 
+ Bur hang the jewel on vour heart: 
* And prays Sir (it delights me) teil; 
© You know this Author mighty well?“ 
« Know him! d'ye queſtion it? Ods-fiſh ! 
« Sir, does a beggar know his diſh ? 
« I lov'd him; as I told vou, I 
4 Advis'd him—” Here a fander-by 
Twitch'd Damon gently by the cloke, 
And thus, unwilling, 4 broke: 
Damon, tis time we ſhould retire: 
The man you talk with is Mat. Prior.“ 
Patron thro? life, and from my birth ny friend, 
Dorſet ! to thee this Fable let me ſend; 
With Damon's lightneſs weigh thy ſolid worth: 
The foil is known to fer the diamond forth: 
Let the feign'd Tale this real moral give, 
How many Damons, how few Derſers, live 


dz. Hymn to Darkneſs. Y ALDEN. 


D-. thou firſt great parent of us all, 
Thou art our great original ; 

Since from thy univertal womb 
Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy numerous off- 
ſpring come. 
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Thy wond'rous birth is ev'n to Time unknowns 
Or, like ity, thou'dſt none; 
| While Light did its firſt being owe 
Unto that awful ſhade it dares to rival now. 
Say, in what diſtant region doſt thou dwell, 
To Reaſon inacceſſible ? 
From form and duller matter free, 
Thou fuar'ft above the reach of man's philoſophy. 


Involr'd in thee, we firſt reccive our breath, 
Thou art our re too in death: 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb, 
Where'er our fouls ſhall go, to thee our bodies 
come 


The filent globe is firuck with awful fear 
When thy majeſtic ſhades appear : 
Thou ab cnt the air and fea; 
And Earth a Sabbath keeps, ſacred to reſt and 
thee. | 


In thy ſerener ſhades our ghoſts delight, 

And court the umbrage of the night ; 

In vaults and gloomy caves they ſtray, 
| But fly the morning beams, and ficken at the 

day. 
Though ſolid bodies dare exclude the light, 
| Nor will the brighte | ray admit; 

No ſubſtance can thy force repel, [dwell. 
Thou reign'& in depths below, doſt in the centre 
The fpark ling gems, and ore in mines below, 

To thee their beautrous luſtre owe; 

Tho” form'd within the womb of night, 
Bright - "ſo they ſhine with native rays of 

ight. 
When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 
| And art in genuine night array'd, 

Thy negro beauties then delight; 

Beauties, like poliſh'd jet, with their own 
darknets bright. 
| Thou doſt thy ſmiles impartially beſtow, 


| And know'lt no diffrence here below: 


All 
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All thi the ſame by thee, 
met EARS go 


Thou, Darknefs, art the lover's kind retreat, 
And doſt the nuptial jovs complete; 
Thou doſt inſpire them with thy ſhade, 

Gir 'n vigour to the youth, — and warm'f the 


yielding maid. 
as the blefs'd above, the Anch'rites dwell 
ithin their gloomy cell ; 


Their minds with heav'nly joys are fill'd; 
TAR CIS Gap, thy ſhades for ever 
| * 


In caves of night, the oracles of old 

Did all their myſteries unfold: 

Darkneſs did firſt religion grace, [place. 
Gave terrors to the God, —and rev rence to the 


When the Almightly did on Horeb ftand, 
Thy ſhades mclos'd the hallow'd land; 
In clouds of light he was array'd, 
And venerable darkneſs his pavilion made. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his power and might, 
He veil'd the beatific light; 
When terrible with majeſty, 
In tempeſts he gave laws, and clad himſelf ia thee. 
Ere the foundation of the earth was laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made ; 
Ere matter, time, or place was known, 
Thou, Monarch Darknefs, —ſu ay'ſt theſe ſpa- 
cious realms alone. 
But now the moon (tho? gay with borrow'd light) 
Invades thy ſcaaty foe of Nighr : _ 
By rebel ſubjects thou'rt betray d, 
The anarchy of ſtars depoſe their monarch, ſhade. 
Yet fading light its empire mult reſign, 
And Nature's pow'r fubmit to thine : 
An univerſal ruin ſhall ereft thy throne, 
And Fate confirm thy kingdom ever more thy 
on. | 
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Book II. 


| $ 83. Of the Charadters of Women. Pore. 
Epiſtle to a Lady. 

NOTHING fo true as what you once let fal, 
« Moſt women have no characters at all.” 

Matter too foft a laſting mark to bear, 

| And beſt diftinguiſh'd by black, brown, or fair, 
How many pi one n we view, 

All how unlike each other, all true 

Arcadia's Counteſs, here, in ermin d pride, 

Is there, Paſtora, by a fountain fide. 

Here Fanma, leering on her own good man; 

And there, a naked Leda with a ſwan. 

Let then the fair one beautifully cry, 

| 

N 


In Magdalcne's looſe hair and [ifred eye, 
Or dreſt in ſmiles of fweet — i 
With ring angels, palms, and harps divine; 
| — x or ane 

If folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. 
Come then, the colours and the ground pre- 
| Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in aw; [ pare; 
Chuſe a firm cloud before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere ſhe the — _ 

Rufa, whole eye, quick glancing o'er 
Attracts cach light gay meteor of a ſpark, 
| Agrees as ill with Rufa 4 — 

As Sa s di monds with her _— 
Or Sappho at her toilet's greaſy 

— —ͤ—e—— EIA: 
So morning infects, that in muſk begun, 
Shine, buzz, and flyblow in the ſetting ſun. 
How foft is Silia l fearful to offend; 
The frail one's advocate, the weak one's friend 
To her, Caliſta prov'd her conduct nice; 
And good Simplicius aſks of her advice. 
Sudden, the ftorms! ſhe raves! Youtipthe wink, 
But fpare vour cenſure; Silia does not drink. 
All eyes may fee from what the arole ; 
All eyes may fee—a pimple on her noſe. 
| Papillia, wedded to her am*'rous 


She the Bets ee NS en 
| A park 


A park is purchas'd, but the fair he fees 
All bath'd in tears—* Oh odious, odious trees 
Ladies, like tuhips, ſhow 
'Tis :0 their changes half their charms we oe; 
Fine by lefect. and delicately weak, 
Tucir happy ſpots their nice admicer take. 
"Twas thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, 
Au'd without virtue, without beauty charm'd ; 
Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her eyes; 
Lets wit than mimic, more a wit than wiſe; 
$-:1nge graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, 
Was juſt not — — 
| Vet ne'er fo ſure our to create, 
As when ſhe touchd the brink of all we hate. 
Narc:t{4's nature, tolerably mild, 
To make a waſh would hardly ftew a child 
Has ev'n buen prov'd to grant a lover's pray'r, 
And pay'd a tradeſman once, to make him ftare! 
Gave alms at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim, 
And made a widow for a whim ! 
ID han Notes gun nature is her ſcorn, 
tis by that alone ſhe can be borne? 
Why pa 0 morals yr ae» name 
yet a flave to fame : 
Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking citron with his Grace and Charters : 
Now conſcience chills her, and now paſſion burns ; 
; And atheiſm and religion take their turns; 
A very hearhen in the carnal part, 
Yet till a fad good Chriſtian at her heart. 
See Sin in ſtate majeſtically drunk; 
Proud as a peereſs, as a punk ; 
Chaſte to her huſband, frank to all beſide, 
A tceming miſtreſs, but a barren bride. 
What then? Let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head's untouch d, that noble feat of thought; 
Such this day's doftrine—in another fit 
. 2 pure love of wit. 
What has not fir'd her boſom, or her brain ? 
Czfar and Tallboy, Charles and Charlemaine. 
As Helluo, late dictator of the feaſt, 
The nofe of Haut-gour, and the tip of taſte, 
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iti 4 meat : 
| — — — 
mankind 
On th fp NEO 
addreſs, the delicacy, ſtoops at once, 
And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 


Flavia's a wit, has too much ſenſe to pray; 
To toaſt our wants and wiſhes is her way; 
Nor aſks of God, but of her ftars, to give 
The mighty bleffing, “ while we live, to live.” 
Then all for death, that of the foul ! 
Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bow]. 
Say, what can cauſe ſuch impotence of mind? 


| A ſpark too fickle, or a ſpouſe too kind. 


Wile wretch! with pleafures toorefin'd to pleaſe; 
With too much ſpirit to be e er at caſe; 

With too much quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much to have common 


Seo ood os bes exo ahh 
And die of nothing but a to live. 
Turs then 2 — an may 


No afs ſo — no aſs ſo obſtinate. 

Or her that owns her faults, but never mende, 

Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of friends. 

Or her whoſe life the church and ſcandai thare, 

For ever in a paſſion, or a pray'r. 

Or her, who laughs at hell, but (like her Grace 

Cries, „ Ah how charming, if there's no fact 

Or who in ſweet viciſſitude appears [ place !** 

Of mirth and opium, ratifie and tears, 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draught, 

To kill thoſe foes to fair ones, time and thought; 

Woman and fool are too hard things to hit; 

For true no- meaning puzzles more than wit. 
But what are theſe to Artoffa's mind 

Scarce once herſelf, by turns all womankind ! 

Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth 

Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : 

Shines in expoſing knares, and painting fools, 

Yet is whatc'er the hates and ridicules. _ 
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No it advances, but her eddy brain Virtue ſhe finds too painful an endeavour; 
Whiſks it about, and down it goes again. Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

Full fixty years the world has been her trale; So very reaſonable, ſo unmov'd, 

The wiſeſt fool much time has ever made. As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

From loveleſs youth to unreipected age, She, while her lover pants upon her breaſt, 

No patlion gratify'd, except her raye, Can mark the fi on an Indian cheſt; 


So much the fury ſtill outran the wit, 
The pleaſure miſs'd her, and the ſcandal hit. 
Who breaks with her provokes revenge from 
But he's a bolder man who darts be well. [ Hell; 
Her ev'ry turn with violence purtu'd, 
No more a ſtorm her hate than gratitude : 
To that — turns, or ſuon or late; 
Love, if it her vield, muſt make her hate: 
Superiors! death! and equals ! what a curſe 
But an inferior not dependant! worſe. 
Offend her, and ſhe knows not to forgive; 
Oblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while you live : 
Bur die, and ſhe'll adore you Then the buſt 
And temple riſe—then fall again to duft. 
Laft night her lord was all that's good and great; 
A knave this morning, and his Will a cheat. 
Strange ! by the means defeated of rhe ends, 
ſpirit robb'd of Pow'r, by warmrh of friends, 
By wealth of follow'rs without one diſtreſs 
Sick of herfclf, thro” very ſelfiſhnc ſ. 
Atoſſa, curs'd with ev'ry granted pray'r, 
Childleis with all her ciuldren, wants an heir. 
To heirs unknown deſcends th unguarded iture, 
Or wanders, Heav'n-direftcd. to the poor. 
Pictures, like theſe, dear Madam, to deſign, 
Aſk no firm hand, and no unerring line; 
Some wand' ring touches, ſome cflected lig lit, 
Some flying ſtroke alone can hit em riiglit: 
For how ſhould equal colours do the knac;: * 
Cameleons who can paint iu white and blac.: ? 
© Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a lt.“ 
Nature in her then err'd not, but iurgut. 
With ev'ry pleaſiag, ev'ry prudent part, 
Say, what can Chloe want :'— She waurs a Lcart. 
She ſpeaks, behavcs, and aft juſt as file ought; 
But never, never, icacli d due g: n'rous thong 


And when the her friend in deep deſpair, 
Obſerves how much a chintz exceeds mohair ! 
For bid it Heav'n, a favour or a debt 

She eber ſhould cancel—bur ſhe may forget. 
Safe is your fecrer ſtill in Chloe's car; 

Rut none of Chloe's ſhall vou ever hear. 

Ot al! her dcars ſhe never flander'd one, 

Nut cares not if a thoufand are undone. 
ould Chloe know if you're alive or dead) 
She bids her footman put it in her head. 

Chloe is prudent Would you tao be wifc ? 
Then never break your heart when Chloe dies. 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, 
Which Heav'n has varniſh'd out and made a 


Queen : 

The fame for ever! and defcrib'd by all 
With truth and goodneis, as with — and ball. 
Poets virtues, paiarers gems at will, 
And bm ws and hide their want of fill. 
'Tis well—but artiſts ! who can paint or write, 
Ts draw the naked 15 your true delight. 
That robe of quality fo ſtruts and ſwells, 
Noue fee what parts of nature it conceals : 
Th'cxacteſt traits of body or of miad, 
We owe to models of an humble kind. 
If Qucenſberry to ſtrip there's no compelling, 
Ii from a handmaid we muſt rake an Helen. 
From Peer to Biſnop tis no cuſy thing 
To diaw the man who loves his God or King: 
Alas! I copy (or my draught would fail) 
From honeſt Mah'mct, or plain Parſon Hale. 

Bur grant, in public, Men fometimes are 

lzown, 5 

A Woman's j-cn in private life alone: 
Our bolder talen ts 1a fuli hight diſplay'd; 
Your viutues open fault in the ſhade. EF 
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Bred to diſguiſe, in public tis you hide; + | See how the world its veterans rewards: 
There, none diſtinguiſh 'twixt your thame or pride, | A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 
Veaknets or delicacy; all fo nice, Fair to no e, artful tu no end, 

That each may ſeem a virtue or a vice. Young wi torers, old without a friend; 
In Men we various ruling pathons find; A fop their paſſion, but their prize a fot, 
Ir Women, two almoſt divide the kind; Alive, ridiculous—and dead, forgot! 
Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey Ah! friend! to dazzle let the vain deſign; 
The love of pleaſure and the love of f ay. To raiſe the thought, and touch the heart be 
That Nature gives; — and where the leſſon thine ! 
That charm ſhall grow, while what fatigues the 
þ but — can pleaſure ſeem a = _ > a 
1 and an ing: 
A Ss when the Sun's droad dens fas tir\ the 
Men, fome to bus'nefs, tome to pleaſure take; fight, 
But ev'ry Woman is at heart a rake : All mild aſcends the Moon's more ſuber light; 
Men, ſome te quiet, ſome to public ſtrife; Serene in virgin modeſty ſhe ſhines, 
But ev'ry Lady would be queen for life. And, unobſerv'd, the glaring orb 

. Yet mark the fate of a whole ſex of queens ! Oh! bleſt with temper, whoſe unclouded ray 
Pow'r all their end, but beauty all the means: Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 

2 I youth they conquer with fo wild a rage, She who can love a fiſter's charms, or hear 
orci gory, force joy they rom; Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 

glory, foreign joy they roam; She who ne'er anſwers till a huſband cools; 

. of peace or happineſs at home. Or, if the rules him, never thews ſhe rules 
2 —— is well tim' d retreat, Charms b y accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 

. — —⏑ — — Tanne 

| Beauties, like tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, | Let fops or fortune fly which way they wall; 
Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone. Diſdains all laſs of tickets, or codille; 

Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eye, Splcen, vapours, or ſmall-pox, above them all, 
Jr leave one gh bb ind them when they die. | And miſtreſs of herſelf, tho? china fall. 
as children birds, purſue; And yer, believe me, good as well as ill, 

Till out reach, yet never out of view; Woman's at beſt a contradiction ſtill. 
Sure, if they catch, to ſpoil the at moſt, Heav'n, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can, 
To covet flying, and regret when loſt : Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſofter man; 
dye youth could ſcarce defend, Picks from each ex, to make the fav'rite bleſt, 

their age's prudence to pretend ; Your love of plcaſure, our defire of reſt: 


— to own ht before, Blends, in exception to all gen'ral rules, 

— to men = they gun deg no more : Your taſte of follies with — of fools: 
1 for joy than ſpight, | Reſerve with franknefs, art with truth ally'd, 

8 miſerable night; Courage with tottnets, modeſty with pride; 

_ — round the ghoſts of beauty glide, | Fix'd principles, with fancy ever new: 

id haunt the places where their honour dy'd. Shakes all together, and produces—Y ou. 
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Be this a Woman's fame; with this unbleſt. 

Toaſts live a ſcorn, and queens may dic 3 jeſt. 

This Phozbus i'd (1 forget the year) 

W hen thoſe eyes firtt open'don the {phere; 

— Phoebus watch'd that hour with care, 
verted half your parents fumple pray'r ; 

And beaury, but deny'd the pelf 

That buys your 


ſex a tyrant o'er itſelf. 
The gen'rous God, who wit and gold reſines, 
And i — l 


ripens ripens mines, 
Kept droſs for ducheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
To you gave ſenſe, govd humour, and a Poet. 


$ 34. To the Memory of Sir Iſaac Newton. 


THOMSON. 
Infcribed to the Right Hon. Sir Robert Walpole. 


SHALL the great foul of Newton quit this 


To mingle with the ftars; and ev'ry Muſe, 
Aſtoniſh d into ſilence, ſhun the weight 

Of honours due to his illuſtrious name ? 

But what can man? —Exv'n now the ſons of light, 
In ſtrains high-warbled to ſeraphic lyre, 


Hail his arrival on the caaſt of bliſs. 
Yet am I not deterr'd, bgih the theme, 
And ſung to harps of angels; for with you, 


Frhereal flames | ambitious I afpire 


In Nature's general fymphony to join. 
And What new wonders can you ſhew your 


gueſt ? 
Who, while on this dim ſpot where mortals toil, 
Clouded in duft, from motion's fimple laws, 
ould trace the fecret hand of Providence, 
ide- working through this univerſal frame 
Have ye not liften'd, while he bound the funs 
And planers to their ſpheres ! th'unequal tak 
Of human-kind till then. Oft had they roll'd 
Over erring man the year, and oft diſgrac'd 
The pride of before their courſe was 


Null in its cauſes and effefts, to him, (known. | 


| 
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Dy biz is od Qub ming maſts wane from. 
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All- piercing ! whoſat not down and dream d Naa d 
— hated by the Ot an 
Of ſpecious words and tyranny of names; 
But, bidding his amazing mind attend, 
And with heroic pati years on vears 
Decp ſearching, at laſt the ſyſtem dawn, 
24 6 — 
N 
e eee eee ee 
By his dimimith'd, but the pride of 
In ſome ſmall victorious ! when (inftcad 


The rit 


He alſo fix'd our wand'ring queen of night: 


Wh now the mighty 
Reſiſtlefs, heaving on the broken rocks, 
And the full river turning; till again 
The tide revertive, unattracted, leaves 
A yellow waſte of idle ſand behind. 

eaking hence, he took his ardent flig 
Throꝰ the blue infinite; and ev'ry ſtar 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night Lo the 
Pours on the eye, or aftronomic tube, Vt pare: 
Far ing, ſnatches from the dark abyſs, rung 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies and ne: 


To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach 


ind fro 
ollecti 


Book II. 


Blaz'd into ſuns, the living centre each 
een KeR tan 


hs round inaum'reus werkls ha wennd his way ; 
Till to the forehead of our ev'ning ſky 
Return'd, the blazing wonder glares anew, 


1d — 
13 — — own; . 
= "da 


If whirling vortices, and 
o their fixſt t ſimpl 

ze ſchools — but found it vain 
o combat ſtil! —— — 
nd, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze 

bf truth. At once their — CC 
Vith the gay ſhadows of the morning mix'd, 
Vhen Newton roſe, our hic tun. 
— Ys —— own to him, 
rom whence at firſt in wavy circles breaks, 
ill the touch'd Organ takes the meſſage in. 
or could the darting beam, — nn, 


Eicape his fwift purſuit, and meaſuring eye ? 
Lw'n Ligbt itielt, which — Ely, 
hone und. ſcorer'd till his brighter mind 


ited fl the frining robe of day; 
from the whit'ning 


blaze, 


— ev'ry 
———— 

— — Furſt, the flaming red 

og vo forth ; the tawny tawny orange next; 


byſs, 
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Fell the kind beams of all green ; 
Then the n. 
Ethereal play d; and then, of ladder hue, 
Emerg'd the 
The -fkirted ev'aing droops with froft. 


While the laſt gleamings > refracted light 
Dy'd in the violet away, 


77 f 
10 
| 


7 
jl 
fl 
ih 
: 


What wonder thence that his devotion fwell'd 
Reſponfive to his knowledge! for could he, 
mental eye diffuſive lau- 


| . 


236 
Say, ye who beſt can tell, ye few 
Who faw him in the ſofteſt lights life, 
All unwithheld, indulging to his friends 
The vaſt unborrow's treaſures of his mind, 
Oh gy wond'rcus man! how mild, how 
calm ! 
How y humble, how divinely good! 
How \ eftabliſh'd on eternal truth; 
Fervent in doing well, with ev'ry nerve 
Still preſſing on, forgerful of the paſt, 
And panting for perfection: far above 
Thoſe little cares and vifionary joys 
That fo perplex the fond impaſhon'd heart 
Of ever-cheated ever-truſting man 
And you, ye hopeleſs gloomy -minded tribe, 
You, who unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal life, 
A the prime privilege 
being dare contend, ſay, can a foul 
Of ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendous powers, 
Enlarging ftill, be but a finer breath 
Of ſpirits thro” their tubes a while, 
And then for ever loſt in vacant air? 
But hark ! methinks I hear a warning voice, 
Solemn as when ſome awful e is come, 
! the mea- 


ruthleſs pports 
By rae rum nnd wha oper 
Down to the duſt! what grandeur can "ah 
While Newton lifts his column to the 


of time. Le 
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He here ſo well deſc and, wondꝰ ring, talks 
And hymns their A with his glad 


O Britain's boaſt ! whether with thou 
Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, or fellow - 
Who joy to ee the honour of their kind; . 
Or whether mounted on cherubic wing, - 
Thy fwif carer is with the whirling br, 
Comparing things with things, in rapture loſt, 
And grateful adoration, for b light 
So plenteous ray'd into thy mind below, 
From Light himſelf — Oh look with pity down 
On human kind, a frail erroneous race ! 
Exalt the ſpirit of a downward _— 
O'er thy dejected coun 


chief 

And be her Genius call'd; EIT 
Correft her manners, and in 

For, though deprav'd and ad 
And glories in thy name, ſhe thee out 
To al — — ſtar: 
While in expectance of thy — like, 

When time ſhall be no more, thy facred duſt 
Sleeps with her kings, and dignifies the ſcene. 


$ 85. The Pulpit the Engine of Reformation. 
CowPER. 
TW With 


pulpit therefore (and I name it, fill'a 
© —_ od — 
With what intent I touch the holy thing) 
Tho Suge (EU MENII ap L2G 
— —— —— empty ſchool, 
his force 


ao profel ) 
Ty che putpic (in che ſober uſe — 
Of its legitimate peculiar pow rs) [ſtand, 
Muſt ſtand acknowledg'd, while the world ſhall 
The moſt important and effefual guard, 
Support, and ornament, of virtue's cauſe. 
— emerges ——— there ſtanc 
The | of the ſkies : his theme divine, 
His facred, his credentials clear. 


By 


13 F F 


tand, 


Book IT. 


By him the violated law ſpeaks out 

ks thunders; and by him, in ſtrains as ſweet 
As is uſe, the goſpel whiſpers peace. 

He the , reſtores the weak, 
Reclaims the wand'rer, binds the broken heart, 


$ 86. Ode to Melancholy. OGILVIE. 
pats queen of thought ſublime ? propitious 


power 
Who o'er th'unbounded wafte art joy'd to roam, 
Led by the moon, when at the midnight hour 
Her pale rays tremble thro' the duſky gloom. 


O bear me, goddeſs, to thy peaceful ſeat ! 
Whether to Hecla's cloud-wrapt brow convey'd, 


Or lodg'd where mountains ſcreen thy deep ic- 


treat, 
Or wand'ring wild thro' Chilis boundleſs ſhade, 
day. rove thy ſteps o'er Lybia's naked waſte ? 
Or ſeck ſome diſtant folitary ſhore ? 
Or. on the Andes' topmoſt mountain plac'd, 
Doſt fir, and hear the folemn thunder roar ? 


Fix'd on ſome hanging rock's projected brow, 
Hear'ft thou low murmurs from the diftant dome? 
Or ſtray thy feet where pale dejetted Woe 
Pours her long wail from ſome red tumb ? 


Hark ! yon deep echo ftrikes the trembling ear ! 
See night's dun curtain wraps the darkfome pole! 
O'er heav'n's blue arch yon rolling worlds ap- 


Pear, 
And roufe to ſolemn thought th'aſpiring foul. 
O lead my ſteps, bencath the mocn's dim ray, 
Where Tadmor ſtands all-deſart and alone 
While from her time-ſhook tow'rs, the bird of 
ſm an. 


prey 
Sounds through the night her long-rcdoun ling 
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Or bear me far to yon dark diſmal plain, 


| And deep reflection daſh the lip of joy. 
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Where feil-ey'd tigers, all athirſt for blood, 

Howl to the defart; while the horrid train 

Roams o'er the wild where once great Babel 
ſtood ! 

That queen of nations! whoſe ſuperior call 

Rous'd the broad Eaſt, and bid her arms deſtroy ! 

When warm'd to mirth, Jet judgment mark her 


(fall, 
deceitful dream ; 
ing laurel bind her 


Short is ambition's 
Though wreaths of 
brow 


Calm though diſpels the vi ſcheme, 
And Time's cold breath diffolves the withering 
bough. 


Slow as ſome miner ſaps th'aſpiring tow'r 
When working ſecret with deſtructive aim; 
Unſeen, unhcard, thus moves the ſtealing hour, 
But works the fall of empire, pomp, and name. 


Then let thy pencil mark the traits of man; 

Full in the draught be keen-ey'd Hope pour- 
tray d: 

Let fluttering Cupids crowd the growing plan: 

Then give oac touch and daſh it deep with ſhade. 

Beneath the plume that flames with glancing 
rays 

Be Care's deep engine on the foul impreſs'd ; 

Beneath the helmet's keen refulgent blaze 

Let Grief fit piuing in the canker'd breaſt. 

Let Love's gay ſons, a ſiniling train, 2 x 

Wuh Beauty pierc*d—ver heedleſs of the dart: 

While, clotely couched, pale fick'ning Envy 
near 


Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart. 


Perch'd like a raven on ſome blafted yew, 

Let Guilt revolve the thought - diſtracting fia ; 
Scar'd—while her eyes ſurrey th*erhcreal blue, 
Let Heav'n's ftrong. lightning burſt the daik 


Than 


| 
: 
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Then paint, impending o'er the madd*ning The buſts of and the pomp of pon Gazettes 

That rock, where heart-ftruck Sappho, vainly | Can theſe bid Sorrow's guſhing tears (i + For wh 
brave, Can theſe avail in tha hour, A large 

Stood firm of foul; then from the dizzy ficep | When Peas cold hand congrats the purple I Che 

Impetuous ſprung, and daſh'd the boihng wave. tide ! A 

—__— + 64 2 Ah no! the mighty names are heard no more : 

Still pi ompt to mark Suſpicion's ſecret ſnare ; Pride's thought fublume, and Beauty's kindling 

To te wire Auld algo the dizees of Love, bloom, 2 

Or trace proud Grandeur to the Domes of Care. | Serve but to ſport one flying moment o'er, 

Should e'cr Ambirion's 9 inflame, And ſwell with pompous verſe the ſcutc leon d 

Let judging Reafon draw the veil aßde; | tomb. 

Or, fir'd with envy at foine mighty name, For Paſſion ne'er my foul invade, 


Rea v'cr the monument that tells He dy'd. 


What are the enſigus of imperial , 
What all that Fortune's lib'ral hand has 
brought ? 


Teach they the voice to pour a ſweeter lay ? 
Or route the foul to more cxaited thought ? 


When bleeds the heart as Genius blooms un- 
known? 

When melts the eye o'er Virtue's mournful 
bier ? 

Not Wealth, but Pity, fwells the burſting groan, 

Not Pow'r, but whiſp'ring Nature, prompts the 
rear. 

Sav, gentle mourner, in yon mou!dy vault 

Where the worm fattens on ſome — brow, 

Beneath that roof with ſculptur'd marble fraught, 

Why fleeps unmor'd the breathiefs duſt below ? 


Sleeps it more fweetly than the ſimple ſwain, 
Beneath fome moſſv turf that reſts his head ? 
Where the lone widow tells the night her pain, 
And eve with dewy tears embalms the dead. 
The lily, fcreen'd from ev'ry ruder gale, 
Courts not the cultur'd ſpot where roſcs ſpring: 
Bur blows neglected in the peaceful vale, 
Andtcen-s the zephyr's batmy breathing wing, 


| 


. 


| 


, 


Tyche Pig and Mortuary Guinea: 
® Sec Shak-bpcare's Tcmp8, 


Nor be the whims of tow ring Frenzy giv'n ; 
Let Wealth — ms tne he graced 
Where Contemplation wings the ſou! to Heav'n 


O guard me fafe from Joy's enticing ſnare! 
With each extreme that Pleafure tries to hide, 


The poiſon' d breath of flow-conſuming Care, 188. 
The noiſe of Folly, and the dreams of Pride. | 
But oft, when midaight's ſadly folemn kne!l 

— — d tou x, | ud 


Calm let me fit in Profper's lonely cell *, 

Or walk with Milton thro' the dark obſcure. 
Thus, when the tranſient dream of life is fled, 
May ſome fad friend recall the former years, 
Then ſtretch'd in ſilence o'er my duſty bed, 
Pour the warm guſn of ſympathetic tears 


$ 87. Imitation of Dr. Swift. Pore. 
THE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSOVY. 
PARSON, theſe things in thy potſeffing 

Are better than the Biſhop's bleſſiug. 
A Wife that makes conſerves ; a Steed 
That carries double when there's necd: 
October fore, and beſb Virginia, 


r, 
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Gazettes ſent gratis down, and frank'd, 
For which thy patrom s weekly thank'd ; 
& large Concordance, bound long ſince; 
&rmons to Charles the Firſt when Prince: 
A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding ; 
4 Chryſoftom to ſmooth thy band in. 
The Pelyglott—three parts, —my next, 
yy — — nt ; text. 
Lo, here ul, 
To ſuin the whole, —the cloſe of all. 

He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Drink with the Squire, and kifs his Wife; 
0n 113 fall; 
And faſt on Fridays—if he will: 
Toaſt Church and Queen, explain the News, 
Talk with Churchwardens about pews, 
— heartily for ſome new Gift. 

ſhake his kead at Dr. Swift. 


88. The Petit-Maitre Clergyman. CowyER. 


[FIEUTRATE the man whole heart is warm, 

Whoſe hands are pure, whoſe ductrine and 
whole life, 

Coincident, exhibit lucid 

That he is honeſt in the ſacred cauſe. 

To ſuch I render more than mere reſpect, 

Whoſe aftions fay that they reſpect themſclves. 

But looſe in morals, and in manners vain, 

In converſation frivelous, i in drefs 

Extreme, at once rapacious and profuſe ; 

Frequent in park with lady at his fide, 

Ambliag 2 — t fs gran, 

But rare at home, never at his books 

Or with his pen, fave when he ſcrawls a card; 

Couſtaat at 88 wich a round 

Of ladyſhips, a ger to the poor; 

Ambitious of preferment for its gold, 

And well prepar'd by igaorance and floth, 

By infidelity and love o'th'world, 

o make God's work a ſinecure: a ſlave 
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To his own pleaſures and his patron's pride — - 
From ſuch apoſties, oh, ye mitred h eads, 
Preſerve the church, and lay not careleſs hands 
On ſculls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 


ö . 
6 89. Father Francis's Prayer, in a Hermitage. 
| NE. gav attire, ne marble hall, 
Ne arched roof, ne pictur-d wall, 

Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dainty board, 
Beſtow'd with pres of perigord, 
| Ne pow'r, ne fuch like idle fancies, 
Sweet Agnes! grant to Father Francis : 
Let ine ne more myſelf deceive, 
| Ne more regret the toys l leave. 
| The world 1 quit, the proud, the vain, 

Corruption's and ambition's train, 
| Bur not the good perdic nor fair; 
| 'Gainſt them I make ae vow, ne prayer, 
| Bur fuch aye welcome to my cell. 
And oft, not always, with me dwell: 
Then cat, ſueet Saint! a circle round, 
And blefs from fools this holy ground, 
| From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton old and homely youth, 
| The gravely dull and pertly gay : 
Oh ! vaniſh rhete; and by wy kay 
Right well þ ween, that in this age 
Mine houſe hal} prove an hermitage. 


of $50 Elegy ccd ned by Aacting a BlacMird 


| on Valctine's Day. WEST. 
| PHE fun had chac'd the winter's ſnow, * 
| And kindly loos'd the froft-bound ſoil, 
The mehing ſtreams to flow, 
72 — annual toil ; 
le 

love, 


L 


—— 


VW hom Nature wakes to mirth 
A Blackbird rais'd his am'rous ſong. 
And thus it ech»'d thro” the grow: 


0 ireſt 


O faireſt of the feather'd train, 

For whom I fing, for whom I burn, 

« Atrend with pity to my ſtrain, 

And grant my love a kind return 
See, fec, the winter's ſtorms are flown, 
And Zephyrs gently fan the air! 

© Let us the genial influence own, 
Let us the vernal paſtime ſhare. 

The raven plumes his jetty wing 

To pleaſe his croaking paramour, 

© The larks reſponſive love · tales ſing, 
And tell their paſſions as they ſoar : 

« But truſt me, Love ! the raven's wing 
© Is not to be compar'd with mine, 

Nor can the lar k fo ſweetly fing 

* As I, who ſtrength with tweetneſs join. 
* With thee Þ'll the ſweets of love, 
* With thee divide the cares of life, 
No foader huſband in the grove, 

Nor none than thee a happier wife. 


Fil lead thee to the cleareſt rill 

© Whoſe ſtreams among the pebbles ſtray, 
There will we fir and fip our fill, 

Or on the flow'ry border play. 

u guide thee to the thickeſt brake 

« Impervious to the ſchool-boy's eye; 
« For thee the plaſter'd neſt I'll make, 
And on thy downy pinions lie. | 
To get thee food I'll range the fields 
« And cull the deft of er f kind, 
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Whatever Nature's bounty yields, 
| Or Love's aſſiduous care can find. 
And when my lovely mate would 
* To taſte the ſummer's ſweets at large, 
At home I'll wait the livelony day, 
And tend at home our infant charge. 
; When promted by a mother's care 
Thy warmth thall form th' imprifon'd young, 
Wich thee the taſk I'll fondly thare, 
Or cheer thy labours with my ſong,” 
He ceas'd his : the melting dame 
With tender — tis ſtrain; 
She felt ſhe own'd a mutual flame, 
And haften'd to relieve his pain. 
He led her to the nuptial bow'r, 
And neſtled clotley to her fide, 
The happieſt bridegroom in that hour, 
And the the moſt enamour'd bride. 
Next morn he wak'd her with a 
* Ariſe, behold the newborn day 
The lark his mattin peal has rung; 
© Ariſe my Love! and come away.” 
Together thro? the fields they firay'd, 
And to the verdant riv let's fide, $ x, 
Renew'd their vows, and hopp'd and play'd 
With honeſt joy and deceat pride. 
But Ol my Muſe with pain relates * 
The mournful ſequel of my tale; 
Sent by an order of the Fatcs, 
A gunner met them ia the vale. 
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51. AS YOU LIKE IT. SHAKESPEARE. 
© Fond Youthful Friend/lip. 
ta. Of my poor Rofalind, where wilt thou 
3 


O0 [ mine 
Wilt thou change fathers? — I will gire thee | 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev d thaa Li 
Roſi:lind. J have more cauſe. Cam. 
Celia. Thou haft not, couſin, 
Pr'ythee be cheerful ; know'ft thou not the Duke 
Has baniſh'd me his daughter ? 
Roſalind. That he hath not. the Jove | 
Celia. No? Hath not? Rofalind lacks then | 
Which teacheth me that thou and I are one: | 
Shall we be ſunder'd? Shall we part, ſweet girl? 
No, let my father ſeek another heir! 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, 


. 


SHAKESPEARE- 


Whither to go, and what to bear with us; 

And do not icek to take your change upon vou, 
To bear your griefs yourſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this heaven, now at our forrows pale, 


Say what thou canſt, I'll go along with thee. 


Solitude preferred to @ Court Life, and the 
Advantages of Adverſity. 
Now mv co-matcs and brothers in exile, 


Hath not old cuſtom made this life more ſweet 
Than that of painted pomp? Are not theſe 
ood 


woods 

More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 

The fcafon's difference; as the icy fang 

And churliſh chiding of the winter's wind; 

Which, zo it bites and blows upon my _ , 
en 
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Even till I ſhrink with cold. I ſmile and fav, 
This is no flattery ;* theſe are counteilory 
That feeiingly perſuade me what 1 am. 
Sweet are the uſes of adverſity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious 1ewel in his head: 
And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 
Finds tongues in trees, books in the runuing 
brooks, 
Sermons in ſtones, and good in every thing. 
I would not change it 
Amiens. Happy is your grace, 
That can tranſlate the ſtubirnneſs of fortune 
Into fo quiet and fo ſwWect a vie! 
A T: ndoer Petitici and Ropy, 
Orlando. Speak you ſo gently * pardon me, I 
y you: 
E thought that all things hd been ſavage lite; 
And therefore put Ion the countenance 
Of ſtern commandment, But wltate'er zou are, 
That in this deſart inaccefſille, 
Under the thade of melancholy bouglu, 
Loſe and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
Tf ever you have look d on better davs; 
I ever becn where bells have knoll'd to church; 
If ever fat at any good n an's ſcuſt; 
E ever from your cve-lidls wip's a tear, 
And know what tis to pity and be pity 'd— 
Let gentleneſs my ſtrung enforcement be; 
In the which hope I bluth and hide my fword. 
Duke. True it is that we have ſeen better davs, 
And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church, 
And fate at good mens featis; and vip d our eyes 
Of drops that ſac red piry hath engender'd; 
And therefore ſit you down in gentleneſs, 
And take, upon command, hat help we have, 
That to your wanting may be miaiſter'd. [while, 
Orlando. Then but forbear your food a little 
Whiles, like a doc, I go ro find mv fawn, 
Ang give it food. There is aa old poor man, 


- 


— — 


8 
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Who after me hath many a weary ſtep 
Limp'd in pure love; till he be firſt ſuffic'd, 
Opprefs'd with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I] will not touch a bit! 

The Harl compare: to a Hage. 


Thou ſceſt we are not all alone unhappy— 

This wide and univerſal theatre 

Prefents more woeful pagcants, than the ſcene 

Wherein we plav. | 

Taqree, All the worklt's a ſtage, 

And all the men and women merely plavers; 

They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being ſeven ages. At firlt, the infant, 

Muling and puking in his nurſc's arms: 

And then the whining ſchool- boy with his 
fatchel 

And ſhining morning, face, creeping like fnail 

Unwillingly to fchool, And then the lover; 

Sighivg lite furnace, with a woful ballad 

Made to his miſtreſs“ eye-brow. Then, the 
toldier, 

Full of ſtrange oaths, and bearded like the part, 

Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrc! ; 

Seeking the bubble reputation [ Jutticc, 

Evea in the cannon's mouth, And then, the 

In far round belly, with good capon lin'd, 

With: eyes ferere, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wife ſaus and modern inftances ; 

And fo he plays his part. The fixth age ſhifts 

Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, 

With ſpectacles on's noſe, and on's ſide 

His vouthful hoſe well ſav'd, a world too wide 

For his thrunk ſhank; and his big manly voice, 

Turning again towards childith treble pipes, 

And whittles in his found. Laft feene of all, 

That ends this ſtrange eventful hiſtory, 

Is fecond childiſhnefs, and mere oblivion, 

Sans teeth, ſans eyes fans taſte, fans every 
thing. | 
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Book III. 
4 fine Deſcription of a Sl:eping Man, about to te 
— — by a Snake I Lioneſ*s. 


Under an oak, — whoſe boughs were moſo'd 
ty id with dry antiquity, 
And h w 
A — man, oer grown wirh hair, 
fleeping on his back ; about his neck 
5 — and gilded ſnake had wreath'd nlelf, 
Who with — head, — nimble in threats ap- 
The opening uo his mouth, but ſuddenly 
Sceing Orlando, it unlink d ittelt, 
And with indented glides did flip away 
Into a buſh ; under which buſh's ſhade 
A 4 with udders all drawn dry, [watch 
hing, head on ground, with cat-like 
When th that the fleeping man thould ſtir: for tis 
The royal diſpoſuion of that beaſt 
To prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead. 


$ 2. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 
SHAKESPEARE, 
Firtue given to be exerted. 


THERE is a kind of charter in thy life, 
a 


Ae 


Fully unfold: — and thy belongin 

Are not thine own ſs proper, as to w 

Thyſclf upon thy virtues, they on thee. 

Heav'n doth us as we with torches do, 

Not light them for themſelves ; for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, twere all alike 

As if we or ET IE are not finely 
touch” 

But to fine — nor Nature never lends 

The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 

But like a thrifiy goddeſs, Le determines 

Her [elf the glory of a creditor, 


Both tanks and nſe. 


Difliie of Popularity 
I love the 
But do not like to ſtage me to their eyes: 


bt 


Lucio. 


| 
| 
| 
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Though it do well, I do not reliſh well 
Their loud 2ppiauſe and ae, vehement: 
Nor do I tt. ink the man of ſafe diſcretion 
That does affect it. 


Authority, 
Tnus can the demi-god, authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by wei 


The words of Heav'n: On whom it will, it wi 
On whom it wii not, fo; yet ſtill tis juſt, 


The Conſequence of Liberty indulged. 


Why, how now Claudio ?*—whence 
comes this reftraiat ? 


Claud. From too much ako ucio, 
As ſurfcir is the father of h fa ID 


So every ſcope, by the immoderate uſe, 
Turns to Our natures do purſue, 


| Like rats that raven down their proper bane, 


A chirſty evil, and when we drink we die. 


Nezlefted Laws. 


This new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 
Which have, like unſcour'd armour, hung by 
So 


the wall 
long, that fourteen zodiacs have gone round, 
And none of them been worn; and for a name, 


the drowſy and neglected act 
1 on me : *tis furcly for a name. 


+ Eloquence and Beauty. 


p'rous art 
When we wou'd play with reaſon and diſcourſe, 
And weld fie contin. 


Retired Life. 


My Sir, none better knows th 
nn 
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And held in idle picrce of haunt aſſemblies 
Where youch,—and cyſt, —and witlefs bravery 
kerps. 
Licentionſne/s the Conſeanence of nnexecuted 
WS, 
We have ſtrict ſtatutes, and moſt biting laws 
needful bits and curbs for headiirong 
ſteeds) * 
Which for theſe fourtcen years we have let ſicep; 
Exeu like an o'ergrown hon in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey: now, as fond fhers, 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch, 
Oalv to ſtick it in their childrens fight 
For terror, not for uſe, in time the rod [ crees, 
Becomes more mock'd than fear'd : fo our de- 
Dead to infliftion, to themſelves are dead ; 
And wan Long juſtice by the noſe; 
The baby beats the nurſe, and quite athwart 
Gees all decorum. 


Pardon, the Sanction of Mic,]. 
For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiiſive paſs, 
And not the puniſhment. 
| A ſevere Suint-like Governor. 
| Lord Angelo is preciſe; 
grands at a guard with envy: ſcarce confeſſes 


That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ftone : hence ſhall we fee, 


If pow'r change purpoſe, what our feemers be. 
A Religions profeſt. 
I behold you as a thing enſky'd and fainted ; 
By your renouncement, an immortal ſpirit 
And to be talk'd with in ſincerity, 
As with a faint. 
| School-fellows. 
Lac. Is the your couſin ? 
Ifab. Adopiedly, — 
By vain, though 


[their names, 
as ſchool- maids change 


* 


4 


| 


ö 
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THE POETICAL EPITOME, Book II. 


— 


R-ſluticn, 


Our doubts are traitors, 
And make us lofe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. 

Tire Prayers of Maidens Fo Auul. 

Go to Lord Angelo, 

And let him learn ro know, when maidens ſac, 
Men give like gods! but whea they weep and 
All their petitions are as truly theirs [ knecl, 
As they themicives would owe them. 


Al! Mn fra:!. 
Aireua. We mult nut make a fearecrow of the 
law, 
Setting it up to ſcare the birds of prey, 
Aud let it keep one ſhape till cuitora make it 
Their perch and not their terror. 
Eſca. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little 
Than fall and bruiſc to death. Alas, this gen- 
tleman, ; ; 
Whom I would fave, had a moſt noble father. 
Let but your honour know 
(Whom [I believe to be moſt trait in virtue) 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with with- 
Or that the reſolute acting of your blood ing; 
Could _ attain'd the eſſect of your own pur- 
ez 
Whether you had not ſome time in lite 
Err'd in this point, which wo you ceuſure him, 
And pull'd the law upon you. 
Angelo. Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, pafting on the pris“ ner's life, 
May in the fworn twelve have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try; what's open made 
to juſtice, 
That juſtice ſeizes on. What know the laws 
That thieves do paſs on thieves? "Tis very preg- 


* 


The 


Book III. 


The jewel that we ſind, we ſtoop and take it, 
Becauſe we fee it; but what we do not ſce 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not fo extenuare his offence, 
For I have had ſuch faults : but rather tell me, 
When I that cenſure him do fo offend, 
Let my own judgment pattern aut my death, 
And nothing come in partial. 
Mercy frequently miſtaken. 
Mercy is not itſelf that oft looks fo; 
Pardon is ftill the nurſe of ſecond woe. 
Not to be tao hafty in Actions irremediable, 

Under ycur good correction, I have fecn 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 


Bad actions already condemned, the Actors to be 
punifhed. | 
Condemn the fault and not the actor of it 
Why, ev'ry fault's condemu'd ere it be done: 
Mine were the very cypher of a function 
To find the faults, whoſe fine ſtands on record, 
And let go by the actor! 
Mercy in Governors recommended, 
No ceremony that to great ones *longs, 
Not the king's crown nor the deputed — 
The martial's trunch-on, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half fo good a grace 
As mercy does, If he had been as you, 
And vou as he, you would have ſlipt like him; 
Bur he, hke you, would not have been fo ſtern. 
The Duty of mutual Forgiveneſs. 
Alas! alas? 
Why, all the fouls that are were forfeit once; 
And he that might the vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be 
If he who is the top of; t ſhould 
But judge you as you are? Oh! think on that, 
Aud mercy then will breathe wirhin your lips, 
Like may new made. 


d 
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| 


| 


Tuſlice. 
I/ab. Yet ſhew ſome © pity- : 
Anz. I ſhew it moſt of all when I ſhew juſtice; 
For then 1 pity thofe I do not know; 
Which a difmifs'd offence would after gall; 
And do him right that, anſwering one foul 


Lives not to act another. a [ wrong, 
The Abuſe of Authority. 


Oh, 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's ſtrength ; but it is tyrrannous 
To uſe it a giant. 

Great Mens Abuſe of Power. 
Could great men thunder, . 
As Jove himſelf dees, Jove would neꝰer be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty officer, 
Would ufe his heav'n for thunder 
Nothing but thunder! Merciful Heav*n ! 
Thou rather with thy ſharp and fulph'rous bolt 
lit'ſt the unwedyable and gnarled oak 
the foft myrtle. O, but man] proud man, 
Dreſt in a little brief authority, 
Moft ignorant of what he's moſt afſur'd, 
His glaſſy eſſence, like an angry ape, 
Plays fuch fantaftic tricks before high Heav'n 
As makes the angels weep: who, with our ſpleens, 
Would all themtelves laugh mortal. 
The Privilege of Authority. 

We cannot weigh our brother with yourſelf. 
Great men may jeſt with ſaints, tis wit in them: 
Bur, in the lets, foul protanation. 

That in the captain's but a choleric word, 

Which in the ſoldier is flat blaſphemy. 

Conſciouſneſs of our own Faults Haul make us 
merciful. 

Ang. Why do put thoſe favi me? 

Iſub. Becauſe — — 2 like 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itielf [others, 
That ſkins the voice ofthe top: go to your boſom, 
Knock there; and aſk your heart what it doth 


know | 
x3 That's 
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That's like my brothers faults? If it confeſs 
| | ag mp guiltinefs, ſuch as is his, 
it not found a thought our tongue 
Againſt my brother's life. * 
Aut Bribery. 
Jab. Hark how II! bribe you! 
Ang. Howl bribe me? 
I/25. Not with fond ſhekels of the teſted gold, 
Or ftones, whole rate is either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them : bur with rrue prayers 
That ſhall be up at heav'n and enter there 
Eꝛe the tun rife : pravers from preſcrv'd fouls, 
From faſtiug maids, whoſe minds arc dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 
The oer of virtuous Beauty. 
Lab. Save your honour ! 
Ang. From thee, even from thy virtue. 
What's this? What's this? Is tlas her fault or 
mine ? | Ha — ! 
The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moſt ? 
Not ſhe; nor doth ſhe tempt; but it is 1 
That, lying by the violet in the tun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the fow'r, 
Corrupt with virtuous feafon. Can it be, 
Than modefiy may more berray our ſenſe 
Than woman's lightneſs * Having wafte ground 
Shall we deſuc to raife the ſanctuary, | enough, 
And pitch our cvils there? Oh, fic, fie, fie! 
What doft thuu ? Or, what art thou, Angelo? 
Doſt thou deſire her foully, for thoſe things 
That make ler good? Oh, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority. 
When judges ſtcal chemſclecs. What! do I love 
That I dclire to hear her fpeak again, her, 
And feaſt upon her eyes? What isꝰ't I dream on? 
O cunning cncmy to catch a faint, 
With ſaints doft bait thy hook ! Moſt dangerous 
I; that temptation that docs goad us on 
To tin in loving virtue: neꝰer could the ſtrumpet 
With all her double vigour, art, aud nature, 


POETICAL EPITOME, 


Boox III. 


Once ftir my temper : but this virtuous maid 
| True Repentance. 

Due. Repent you, fair one, of the fin you carry? 
l. I do, I bear the ſhame moſt tly. 
Du te. L'II teach you how you 

| your conſcience, 

| And try your penitence, if it be found, 

Or hojlowly pur on. 

| Fl, In gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you > 
Jul. Yes, as — the woman that wrong d him. 
Du le. So then, it ſeems, your moſt offenceful 
| Was mutually committed? act 
| Jul. Mutuallv. is. 
Duke. Then was your fin of heavier Kind than 
| Jul. I do confeſs it, and repeat it, father. 

Duke. 'T 1s meet fo, daughter: but—left you 

do repent 

As that the {fin hath brought you to this ſhame, 
| Which ſorrow is always to ourſelves not Heaven; 
Showing we would not tpare Heaven as we love it, 
But as we ſtand in fear — 

Jul. I do repent me as it is an evil, 
| And take the ſhame with joy. 
| Dube. There reſt. 
Lowe in a grave ſevere Governor. 

When I would pray and think. I think and pra 
To icv'ral ſubjects: Heaven hath my empty wor 
Whit my intention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Iſabel, Heav'n's in my mouth, 
| As if I did but only chew its name; 

And in my heart, the ſtrong and felling evil 
Of my conception: the ſtate whereon I ſtudied, 
| Is like a good thing, bring often read, 

Grown fear'd and tedious; vea, my gravity, 

| Wherein (let no man hear me) I take prid 
Could I with boot change for an idle 

{ Which the air beats for vaio, Oh, place! oh, 


b:.... 
How 


arraign 
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Boox III. 
How often daſt thou with thy cafe, thy habit, 


Wrench awe from fools, and tic the wiſer ſouls 
Tothy falſe ſe-ming!-—Blood, thou art but blood! 
Let's write good angel on the devil's horn; 
"Tis not the devil's creſt. 


A Simite on the Preſence of the beloved Otject. 


Oh Heav*ns ! 
Why does my blood thus muſter to my heart, 
2242 that unable for itſelt, 

diſpoſſeſſing all my other 
of —_ 
So play the fooliſh 
Come all to help him, and thus ſtop the ait 
By which he ſhould revive: and even to 
The genꝰ ral ſubject to a well-with'd king, 
Quit their own part, and in obſ.quious fondneſs 
Crows to his preſence, where their untaughi love 
Mut nceds appear offence. 


Compelled Sins. 


: Our compelled fins 
Stand mere for number than account. 


Lowiineſ; of Mind. 
Lab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciouſly to know I am no better. | bright 
Arg. Thus wiſdom wifhes to appear moſt 
When it doth tax itſelf : as theſe black maſks 
Proclaim an enſhiel'd beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could diſplay'd. 


Heroic Female Virtue. 


Ang. Admit no other way to fave his life, 
(As I ſubſcribe not thar or any other, 

Bur in the lofs of queſtion) that you his ſiſter, 
Finding yourſelf defir'd of fuch a perfon 

Whoſe credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could ferch your brother from the manacles 

Of the all-binding law : and that there were 
No earthly mean to fave him, but that either 
You muſt lay down the txcaſures of your body 


* 
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throngs with one that ſfroons; | 
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To this ſuppoſed, or elſe let him ſuffer; 

| But what would you do? ; 
[/a4. As much for my poor brother as myſelf; 

; Thar is, were I under the terms of death, 
The impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubics, 
And ſtrip myſelf to death, as to a bed, 
| That longing Pre been fick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to ſhame. 

Anz. Then muſt your brother dic. 

Ja. And *twere the cheaper way: 
Better it were a bruther dy'd at once, 
+ Than that a ſiſter by recdeemiog him 
Should die fur ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the ſen- 

That you have flander'd fo? {| teace 

Ib. An ignominions ranſom and free par- 
Are of two houſes : lawful mercy, ſure, {don 
| I nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Self- Intereft pailiates Faults, 
fab. It oft falls aut, 
| To have what we would have, we fpeak aat 
hat we mean: 

| I ſomething do excuſe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
| Womens Frailiy. 
. Nay, women arc frail too. 
| 92 as the glaſſes where they view them- 
| Ives; 
Which are as eaſy broke as make forms. 
Women! help Heaven! men their creation mar, 
In profiting by them: nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are ſoft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to falſe prints. 


Weight of :ftlablified Reputation. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Habel? 
My unſoil'd name, th'auſtereneſs of my life. 
My vouch againſt you, and my place i'the ftate, 
Will fo your accutation overweigh, | 
That vou ſhall ſtifle in your own report, 
| And ſmell of calumny. 

M4 Hope 


—_K&_—_ 
—_ 
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He. 
The miſcrable have no other medicine 
But only hope. | 
Moral Reflections on the Vanity of Life. 
Re abſolure for death ; cher death or lite 
She thereby be the ſweeter. Reaton thus with 


IF I G thee, I do loſe a thing life: 
I bat i, t fools would keep; a breath thou 
Servile to 4. fir ſkiey influences art, 


That do ths hu tation, where thou kecp'ſt, 

Kour!y »f141t : merely thou art death's fool; 

For him thou !abour'ft by thy flight to ſhun, 

A vet run'ft t'ward him fall. Thou art not 
noble; 

For a!' © *::coOmmoaodartions that thou bear'ſt 

Are nurse by baſcneſs: thou'rt by no means 
valiant; 

For thou do & fear the ſoft and tender fork 

Of a cor worm. Thy beſt of reſt is flee"), 

And that thou oft provok'ft ; yet grofily tear'ft 

Thy death, which is no morc. Thou'rt not 
thy ſelf; 

For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thoufand grains 

That iſſue out of duſt. Happy tl. ou art not; 

For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſiriv'lt to get, 

And uhat thou haſt, forget'ſt. Thou art not 
ccrn; 

For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effects, 

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 

For, like an ats, whoſe back with gots bows, 

Thou bear*ſt the heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloadeth thee. Friend thou haft 
none; 

For thy own howels, which do call thee fire, 

The mere effution of thy proper Joins, 

Do curſe the gout, ſcrpigo, and the rheum, 

For ending thee no ſooner. Thou halt not youth 

But as it were an after-dinner's {leep, [nor age, 

Dreaming on both; for all thy bicf.d youth 

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alins 

Of palfied eld; and when thou'rt old and rich, 


| 
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His filth within being caſt, he would appear 


Book III. 


Thou haſt neither heat, affection, limb nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleaſant. What's yet in this 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 


| Lie hid more thouſand deaths : yerdeatk: we fear, 


That makes theſe odds all even. 
The Terrors of Death moſt in Apprehenfion. 
Cad. Is there no remedy ? 


Lab. None, but fuch remedy as to fave a head 


Wou'd cleave a heart in twain. 
Claud. But is there any? 
1075. O, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, 
Lett thou a fev'rous life ſhould entertain, 
And (ix or ſeven winters more reſpect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'it thou die? 
Thc ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion ; 
And the pours beetle that we tread upon, 
In corp'ral ſufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies, 
Reſolution from a Senſe of Honour. 
Claud. Why give you me this ſhame? 
Think vou I want a reſolution fetch'd 
From flow'ry tenderneſs ? If I muſt die, 
I will encounter darkneſs as a bride, 
And hug it in my arms 
Iſab. There ſpake my brother; there my fa- 
Did utter forth a voice, [ther's grave 


A ſainted Hypocrite. 
I/ah. Yes, thou muſt die, 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a life 
In baſe appliances. This outward-ſainted deputy, 
Whulc jetted viſage and delib'rate word 
Nips youth 'th'head, and follies doth emmew 
As 1 doth the fowl, is yet a devil; 


A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud. The princely Angelo ? 

Jab. O, "ris the cunning livery of hell, 
The damn'deſt body to inveſt and cover 
In princely guards! 


1 
e 
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Boox III. 
The Terrors of Death. 


I/ahb. O, were it but my life, 
I'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin 


Clard. Ah, Iſabel! 

Lab. What fays my brother? 

Cland. Death's a fearful thing. 

1I/ab. And thameful life a hateful. 

Ax, but to die, and go we know not 

To lie in cold obſtruction and to rot; [ where; 
This ſenſible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted ſpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribb'd ice; 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 
And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 
The pendant world, or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe, chat lawlefs and uncertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! 'tis too horrible! 
The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury, impriſonment, 
Can lay on nature, is a paradit 


To what we fear of death. 
Corardly Apprehenjion of Death reproached. 
J,. Oh, faithleſs coward ! Oh, diſhoneſt 


wretch! 
Wut thou be made a man out of my vice? 
Ist not 2 kind of inceſt to take life 
From thine own fiſter's thame? What ſhould I 
think? 
Heaven grant my mother play'd my father fair ! 
For tuch a warp'd flip of wilderne 
Ne'er iſſued from his blood Take my defiance— 
Die, periſh ! might my only bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould procceed— 
Oh, fie, fie, fie! | 
Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade; 
Mercy to thee would prove itſelf a bawd; 
Twere beſt that thou dicit quickly 
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Virtue and Gondnefe, 
Virtue is bold, and goodneſs never fearful. 
A Bard. 


Fie, furakh ! a bawd—a wicked bawd! 
The evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 
That is thy means to live, Duſt thou but think 
What tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From ſuch a filtiy vice? fay to rhyfel!f, 
From their abuminable and beattly touches, 
I drink, I cat, array myſelf and live. 
Can't thou believe thy living is a lite 
So ſtinkingly depending? Go mend, mend. 

Calumny unavoidable. 

No might nor greatnets in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape: back-· wonnding calumny 
The whiteſt virtue ſtrikes. What king fo ſtrong, 
Can tie the gall up in the ſland'rous tongue ? 


Good Exori le nocefſary in Ralcrs. 


He who the ſword of Heav'n will bear, 
Should be as holy as fevere; 
Pattern in himfcli to know, 
Grace to ſtand and viruc go; 
More or lefs to others pa, ing, 
Than by ſelf- offences wdighing: 
Shame to him, Whoſe crtel ſtriking, 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 
Twice treble ſhame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice, and let his grow! 
O, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward fide ! 
How may likeneſs made in crimes, 
Making practice on the times, 
Draw with wie fpider's ſtrings, 
Mott pon<'cous and ſubſtantial things ? 
A beautifel Seng. 
Take, oh take, thoſe lips aw av, 
That fo fweetly were fortworn 
And thoſe eves, the b:cok of dos, 
1 that do miſlead te moru; 
3 
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But my kiſſes bring again; 

Scals of love, but tcal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh hide, thoſe hills of ſnow 
Which thy frozer boſom bears, 

On whoſe tops the piuks that grow 
Are of thoſe thar April wears; 

But my pour heart firft fer free, 

Bound in theft icy Chains by thee. 


Gui Diligrmee. 


With whifrcr' ng and moſt guiltv diligence, 
In action all of precept, hie did ſhow me 
The way twice oer! 

Greatneſs ſalfed to Crnſtre. 

O, place aud greatneſs! millions of falſe eyes 
Are tuck upon thee; voiumes of reports 
Run with tlicir falie and moſt contrarious queſts 
Upon thy doings : thoutfand ſcapes of wit 
Make ther the father or their idle dreams, 
And rack thee in their fancies. 


Exerution finely exprefſed. 


Rv eight to-morrow 
Thou muſt bc made immortal! 
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As fait lock d up in ſleep as guiltleſs labour 
Wucu it lies ſtarkly in the traveller's bones. 


Usrright Governor ſuppoſed, 


Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duc. Not fo, not fo; his life is parellel'd 
Even with the Eroke and line of his great juſtice; 
He dori with holy abhſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelf which he ſpurs on his power 
To quality in others. were he mcal'd 
Wich that whi h he corrects, then were he ty- 
| rannous; 


But this being tc, he's juſt. 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| Good Tailor. 
This is a gentle provoſt ſeldom, when 
The ſtecled jailor © the friend of men. 
Comfort from Deſparr. 
But I wil! keep her ignorant of her good, 
| To make her h-avenly comfort of deſpair 
VWhea it is leaſt expected. 
| C:mplarming uſeleſs. 
17:5. In ſurious worid! Moſt damned Angelo! 
D- te. This nor hurts him, nor profits vou a jot: 
| For bear it therefore; give your caufe to Heaven 
Claracter of an Arch Eypacrite. 
O. I conjure thee, prince, as thou believ'ſt 
| There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That 1 am touch'd with madneſs: make not 
impoſſible 
' That which but ſeems unlike : tis not impoſſible 
But one, the wickedeſt caitiff on the ground, 
| Mav ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juft, as abſolute 
| As Angelo; even fo may Angelo 
In all his dreſſings, characts, titles, forms, 


—— 


, 


| Be an arch villain: truſt me, royal prince, 


It he be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 
Had I more names for badneſs. 


Impoſſibility of Intercefſion. 
Againſi all feaſe you do importune her. 
Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 


Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would break, 
Aud take her hence in horror ! 


Ifxtents mere excuſable than Acts. 


His act did not o' ertake his bad intent; 
| And muſt be buried but as an intent 


| That perilh'd by the way: thoughts are no ſub- 
53 
Intents, but merely thoughts. 
| 
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$ 3. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


Natural Preſentiment of Evil finely pointed ont ; 
with the contraſt of a Cheerful and Meluncholy 
* 


4. Ide footh, I know not why I am fo fad, 
It wearies me: you fay, it wearies vou: 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What ſtuff 'tis made of, whereof tis burn, 
I am to learn : 
And fuch a want - wit ſadneſs makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know mvytelt. 

$2/, Your mind is totſing on the ocean, 
There where your argoſies, with portly ful, 
Like ſigniors and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the ſca, 
Do overpeer the petty trathckers, 
That court'fy to them, to do them reverence 
As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Sal. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch ventures 
The better part of my affections would | forth, 
Be with my abroad. I thould be fiill 
Plucking the graſs ro know where fits the wind; 
Prying in maps for ports, and piers, and roads : 
And every object tliat might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at fra, 
I thould nor fee the ſandy hour-glats run, 
But I ſhould think of ſhallows ami of flats: 
And fee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kiſs her burial. Should I go to church 
And fee the holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethink me ftrait of dangerous rocks, 
Which, touching but my gentle veile!'s fide, 
Would ſcatter all her ſpices on the ftream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks; 
Aud ia a word but even now worth this, 
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And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 
To think of this? ſhall I lack the thought 


That ſuch a thing, bechane'd, would make one 
But tell nor me; I know Antonio [fad > 
Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 

Aut. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eſtate 
Upon the fortune of this preſent year. 
Therefore my merchandcite makes me not fad. 

ful. Why then you are in love. 

Ant, Fie, nie! 

Sal. Not in love neither? Then let us fav, 

you are fad, ' 
Becaute ; ou are not merry: and were as eaſy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and fay you are 
merry, [ Janus, 

Becauſe you are not fad. Now by two-headed 
Nature hath fram'd ftrange fellon's in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And hogh like parrots at a bagpiper; 
And others of tuch vinegar aſpect, 
That they not thew their teeth in way of ſmile, 
Though Neſtor ſwear the jeſt be laughable. 


The Enprudence of ſelling ton great a Falue upon 
the IWorid. 
You have tao much reſpect upon the world ; 
They loſc it that do buy it with much care. 


The true Value of the World. 


I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano, 
A flage, where every man mutt play his part ; 
And mine a fad one! 

Cizerfaturfs aui aft Red Cravity corntrafled. 

Let me play the fool; 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come, 
And let my liver rather heat with wine 
Than my heart cool with mortifyiug groans. 
Why ſhould a man whote blood is warm within, 
Sit Like his grandſire cut in alabafter 2 
M 6 Sleep 
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Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 
By being peeviſh? I tell thee what, Antonio, 
There ate a fort of men, whoſe v:fages 
Do cream and mantic like a ſtanding pond; 
And do a wilful ſtilncſb entertam, 
With purpote to be dicſt in an opinion 
Of wiſdom, gravity, protound conccit ; 
As who ſhould fav, I am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips let no dog bark.” 
O, mv Antonio, I do know of thole 
That therefore only are reputed wiſc 
For taving nothing, who I am very ſure, 
If ti:ey ſhould hear, would almoſt damn thoſe cars, 
Which, hearing theſe, would call their brotizers 
Fil tell thee more of tiiis another time; [ fools. 
Bur fiſh not with this metancho!y bait, 
For tluis fool gudguon, this opinion. 
Tocolo Satire on Silence, 
Silence is only cotnmenduble 
In a neat's tongue dry'd, and a Haid notven able, 
Cenerowus and Difotere td Friond/o1p. 
Ant. I pray you, good Eaſſanio, let me Know it; 
And if it ſtand, as you yourſelt ſtill do, 
Within the eye of honour, be aſſur'd. 
NM purſe, my perſon, my extrom.'!. means, 
Lic all unlock d to your occations, 
Bof. In my tchool-davs, when I had loſt one 
Tf thot his fellow of the ſelf-ſame ihr haft, 
The felt-fſame way, with more adviled watca, 
To find the other; and by advent'ring both, 
T oft found both: I urge this childhood proof, 
Becauſe hat follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much; and, like a wilfal youth, 
That which I owe is loſt : but if you plcate 
To ſhoot ancther arrow that ſelf way 
Which you did ſhoot the tirft, I do not doubt. 
As I will watch the aim,—or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
Aud thankfully reft debtor for tlic ſrſt. ¶ time 
Ant. You know mewell; and hertin fpend but 
To ind about my love. wich circuattuace ; 
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And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 
In making quettion of my uttermoſt. 

Than if you had made waſte of all I hare. 

Then do but fay to me what I ſhoukl do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am preſt unto it: therefore, ſpeak. 

—— Thou know'ft that all my fortunes are at fea, 

Neitaer have I monev nor commodity 

To raite a preſent ſum: therefore, go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do; 

That ſhall be rack'd even to the uttermoſt, 

To furniſh thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, prefently enquire, and fo will I, 

Where money is; and I no queſtion make, 

To kave it 2 truſt, or for my lake. 


A Tew's Malice. 


— f — — cb —ꝰO _  O _ 


Baſſ. This is fignior Antonio. 

aud. How like a fawring publican he looks ! 
I tute him, for be is a Chriftian LA. 
But more for that, in low ſimplicity, 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of ufance here with us in Venice. 
ic I can catch him once upon the hip, 
1 wil] feed far the ancient grudye I bear him. 
He hates our facred nation; and he rails 
Ev*n there, where merchants mult do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thritt, 
Which he calls intereſt. Curſed be my tribe 
If I forgive him! 

A Tew': Sanfity and Hypocriſy. 
Al. wn Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's 
1p, 

This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wife mather wrought in his behalf) 
T he third poſſeſſor; av, he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him? did he take intereſt ? 

Sal. No, not take intereſt; as you would tay, 
Direttly intereſt; mark what Jacob did. 
When aud himſelf had compromis'd 


II. 


ca, 


Is 


Book LIL. 
Thad a ho yeanlings which were ſtreak'd and 


py'd Crank, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire ;—the ewes, being 
In end of autumn turned to the rams : 

And when the work of generation was 

Berween thoſe woolly breeders in the act, 

The ſkilful ſhepherd peel'd hum certain v ands, 
And in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He ſtuck them up before the fulfome « cwes; 
Who, then concciving, did in yeaning tune 

Fall party-colour'd lunbs; and thote were Jacob's, 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bluft; 
And thrift is bleſlinz, if men tical it not. 

Ant. This was a venture, Sir, that I acobſerv'd 
A thing not in his power to bring to paſs, | for, 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the hand of Heaven. 
Was this inſerted to make intereſt good; 

Or is your gold and ſilver ewes and rams ? 

Shyl. I cannot tell, I make it biced as faſt: 
But note me, Ggnior. 

Ant. Mark you this, Baſſanio; 

The devil can cite ſcripture for his purpoſe: 
An evil foul producing holy wirncfs, 

Is like a villain with a ſmiling check; 

A goudly apple, rotren at the hearr. 

O, what a goodly outtide falſchood hath ! 


Tie Tew's Expoftulation. 


Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
Ou the Rialto vou have rated re 
About my monics and my ufances. 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug ; 
For ſuff:rance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me miſbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And ſpit upon my Jewiſh gabardine : 
And all for uſe of that which is my own! 
Well then, ir now appears vou aced my help— 
Go to then you come to me, and you fay, 
Shylock, we would have monies—you ſay fo, 
You that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me as you ipurn a ſtranger-cur 


Over your threſhold Money is your fult—— 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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What ſhould I ſay to 

Hath a dog money? Is 1 

A cur can lend three thouſand ducats? or 

Shall I bend low, and in « bondman' key, 

V/ith bated breath and whiſp'ring humblcneſs, 

Say this, “ Fair Sir, you ſpit on me laſt Wed- 
ne ſday 

You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day ; another time 

You call'd me do: and tor theſe courti ſies 

Lil lead you thus mach monics.” 


A Villain's fair Offers fr (picious, 
E lize not fair terms and a villain's mind. 
Ar Apology for a Black Complecion. 


Miſlike me not for my complexion, 
The ſhadowꝰd livery of the burmth'd fim, 
To whom I an a neichbour, and near bred : 
Briny me the fairett creature, northern born, 
Where Phoebus fire fcarce thaws rhe 1c:cics, 
And let us make inciſion for vour love, 
To Prove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his et mine: 
tell race, ladv, this aſpect of mine 
Hull fear'd the v — ; by my love, 1 ſwear 
The beſt regarded virgins of our clime 
Have tov'd it too: 1 would not change this hue 
Except to teal y our thoughts, my gentle queen. 
Merit no Match for the Caprice of Fine. 
Lead me to the caſkets, 
To try my fortune. By this ſcimitar, 
Thar llew the Sophy and the Perſian prince, 
That won three helds of Sultan Solvman, 
] would o'erftare the ſterneſt eyes that look, 
Outhrare the heart moſt daring on the carth, 
Pluck the y gung ſucking - cubs from the the-bear, 
Yea mock the hon when he roars for Preys 
10 ww thee, lady. But, alas the while! 
Lf icrcules and Lychas play at dice 
V uch is the better man, the greater throw 


May turn by fortunc from the weaker hand : 


So is Alcides beaten by his page 
y Hus pay ah 
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And fo ma I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miſs that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. | 

Gravity ami. 

E2j. But hear mc, Gratiano; 
Thou art too wild, too rude and bold of voice; 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in ſuch eves as ours appear not faults : 
But where thou at nut known, why, there they 
ſhew 
S-mcthing roo liberal; pray thee, take pain 
To allav with ſome cold drops of modefty 
Thy &ippiny ſpi it, Kft throuch the wild behn- 
I be miſconttrucd in the place I goto, ur, 
And loſe mv ups. 
Gra. Signtor Baſſanio, hear me. 

If I do not put on a ſober habit, 
Talk with refpect, and war but now and then, 
Wear prayer - hooks in my pocket, look demurcly; 
Kay more, white grace 15 ſaving, hold mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and gli, and fly Amen; 
Fic all the obiervance of civihty, 
Like one well nudied in fad oftent 
To plcafe his grandaw—ncver trut me more. 


Tre Jew”s Commons te Ae Dang ter. 
Hear vou me, jicilica : 


Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum 
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-acck'd fife, 
Claml«r not vou up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt vour head into the public ſtrect, 
To gaze on Chriſtian fools with varnith'd faces; 
But ftop my houſe's cars; I mean my caſe- 
ments 
Let not the found of ſhallow foppery enter 
My ſober houſc. 


Shylocts De/cription of his Servant. 


3 pate hi is Kind enough, but a huge 
r, 
Snail-ſlow ia profit, and he ſlecps by day 
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More than the wild cat: drones hive not with me; 


Therefore I with him: and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waſte 
His borrow'd purſe ! 


Fruition more languid than Expectation. 


O, ten times faſter Venus“ pigeons fly 
To feal love's bonds new made, than they are 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited. (wont 
MW ho riſeth from a feaſt 
Wirth that keen appetite that he fits down? 
Where is the horfe that doth untread again 
His tedious meatures with th'unbated fire 
That he did pace them firſt? All things that are, 
Are with more pleaſure chaced than enjoy'd. 
How like a vounker, or a prodigal, 

The fcarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embrac'd by the ftrumpet wind ! 
How like a prodigal doth the return, 

With over-wearher'd ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, re:iz, and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet wind 
Portia's Suiturs. 

Fam the four corners of the earth they come 
To kits this thrine, this mortal breathing faint, 
Tit Hvrcaman deſerts, and the vaſty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, arc as thoroughfares 
Now, kor princes to come view fair Portia. 
The wat'ry kingdum, whote ambitious head 
Soits in the face of Heaven, is no bar 
To ſtop the foreiga fpirits ; but they come, 

As &'cr à brook, to ice fair Portia. 
Tie Purting of Friends. 

I faw Baſtanio and Antonio part; 

Baſſanio told him, he would make fome ſpeed 
Of his return: he anſwered, Do not fo; 
Slubber not butineſs for mv ſake, Baſſanio, 
But ſtay the very Ping of the time: 

And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love. 
Be merrv, andemploy vour chiefeſt 


To courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents gf love 
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A: ſhall conveniently become there.” 
And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turmug his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affe*tron, wond'rous ſenſible, 


Ec wrung Zaijanio's hand; and to they parted. 
Falje Tudgm:ni of the Muy, 


Fortune aow, 
To my i:wart's hope !—Gold, filver, and baſe 
lead. he hath.” 
Who choofeth me muſt give and hazard all 
You ſhall look fairer ere 1 vive or hazard. 
What favs the golden chult ? ha! let me feet — 
* Who chooſcth me ſhal! gain what many men 
deſire.” (meant 
M hat many men defire ! — That many way be 
Of the fool multitude, that chooſe by how, 
Not learning more than the fond cyc doth teach; 
W hich pries not to the interior, but, like the 
martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the face and road of caſualty. 
FE will not chooſe what many men deſire, 
Becauſe I will not jump with common ſpirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 


Fnour ought to be conferred an M-rit only. 


Why then to thee, thou ſilver treaſure-houſe; 
Tell me once more what title thou doſt bear? 
* Who chobſeth me thall get as much as he 

deſerves.” 

And well faid too; for who ſhall go about 
To cozen for: une, and be honourable 
Without rhe lamp of merit? Let none preſume 
To wear an undeferved dignity : 
O. that eſtates, degrees, and offices,. 
Were not deriv'd corruptly; that clear honour 
Vere purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then thould cover that ſtand bare 
How many be commanded that command ! 
How much low peafantry would then be glean'd 
From che true ſeed of honour ! how much honour 
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Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
To be ucw varnifh'd! 


Love Meſſenger compared to an April Dan 
I have not feen 
So likely an ambaſſador of love ; 
A dav in April never came fo ſweet, 
To they how coitly farmer was at band, 
As this fore- ſpurrer comes before his lord. 
Mae. 
Let muſic ſound, —while he doth make his 
cheuce; 
Thea, if he lote, he makes a ſwan-like end, 
Fading in muſic.— That the compariton 
May ftand more juſt, my eye ſhall be the ſtream 
And wat'ry death-bed for him: he may win, 
And what is muſic then i Then muſic is, 
Even as the flouriſh, when true fubjefts bow 
To a new-crown'd monarch : fuch it is 
As arc thoſe dulcet founds in break of day, 
That cregp into the dreaming bridegroom's ears, 
And tummon hun to marriage. 
Now he goes 
With no lla preſence, but with much more laye, 
Than Hung Alcides, when he did redeem 
The vuia trihute paid by howling Troy 
To the ica-moniter : I ſtand for ſacrifice ; 
The rcft aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With blcared viſage, coming forth to view 
The iſfuc of the exploit. 
A $53 Ts QO:: Fancy — 
Tell me, where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart, or in the head, 


How bcyot, how nouriſhed ? 
Reply, reply. 
Is ir ler'd in the eyes; 


With gazing fed ? and fancy dics 

In the cradle where it lies; | 
Let us all ring fancy's kne!l, 
IU begin it, —dipg dong, bell. 
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The Deccit of Ornament er Appearances. 


So may the outward ſhows be leaſt themſclvcs. 
The world is fill deceiv'd with ornament. 
In law, whar ples fo tainted and corrupt, 
But being teaton'd with a gracious Youre, , 
Obſcure: the ſhow of evil? In religion, 
What damned error, but fome fober brow 
Will blels it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the greſſneſs with far ornament ? 
There is no vice fo fimple, but affumes 
Soine mark of virtue on ita outward parts. 
How many cowardz, wholc hearts are all as falſe 
As ſtairs of ſand, wear yet upon their chius 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars; 
Who, inward fearch'd, kave livers white as milk 
And thetc atſume but valour*'s excrement, 
To render then redoubted. Look on bœautv, 
And you ſhall fee 'tis purchas'l by the weiglt, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Making them liahteſt that wear moſt of it. 
80 are thoſe criſped, inak v, golden locks, 
Which make ſuch wanton gainbuls with the wind 
Upon fuppoted fatrneſs; often Known 
To be the dowry of a iecond head, 
The ſxull that bred them in the ſepulchre. 
Thus ornament is but the gilded thore 
To a moſt dangerous ſca; the beautcous ſcarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 
The ſeeming truth which cunning tune puts on 
TFeentrap the wiſeſt: — Thereiore thou gaudy 
Hard food for Midas, I will nune of thee : i gold, 
Nor none of :hee, thou pale and common &r ace 
"Tween man and man: but tiibu, thou mcigre 

lead, 

Which rather threaten ſt than dv? promiſe augglit, 
Thuy plainnefs moves me more than eloquc uc, 
And here chocſe I; joy bc the conſequence, 


Joy on S$:-:7fG, 


How all the other pattions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and raſu embrac'd deſpair, 
And ſhuddering fear, and greca- ey'd jcalouſy. 
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O love, be moderate, allay thy ecſtacy ; 
In meaſure rem thy joy, — this exceſs; 
I fecl too much thy bleſſing, make it lefs, 
For fear I ſurfeir! | : 


Portita's Pifture. 


What find I here ? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit! What deri. 
Hath come fo uear creation? Move thofe cycs ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Scem they in motion? ere are ſcver'd lips 
Parted wich fugar breath: o ſweet a bar {hairs 
Should fun4er fuch (weer f:icnds !—Here in her 
T lic painter plays the fpider, and hath woven 
golden meth t'intrap the hearts of men 
Faſter than guats in conwebs: but her eyesl 
How cou'd he fee to do them? having made one, 
Methinks it ſhould have power to ftcal both his, 
And leave itſelf unfurniſn'd. 
Sacteſſul Lover compared to a Conqueror. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
Thar thinks he hath done well in people's eyes ; 
Hearing applauſe in univerſal hour, 
Giddy in ſpirir, gaziny ſtill abous, 
Whether thoſe peals of praife be his or no : 
So, thrice fair lady, ſtand 1 
£44 amiable Bride. 
Port:a. Tho? tor myſelf alone 
I would not be ambitious in my with, 
To with myle!f much better; ver for you 
1 would be treble twenty times myſclf, 
A thoufand mes more fair, ten thouſand times 
More rich; that tu ſtand high in your account, 
migut in virtues, beat ics, livings, friends, 
Exceed account —but the full fun of me 
To term ia grols, 
Is 23 umiefſon'd sul, unſchool'd, unpractis'd: 
Happy in this, the is not vet ſo old 
Bu ſhe may learn; happicr than this, in that 
She is not bred fo dull but the can learn ; 
Hoppiett of all i, that her gentle ſpirit 
Commits 
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Commits itſelf to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Lover's Thoughts compared to the inarticulate 
Joys of a Crowd. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all words; 
Only my blood (peaks to you in my veias: 

And there is fuch confuſion in my powers, 
As, after ſome oration fairl e 
By a beloved prince, there appear 
Among the buzzing, pleaſed multitude, 
Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turns tu a wild of nothing, fave of joy 
. Expreſt, and not expreſt. 

Valuable Friend. 

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in 

trouble? 

Baſſ. The deareſt friend to me, the kindeſt 
The beſt condition? d; and unweary'd ſpirit ¶ man, 
In doing court'fies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more 
ow any that draws breath in Italy. 

or. 

Baſſ. For me, three thouſand ducats. 

Por. What, no more ? 

Pay him fix thouſand, and deface the bond ; 
Double fix thouſand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend of this deſcription - 

Should loſe a hair through my Baſſanio's fault. 


Implacable Revenge. 

F'll havemy bond; I will not hear thee ſpeak, 
FI! have my bond; and therefore ſpeak no more; 
not be made a foft and dull-cy'd fool 
To thake the head, relent, and figh, and yicld 
To Chriſtian interceſſions. 


Generous Friend/lip. 


Lr. Madam, although I ſpeak in your pre- 
You have a noble and a true conceit +4 ang 
Ot god-like amity : which appears moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your lord. 


ES 
at, 


mits 


hat ſum owes he the Jew? a 


Nene 


; 


| How true a gentleman you fend relief, 


But if you knew to whom you ew this honow,, 


How dear a lover of my lord your hutband, 
I know you would be proudcr of the work 
Than cuſtomary bounty can enforce you. 
Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor thall not now : for in companions 
That do converſe and wafte the time together, 
Whoſe fouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muſt be neuds a like proportion 
Ot lincaments, of manners, and of ipirit ; 
Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 
Being the boſom lover of my lord, 
Muft nceds be like my lord: if it be fo, 
How little is the coſt I have beſtow'd 
In purchaſing the ſemblance ot my ſoul 
_ our the ſtate of hellith cruelty _ 
his comes too near the prailing of m 8 
Therefore no more of it. * y 


A pert, bragging Youth. 


I'll hold thee any wager, 
When we are both apparell'd like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with a braver grace; 
And fpeak betten the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two miacing ſteps 
Into a manly ftride ; and ſpeak of frays, 
Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lyes, 
How honourable ladies tought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and dy'd. 
could not do with all: then PI repear, 
And with, for all that, that I had not kill'd them! 
And twenty of theſe puny lyes Flt tell, 
That men ſhall fwear Ive diſcontinued ſchool 
Abore a twelycmonth. I have within my mind 
A thoufand raw tricks of theſe bragging jacks 
Which I will practiſe. | 


Af cfhion in Words. 
O dear diſcretion, how his words are ſuited ! 


An 


The fool hath planted in his mernory 
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An army of words : and I do know 
A many fools that ſtand in better place, 
Garniſn d like him, that for a trickſey word 
Defy the matter. 


Portia's Merit. 

It is very meet 
The lord Baiſanio live an upright life; 
For having ſuch a bleſſing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on 
Aud if on earth he do not merit it, it 
Is reafon he ſhould never come to heaven. 
Why, — thould play ſome heavenly | 


mat 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, | 
And Portia one—there muſt be ſomething elſe 
Pawn'd with the other: for the poor rude world 
Hath nor her fellow. 
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Why a woollen bagpipe; but of force 
Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame 
As to offend, himſelf being offended : 
So can l give no reaſon, nor I will not, 

More than a lody'd hate, and a certain loathing 
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 

A lofing ſuit againſt him. Are you anſwer'd? 


Unfeeling Revenge. 

You as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood bate his uſual height; 
You may as well uſe queſtions with the wolf 
| Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
| To wag their hi , and to make no noiſe, 
When they are with the guſts of heaven; 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard, 


| 


The Jew's Reaſon for his Revenge. 
Sz/, I have poſſefsd your grace of what I 


And by our holy ſabbath have I ſworn 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 

I you deny it. let the danger light 

Upon your charter, and your city's 

You'll aſk me why I rather chooſe to have 

A weight of carrion fleſh than to receive 

Three thoufand ducats? I'll not anſwer that; 
But ſay it is my humour : Is it anſwer's? 
Whar if my houſe be troubled with a rat, 

And I be plea»'d ro give ten thouſand ducats 
To haveit bann'd? What, are you anfwer'd yet? 
Some men there are love not a gaping pig; 
Some that are mad if they behold a cat; 

And others when the bagpipe tings i' th'noſe, 
Cannot contain their urine : for affection, 
Naſters of paſſion ſwavs it to the mood 

Of what it likes or laaths. Now for your anſwer; 
As there is, no firm reaſon to be render'd_ 


I and for judgment; anſwer, thall I have it? 


4 As ſeck to foften that (than which what's The 
His Jewiſh heart. (harder) Wn: droy 
Retaliation. Upon 

Duke. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy, ren- Ie bie 
dering none ? [wrong? Ti m 

$hyl. What judgment ſhall I dread, doing no The tl 
You have among you many a purchas'd flave, The ſe 
Which, like your affes, and your dogs, and mules, I The a 

| You ule in abject and in flaviſh parts, Wher 
1 Becauſe you bought them; ſhall I fay to you, But m 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs; It is e 

| Why fiveat they under burdeps ? ler their beds I 15 © 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their And 
[ Re ſeaſonꝰd with ſuch viands? you will anfwer, Wher 
The ſlaves are yours. So do I anfwer you: Thou 
The pound of fleſh, which I demand of him, That, 


Is dearly bbught, is mine, and I will have it: 
If — me, fie upon your law; 
decrees of Venice: 


There is no force in 


Tie Jews Wolf fh Spirit, an Argument for Fun. 


| mut gration. 
Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog ! 


Whr he ohnnor abide a gaping pig; 
» 


Why a harmleſs neceffary cat 


| And for thy life, let juſtice be accus'd. 
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Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in «+. Hmmm 
To make me hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of animals infuſe as 

Into the trunks of men: thy currith ſpirit 


hing — a wolf, — who, hang'd for human 
Y „ 

de en from the gallows did his fell foul fleet, 
And, whilſt thou lay'ſt in thy unhallow'd dam, 
latus'd itielf in thee; for thy deſires 

'y Are wolfiſh, bloody, ſtarv'd, and ravenous. 

＋ „5 

ad, 

ab; Thou but offend'ſt thy lungs to ſpeak fo loud: 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 

Nh To cureleſs ruin. I ftand here for law. 

. Mercy. 

. The quality of is not ſtrain'd ; 

ler) In droppeth as the rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſſed ; 

ren I It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 

ng? ¶ Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt ; it becomes 

B The ber _ the force — — 

e, e lceptre , 

tes, The attribute to awe and majeſty, 
Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of ki 

2, But mercy is above the ſcepter'd ſway, 

| It is enthroned in the hearts of kings; 

is It is an attribute to God him lf ; 

8 And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's 

ver, When mercy feafons juſtice. Theretore, Jew, 


Though juſtice be thy plea, conſider this. 
That, in the courſe of juſtice, none of us 

2 Shou'd ice ſalvation: we do pray for mercy ; 
And that fame prayer doth teach us all to render 
The decds of mercy. 


Juſtice muſt be impartial. 
I befeech you, 

Vreſt once the laws to vour authority; 

o do a great right, do a little wrong; 

ad curb this crucl devil of his will. 
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Por. It muſt not be; there is no power in Ve- 
Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed: [nice 
"T will be recorded for a 
And many an crror, by the fame example, 
Will ruſh into the ſtate : it cannot be. 
 Clicerful Reſignation, with Friendly Tendernefs. 
2 am arm'd and well prepar'd—— 
| Give me your hand, Baffamo, fare vou well; 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you; 
For herein Fortune ſhews herſelf more kind 
Than is her cuſtom.—-It is ſtill her ute 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 
To view with _— and — brow 
An ave of poverty ; which ling'ring penaneg 
Of fuch a miſery — ſhe cut me = 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the proceis of Antonio's end; 
Say how I loy'd you, ſpeak me fair in death ; 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baſſanio had not once a love? 

Repeat not you any 2 ſhall loſe your friend, 
And he repents not he pays your debt. 


| Ample Payment. 

ne is well paid that is well fatisficd. 

1 Deſcription of a 5 4 Night, with fine 
HC. 


Lor. 28 ſhines bright: in ſuch a night 
as this, 

When the ſu cet wind did gently kiſs the trees, 

And they did make no noile; in ſuch a night 

| Troilus, merhinks, mounted the Trojan wall, 
And figh'd his foul towards the Grecian tcatyy 

| Where Crefhda lay that night. 

| FTef. In ſuch a night 

Did Thiſbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew ; 

| And fa the lioa's thadow ere hi 

| And ran diſmay'd away. 

Lr. In fuch a night - 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 

; Upun the wide fea-banks, and waft her love 


| 


To 
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To come again to Carthage. 

NJ. In ſuch a night 
Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old Eſon. 

Li. Ia ſuch a night 
Did jeiſic a fecal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

% And in fuch a night 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear he lov'd her well ; 
Stealing her ſoul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 

Lr. And in ſuch a night 


2 Jeffica, like a little ſhre w, 
her love, aud he forgave it her. 


How ſweet the moon-light ſleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of muſic 
Creep in our ears; ſott ſtillneſs and the night 
Become the touches of ſwect harmony. 
Sir, Jeſtca; look how the floor of heav'n 
Is thick inlaid with patterns of bright gold; 
There's not the ſmalleſt orb which behold'ſt, 
But in his motion like an angel ſings. 
Sefil quiring to the voung- eyed cherubims; 
Such ony is in immortal ſouls; 
Bur whilft this muddy veſture of decay 
Doth groſſly cloſe it in, we cannot hear it. 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hyma : 
With ſweeteſt touches pierce your miltrefs' ear, 
And draw her home with muſic. 
V I'm never merry when I hear ſweet muſic. 
Lor. The reaſon is, your fpirits are attentive; 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and ncighing 


loud 
(Which is the hat condition of their blood); 
If they perch ut hear a trumpet ſound, 


Or any air of muſic touch their ears, 
Yo perceive them make a mutual ſtand ; 
IF ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt gaze, 
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| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


So ſhines a good 
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By the ſweet power of muſic. Therefore the poet 
Did — Orpheus drew trees, ſtones, and 
Since nought fo ſtockith, hard, and full of rage, 
But muſic for the time doth c its nature. 
The man that hath not muſic in himſelf, 

Nor is not mov'd with concord of ſwect ſounds, 
Is fit for treaſons, ſt „ and ſpouls; 

The motions of his ſpirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no ſuch man be truſted. 


A D:ed compared to a Candle, and the Ef: 8; 
is of Time, Circumftance, Sc. 


How far that little candle throws his 

beams ! 

deed in a naughty world. 
N:r. When the moon ſhone we did not fee the 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the leſa: 

A ſubſtitute ſhines brightly as a king, 

Until a king be by; and then his ſtate 

Empries itſelf, as doth an inland brook 

Into the main waters. Mufic! hark. 
Mr. It is your muſic, madam, of the houſe. 
Par. Nothing is I fee, without reipect; 

Methinks it ſounds much ſweeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence beſtows that virtue on it, madam, 
Por. The crow does ſing as fweetly as the lark 

When neither is attended; and I think 


Par. 


The nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ſing by day, . 
When every gooſe is cackling, would be thougiuc The F 
No better a muſician than the wren. And 
How many things by ſcaſon feafon'd are With 
To their right praiſe and true perfection My ti 
Peace! how the moon flceps with Endymion, __ 
And would not be awak'd ! et 
COT ION |= 

This night, methinks, is but the day-light ſickʒ W A me 
It looks a little paler; tis a day, Vince 


Such as the day is when the ſun is hid. 
 Profe frans 
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Profeſſions needleſs, where Intentions are ſiuccre. 
Sir, are very welcome to our houſe x 

It muſt appear in other ways than words; 

Therefore I ſcant this breathing courteſy. 


ae, 
re. 

14 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 
ds, SHAKESPEARE, 

Hounds. 
*r hounds ſhall make the welkin anſwer 
them, 

And fetch ſhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

cats Painting. 


Doft thou love pictures e will fetch thee 


d Adonis, painted by a running brock; trait 

And Citherea all in ſedges hid, breath, 
a Which ſcem to move and wanton with her 

Ev'n as the waving ſedges play with wind. 

5: Mirth and Merri ment, its Advantage. 
Seeing too much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your 
blood, 

And melancholy is the nurſe of plirenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
. And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
— Which bars a thouſaud harms, and lengthens life, 
am. The Ujzs of Travel and Study. 
ark W Luc. Tranio, fince—for the great defire I had 

To fee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, — | 
eL arriv'd from fruitful I. ombardy, 

OS 


The pleaſant garden of great Italy; 
And by may father's love and leave am arm'd 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
Mv truſty ſervant, well approv'd in all; 
, Here let us breathe, and happily inſtitute 

A courſe of learning and ingemous ſtudies. 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father firſt, 
A merchant of great tram̃e throꝰ the world, 
Vincentio, come of rhe Bentivoli; 


DRAM AT I C. 


| 
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Viacentio his fon, brought up in Florence, 
It hall become, to ferve all hopes conceiv'd, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of philofophy 
Will I apply that treats of happineſs 
BY virtue *tpccially to be atchiev'd. 
ell me thy mind: for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come; as hc that lcaves 
A thallow plaſh, to plunge him in the deep, 
And with fatiety feeks to quench his thirſt. 
Tra. Mi fer lonate, gentle maſter mine, 
I am in all affe ted as yourſiclf; 
Glad that you thus continue your reſolve, 
To tuck the fiveets of ſweet philoſophy. 
Only, maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue and this moral diſcipline, 
Let's be no ſtotcs, nor no ſtocks, I pray; 
Or fo devote to Ariſtotle's checks, 
As Ovid be an ourcaft quite abjur'd : 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And practiſe rhetoric in your common talk: 
Muſic and poety uſe to quicken vou; 
The mathemarics aud the metaphy ics, 
Fall to them as you find your ſtomach ſerves you: 
No profit grows where is ao pleaſure talen; 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 
Love at firſt Sight. 
Tra. I pray, Sir, tell me,—is it poſſible 
That love thonld of a ſudden take ſuck hold? 
Luc. O, Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely; 


But fee ! while 1dly I ſtood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idlenets : 


Aud now in plainneſs do confeſs to thee, 


Thou art to me as ſecret and as dear 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was— 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſhg. Tranio, 
If I archieve not this young made girl, 
Counſel me, Tranio, for I know thou canſt; 
Aſhſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 


Ta. 
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Ta. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 
Aﬀettion is not rated from the heart: | 


If love have touch'd you, nought remains but fo, | 


Redime te captum quam min: mo 
Travel. 
such wind as ſcatter young men thro' the 
world | 
To ſeck their fortunes further than at home, 
Where ſmall expcrience grows. 
Woman's Tongue. 

Think vou a little din can daunt my core? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? | 
Have I not heard the fea puff'd up with winds, 
Fage like an angry boar, chatcd with ſweat? 
Hare I not heard great ordnance in the field ? 
And heav'n's artillery thunder in the ſkies ? 
Hare I not in a pitched battle heard {clang? 
Loud larums, neighing ſteeds, and trumpets 
And do you teil me of a woman's 
That gives not half fo great a blow to th'ear 
As will a chctaut in a farmer's fire? ' 


Extremes eure each other. 
When two raging fires meet together, 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their fury; 
Thouęh little fire grows great with little wind, 
Yer extreme guſts will blow out fire and all. 


Bearnty. 
Say that ſhe frowns; PII fay ſhe looks as clear 
As morning roſes newly waſh'd with dew. 


Mu fic. 
Tous aſs, that never read ſo far 
To know the caute why muſic was ordain'd! 
Was it not to refreſh the mind of man 
After his ſtudies of his uſual pain? 
Then give me leave to read philoſophy, 
And, when I pauſe, teryc in your harmony. 
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Nie married to ail her Huyjbans Fartanes. 
To me ſhe's married, not unto my clothes: 

Could I repair what the wilt wear in me, 

As I can change theſe poor accoutrements, 

'T were weil tor Kate, and better for my ſelf. 

Deſcription of a Mad u. 

When the prieſt 

Did afk if Catherine ſhould be his wife, ¶ ond, 

Ay, by gogs woons,” quath he, and ſwore fo 

That, all amaz'd, the prictt let fall the book; 

And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 

This mad-brain'd bridegroom touk him ſuch 3 

cuff, [ prieſt; 

That down fell prieſt and book, and tn 

© Row take them up,” quoth he, © if any lift.” 

Tran. What faid the wench when he roſe up 
again? ſtampt and fwore, 
Crem. Trembled and ſhook; for why, he 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him; N 

But after manv cercmonies done, 

He calls for wine: * a health, quoth he, as if 

H'ad been aboard caroufing to his mates 

After a ſtorm; quafft off the muſcadel, 

And threw the ſops all in the ſexton's face; 

Having no other cauſe, but that his beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to aſk 

His fops as he was drinking. This done, he took 

The bride about her neck, and kiſt her lips 

With ſucha clamorous ſmack, that at the parting 

All the church echo'd. 

Petruchio's Trial of his Wife in the Ariicle of Dreſs, 
Hab. Here is the worſhipdid beſpeak. 
Pet. Why this = Noulde, —_— 

A velvet diſh;—fic, fie, tis lewd and filthy ; 

| Why, tis a cockle, or a walnut - ſhell, 

A Knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap; 

| Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Cad. PII have no bigger; this doth firrhe time, 

And gentle women wrar ſuch caps 2s thee. os 


| 


| 


Ef. 


5 * 


A. 
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Pet. When you are gentle you ſhall have one 


Aad not till then. (too, 
Ihr. That will not be in haſte. ſpeak; 
Cath. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to 


And f. Iwill; I am no child, no babe; 
Your have endur'd me ſay my mind; 
And, if you cannot, beſt you your ears, 
My tongae will tell the anger of my heart ; 
Or elſe my heart concealing it will break: 
And, rather than it ſhall, I will be free, 
Even to the uttermoſt, as I in words. 
Pet. Why, thou fay'f true: it is a paltry cap, 
A cuftard coffin, a bauble, a filken pye : 
I love thee well in that thou lik'f it not. 
Cath. Love me or love me not, I like the cap; 
And it I will have, or I will have none. I ſeeꝰt. 
Pet. Thy gown? why av: come raylor, let's 
O. mercy, God ! what maſking ſtuff is here! 
What's this: a fleeve * 'tis like a demi -cannon; 
What ! up and down, carv'd like an -tart ? 
Here's faip and nip, and cut, and fliſh and flaſh, 
Like to a cenfer in a barber's ſhop. 
Why, what a devil's name, taylor, eall'ſt thou 
this ? [ gown. 
Hor. I fee, ſhe's like to have neither cap nor 
Tay!. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
Accordiog to the faſhion and the time. 
Pet. Marry, and did ; but, if you be remem- 


F did not bid you mar it to the time. [ ber'd. 
hop me over e kennel home, 
For you ſhall hop wi my cuſtom, Sir: 


I'll none of it: hence ! make your beſt of it. 
Cath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleaſing, nar more com- 

mendable : 
Belike, you mcan to make a puppet of me. 
The Mind alone valuable. 


Even 1 theſe honeſt mean habiliments; 


Od puries ſhall be proud, our garments poor; 


| 


| 
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For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich : 
And as the fun breaks through the darket clouds, 
So honour pcereth in the meaneſt habit. 

What is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Becauſe his fearhers arc more beautiful 2 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Becauſe his painted ſkin contents the eve 2 

O no, Kate, neither art thou the worſe 


| For this poor furniture and mean array, 


A Livy Woman, 


Fair, lovely woman, young and affable, 
More clear of hue, aud far more beautiful 
Than precious ſardony x, or purple rocks 
Of amethyſts, or glittering hvacinth : 
Su cet Catherine, this Jovelr woman 

Cath. Fair, lovely ladv, brigſit and ch rvſtallire, 
Beauteous and ſtately as the eve-train'd bird 3 


As glorious as the morning waſh'd with dew, 


Within whoſeeyes the takes the dawning beams, 
And golden ſuminer flceps upon thy checks; 
Wrap up thy radiations in ſome cloud, 
Leſt that thy beauty make this ſtately rown 
Unhabitable as the burning zone, 
With fweet reflections of thy lovely face. 
Flippineſs allained, 
Happily I have arriv'd at laſt 
Cato the with'd haven of my bliſs. 
Others meaſured by onrſelvcs. 
He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 
| Greyhound. 
| O Sir, Lucentio flipt me for ws grate, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his maſter. 
| Wife's Submiſſion. 


Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life, 
And awful rule in right ſupremacy; 
And, to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and 


happy. The 
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The Wife's Duty to her Hiſband. 


Fie! fie! unknit that threat'ning, unkind | 


brow, 
And dart not ſenruful glances from thoſe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor ; 
It blots thy beauty as froſt bites the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds ſhake fair 
And in no ſenſe is meet or amiable. # buds; 
A woman mor d, is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill- ſeeming, thick, hereft᷑ of beauty; 
And while it is fo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will deign to ſip or tuuch one drop of it. 
Thy huſband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy ſovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance ; commits his bod 
To painful labour, both bv ſca and land; 
To watch the right in ſtorms, the dax in cold, 
While thou ly'ſt warm at home, ſecure and ſafe, 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
Bur love, fair looks, and true obedience ;— 
Tuo little payment for fo great a debt. 
Such duty as the ſubject owes a prince, 
Even ſuch, a woman oweth to her huſband : 
And when ſhe's froward, pecviſh, ſullen, four, 
And not obedient to his honeft will, 
What is the but a foul, contending rebel, 
And graceleſs traitor to her loving lord? 
I am aſham'd, that women are fo ſimple 
To ofter war where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or leck for rule, ſupremacy, and ſway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies ſoft, and weak, and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, - 
But that our foft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Ceme, come, you froward and unable worms, 
My wind bath been as big as one of yours; 
My heart as great, my reaſon haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown ; 
But now I fee our lances are but ftraws : 


Wur trength is week, our weaknels paſt compare; 
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Book III. 
| That ſteming to be moſt, which we indeed leaf 


Then veil your ſtomachs, for it is no boot; 
And place your hands beneath your huſband's 
In token of which duty, it he pleaſe, [ foot ; 
My hand is ready—may it do him eaſe ! 


$ 5. THE TEMPEST SwaxtsrtARE. 
Miranda and Proſpero. 
Wr. O T have ſuffer'd veſſel 
With thoſe that I faw ſuffer ! A brave 


Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her, 
Daſh'd all to pieces. O the cry did knock 
Againſt my very heart! Poor fouls! they periſh'd, 
Had I been any god of power, I would 

Have funk the fea within the eatth, or e'er 

It ſhould the good ſhip fo have fwa!low'd, and 
The freightiag fouls within her. 

Prof. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort. 
The direful ſpectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compaſſion in thee, 

I have with ſuch proviſion in mine art 

So ſafely order'd, that there is no foul, + 

No not fo much perdition as an hair 

Betid to any creature in the veſſel, ; 

| Which thou heard'ft cry, which thou ſaw ſt fink, 


Caliban's Curſes. 


As wicked dew as e'er my mother bruſh'd 

Wich raven's feather from unwholcſome fen, 
Drop on you both ! a fouth-weſt blow on ye, 
| And bliſter you all o'er. 
I muſt cat my dinner. 

| This ifland's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 

| Which thou rak'ſ from me: when thou camꝰſt 


firſt, [ woud'ſt give me 


Thou ſtrok'ſt me, and mad'ſt much of me: 
| Warer with berries in't, and teach me-how 


| To 


Book III. 


To name the bigger light, and how the leſe, 
That burn by day and night: and then I Jov'd 
And ſhew'd thee all the qualities o'th'ifle, ( thee, 
— ings, brine pits; barren place and 
tile; 
Curs'd be I that I did fo; all the charms 
Ot Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you 
For I am all the fubjefts that you have, [me 
Who firſt was mine own king; and ere you ſty 
In this hard rock, whilft you do keep from me 
The reſt of th'iſland. 


Caliban's Exultation aſir Preſpero telle him he 
fought to vide the Hour of his Child. 


Oh, ho, oh, ho, —I wou'd it had been done. 
Thou didſt prevent me, 1 had peoplcd elſe 
This iſle with Calibans. : 
Prof. Abhorred flave; - 
Which any priut of goodneſs will not take, 
Being capable of all il! I pity'd thee, [hour 
Took pains tomake thee ſpeak, taught thee cach 
One thing or other. When thou could'ſt not, 
ſavage, [like 
Shew thine own meaning, but would'ſt gabble 
A thing molt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 
With words that made them known ; but thy 
vile race, [ood nature 
Thouzh thou didſt learn, had that int which 
Could uot abide to be with; therefore waſt thou 
Deſcrvediy confin'd into this rock, 
Who hadft dcfer'd more than a priſon. Con't 
Cal. You taught me language; and my profit 
Is, F know how to curſe. The red plague rid you 


For learning me your lanzuage ! 
Muſic. 


Where ſhould this muſic be? in air or earth ? 
It ſounds no more, and ſure it waits upon 
Some god of th' iſland. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the king my father's wrerk, 
This muſic crept by me upon the waters; 


DRAMATIC. | 
Allaying both the fury and my paſſion 


| 


A goodly perſon, 


| N our hiat at woe 


* 
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With its ſweet air. 
AriePs Song. 
Full fathom five thy father lies; 
Of his bones are coral made : + 
Thoſe are pearls that were his eyes ; 
Nothing of him that doth fade 
Bur doth tufter a fea-change 
Into ſomething rich and ſtrange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell, 

Hark, now I hear them, ding - dong bell. 
Amiable Simplicity of Mirunda on firſt View of 
Frrdinand. 

Prof. This gallant which thou ſeeſt 
Was in the wreck: and, but he's ſomething 
ſtain'd [ call him 
With grief, that beauty's canker, thou mighr'ſt 


Mir. I might call him 
A thing divine : for nothing natural 
I ever faw fo noble. 

Fer. Moſt ſure the goddeſs 
On whom taeſe airs attend. 


Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in fuch 
Tf che ill ſpirit love fo fair a houſe, [a teniple : 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't. 


Lover's Speech. 
My fpirits, as in a dream, are all beund up; 
My tather's loſs, the weakneſs which I feel, 
Tl. e wreck of all my friends, or thi man's th 
To whom I 2m fubdu'd, were but light to me, 
Might I bvc thro? my pr iſon oace a day 
Behold this maid; all corners o'th'carth 
Let liberty make uſe of: ſpace encugn 
Have I in ſuch a prifon, 


R-ſignatiun and Grati tue. 
Beſeech you, Sir, be merry: you have cauſe 
(So yave we all) of joy; for our eſcape 
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Is common ; every day ſome failor's wife, 
The maſterof ſome merchant, and the merchant, 
Have juſt our theme of woe: but for the miracle 
(I mean our — — En 

Can f| like us: wi good Sir, weigh 
Our rr 
363 
I ſaw him beat the ſurges under him, 

And ride upon their backs : he trod the water, 

Whoſe enmity he fliing aſide, and breaſted 

The ſurge mot twol'n that met him; his bold 


Nove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himſelf with his good arms in luſty ftrokes 

To th ſhore, that o'er his wave- worn baſis bow'd, 
As ſtooping to relieve him. I not doubt 

He came alive to land. 


Too ſevere Reproof animadverted un. 

The truth you ſpeak doth lack ſome gentleneſs, 
And time to ſpeak it in: you rub the fore 
Waen you ſhould find the platter. 

Satire on Utopian Forms of Government. 

T'the commonwealth I would bv contrancs 
Execute all things; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magiſtrate; 
Letters ſhould not be known; poverty, riches, 
And uſe of ſervice, none; contracts, ſucceſſion, 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, olive, none; 
No uſe of metal, corn, or wine, or dil: 
No occupation; all men le, all, 
And women too, but innocent and pure: 
No foverergnty : 
All rhings in — Nature ſhould produce, 
Without ſweat or eadeavour; treaſon, felony, 
Sword, ſpike, knife, gun, ar need of any engine, 
Would I not have; but nature ſhould bring forth, 
Of its own kind, all foiſon, all abundance, 


Te et 
I would with fuch perfection govera, Sir, 
To excel the golden age. 
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Thou wond'rous man 


Boox III. 


Sleep. 
Do not omit the offer of it, 
It ſeldom viſits torrow ; when it doth, 
It is a comforter. 


A fine Apoſiopeſis. 

They fell together, all as by conſent, 

They Gaye as by a thunder-{troke. What might 
Worthy Sebaſtian—O, what might—no more, 
And yet, methinks, I fee it in thy face {and 
What thou ſhould'ſt be: th occaſſon ſpeaks thee, 
My ſtrong imagination ſees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban's Curſes. 

All the infections that the ſutf ſucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Profper fall, and make 
By inch-meal a diſeaſe: his ſpirits hear me, [him 
And yet I needs mult curſe; butthev'llnot pinch, 


Fright me with urchin-ſhews, pitch me ich mie, W 
PP ternene apt 1 
Our of my way, unleſs he bid them: but Had : 
For every trifle are they ſet upon me: Bur t 
Sometimes, like apes, that moe and chatter at me, W Moſt 

And after bite me; then like hedge-hogs, who 

Lie tumbling in my bare footway, and mount Ad 
Their pricks at my foot-fall; ſometimes am I IF Indee 
All wound with adders, who with cloven What 
Do hits me into madneſs. Lo, now, lo! I hav 
Here comes a ſpirit of his, aud to torment me, The | 
For bringing wood in flowly, Pl fall flat; Brou: 
Perchancc he will not mind me. Have 
Calthan's Promijes. With 
Il Row (ws beſt ſprings: I'll pluck thee — 
rries; 
In fiſh for thee, and get thee wood bw pe 
A plague upon the tyrant that I ſerve ! of e 
Fill bear ham no more ſticks, but follow thee, Mira 


I prythee let me bring thee where crabs grow; 

And I with my long na!l; will dig thee pig-nurs; 

Shew thee a jay's neſt, and infiru thay how. 
0 


Fll c 


Boo III. 


To ſnare the nimble marmozet: I'll bring thee 
To cluſt ring flberds, and ſumetimes I'll get thee 
Young fea-mels from the rock. 


True and unbiafſed Aﬀettion —Ferdinand bear- 
ing a Log. 
Delight in them ſets off; ſome kinds of baſeneſs 
Are nobly undergone : and moſt poor matters 
Point to nch ends. This my mean taſk would be 

_ — 2 but 
whom I quickens what's dcad, 
And makes my labours pleafures. O, the is 


ans » pile em up 
_ _ 142 My ſweet miſtreſs 
ceps w me and fays ſuch 
work, ys 
Had ne'er like executor : I forget; 


Indeed the top of admiration ; worth 
What's deareſt to the world Full many a lady 


Brought my too diligent ear ; for ſeveral virtucs 
Have I lik'd ſeveral women; 
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And afierwards, how innocent ! 


——[ am a fool, 
To weep at what I am glad of! 
I am your wife, if you will marry me: 
Gt CD your eats — 
ou may me; Pl be ſervane 
Whether you will or no. 


O, it is monſtrous ! monſtrous 
t the billows ſpoke, and told me of it 
The winds wy $A me; and the thunder 
That deep and dr organ-pipe, nc'd 
The name of Proſper. Ie did baſs my treſpals. 
Gan. — of them are deſperate; their 
great guilt, 
Like poiſon given to work a great time after, 
Now gins to bite thy ſpirit. 


Proſpero's Boaſt of Miranda. 
O Ferdinand, 


Do not ſmile at me that I boaſt her off, 


For thou ſhalt find ſhe will outſtrip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Continence before Marriage. 
If thou doſt break her virgin-knot before 
17 
With full and holy rite be minifer'd, 
No tweet ſhall the heav'ns let fall 
To make this contract grow: bur barren 
Sour-eyed diſdain, and diſcord ſhall beiftrew 
The union of your bed with weeds to loath!y, 
þ by — — mes he bends 
Hymen's lamps thall light you. 
N 3 4 Lowe: 
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Lover's Proteſtation. 
F.r 7. As I hope 
For quict days, fair iſſuc, and long life, 
Wich ſuch love as tis now, —the murkieſt den, 
The molt opportune place, the ſtrongeſt ſuggeſtion 
Our worſer genius can, ſhall never melt 


Mine honour into luſt, to take away 

The edge of that day's celebration; 

When I ſhall think or Pha bus? ſteeds are foun - 

Or night kept chain'd below. [der'd, 
Paſſion tao flrons for Vows. 


Praſ. Look thou be true; do not give alliance 
Too much therein; the ſtrongeſt oatiis are ſtraws 
To the fire 'th'blood : be more abftemious, 

Or clic good-night your vow ! 
Ferdinands Anſwer. 

T warrant vou, Sir; 

The white, cold virgin-\now upon my hearr 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 
Funity of Human Nature. 

Prof. Our revels now are ended: theſe our actors 
( As I foretold you) were all fpirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air; 

And like the baſeleſs fabric of this viſion, 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The ſolema temples, the great globe ittelf, 
Yea all who it inherit, Gall dificlve; 
And, like this inſubſtantial ant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind]! We are ſuch ſtuff 
As dreams are made of ; an:! our little life 
Is rounded with a ſleep. 
Drunkards enchanted by Ariel. 
A ie?, I told you, Sir, they were red-hot with 
drinking; 
So full of valour, that they ſinote the air 
For breathing in their faces: beat the ground 
For kitiing of their fect : yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor; 
At which, like uaback'd colts, they ꝓrickt cheir 
ears, Z 
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In virtue than in vengeance; r 


Book III. 
Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noſe; 


As they ſmelt muſic : fo I charm'd their cars, ¶ Not a fi 
Thar, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd through 
Tooth'd briars, ſharp — pricking gols, and 
thorns, Ye el 
Which enter'd their frail ſkins : at laſt T left em , | 
I'th' filthy mantled pool beyond your cell, And ve 
There dancing up to the chins. Do chai 
Caliban. D — 
Prof. A devil, a born devil, in whoſe nature I I here 
Narture can never ſtick; on whom my pains, ; 
Humanely taken, are all loft, quite loſt; F; tom 
And as, with age, his body ugher grows, he: 
So his mind cankers. — - 


Eight of Foot. 
Pray — tread fofrly, that the blind mol: may 
Hear a foot fall. [nut 


Fine Sentiment of Humanity on Repertance. 

Ariel —— The king, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three diſtracted; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of forrow and difmay ; but chiefly 
Him that you term'd the good old lord Gonzalo, 
His tears run down his bcard, like winter-drops 
From eaves of reeds: your charm fo ftrong!y 

works f . 

That if you now behold them, your affeCtions 
Would become tender. 

Praſ. Doſt thou think fo, ſpirit ? 

Ariel. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 

Prof. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou, who art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their affliftions, and ſhall not myielf, 
One of their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply, + 
Paiſion as they, be kindlier mov d than thou art 


And: 
Melt 


. W 
qu | | 
Yer with my nobler reaſon, 'gainſt my fury Tl 


Do I take part; the rarer action is 


| Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tide 


Book III. 


The ſole drift of my purpeſe doth extend 
= one tte 


Fairies and Magic. 
Ye elves of hills, brooks, ſtanding lakes, and 


And ve that on the ſand with printleſs foot 

Do chace the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him 
When he comes back; you demi-puppers, that 
By moon · ſhine do the green four ringlets make, 
V. hereof the ewe not bites; and you, whoſe 


to make midnight muſhrooms, that rejoice 
To hear the folemn curfew; by whoſe aid 
(Weak maſters tho” ye be) I have bedimm'd 
The noon-tide fun, call'd forth the mutinous 

winds, | 
And 'twixt the green fea and the azur'd vault 
Set roaring war; to the dread rattling thunder 
Hire I giv'n fire, and rifted Jove's ſtout oak 
With his own bolt; rhe ftrong-bas'd premontory 
_ I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 

he pine and cedar ; at m 
— their 2 let them forth 
By my ſo potent art. 
Senſes returning. 
The charm diſſolves apace ; 
And as the morning ſteals upon the night 
Melting the darknets, fo their riſing ſenſes 
Fey:n to chace th'ignorant fumes that mantle 
T..cir clearer reaſon —— 
Their 


Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore 
That now fee foul and axntidy. 


rel Song. 
Where the bee ſucks, there lurk I; 
In a cowſlip's bell I lie; 
There I couch when owls do cry; 


On the bat's hack I do fly 
After ſun- ſet merrily : 


| 


DRAMATIC. 


Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, 
Under the bloſſom that hangs on the bough, 
Patience. 


Alon. Irreparable is the loſs; and patience 
Says, it is paſt her cure. 

Prof. I rather think 
You have not ſought her help; of whoſe ſoft grace 
For the like loſs I have her fovereign aid, 
And reſt myſelf content. 


$6. CoRIOLANUS. SHAKESPEARE, 


Mob. 
HAT would ye have, ye curs, 
That like nor peace nor war? The one 

aftrights you, [to you, 
The other makes you proud. He that twuſs 
Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares; 
Where foxes, gecſe; you are no ſurer, no, 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 
Or hailſtone in the fun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues 

him, [ greatuelſs, 
And curſe that juſtice did it. Who deſerves 
Deſerves your hate; and your affeCtions are 
A ſick man's appetite, who defires moſt that 
Which would increaſe his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, fwims with fins of lead, 
And aye rue oaks with ruſhes. Hang yes 

e! 

With every — you do change a mind, 
And call him noble that was now your hate ; 


Hun vile that was your garland. 


Aufedius's Hatred to Coriolarus. 


ot ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 

Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor capitol, 
The prayers of prieſts, nor times of ſacrifice, 
Embarraſſments of all fury, ſhall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and cuſtom *gainſt 
My hate to Marcius. Where I find him, 2 it 
At home upon my brother's guard, cv'n 
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the hoſpitable canon, wou'd I 
aſh my fierce hand in's heart ! 
Methinks, I hither hear your huſband's drum: 
by th'hair : 


him : ſthus— 
Methinks I fee him ſtamp thus — and call 
© Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear 
Though ye were born in 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he gues 
Like to a harveſt-man, that's taſk'd ro mow 
Or all, or loſe his hire. 
Virz. His bloody brow ! Oh, Jupiter, no blood? 
el ney, you fort; it more — 
Than gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, 


Than Heftor's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian twords contending. 
Doing our Duty merits not Praiſe. 
Pray, now no more: my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: 
I have done as you have done, that's what I can; 
Induc'd, as you have been, that's for my country; 
He that has but effected his good-wi 
Hath overta'en mine act. 
Popularity. 
All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared 


Are ſpectacled to fee him. Your prattling nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While ſhe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeſt lockram bout her reechy neck, 
Clamb'ring the walls to eye him; ftalls, bulks, 
windows, 

Are ſmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions: all agreeing 

In carneftneſs to fee him: ſeld-ſhown flamins 
Do preſs among the popular throngs, aud puff 
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ome!” his bloody brow | 


When the did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
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| To win a vulgar ftation ; our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damaſk, in 
Their nicely cheeks, to th*wantan ſpoil 
Of Phoebus” ing kiſſes: ſuch a 
As if that whatſoever god, who 
Were lily crept into his human 
And gave him graceful poſture. 
| Commuus' Speech to the Senate. 
I ſhall lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanys 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held 
| That velour is the chick virme, and 
Moſt dignifies the haver : if it be, 
| The man I ſpeak of cannot in the world 
| Be is d. Ar ſinteen 


gy —_ 


When Tarquin made a head 


him, 


0 

An 

| Th 
: Ad 

lvciry, M 

| With ſhunleſs deſtiny: aidleſs came * 
And with a ſudden reinforcement ſtruck — 


| Corioli, like a planet. Nor all's this; | 


His Deteftation of the Valgar. 


far 


finefs | As the dead carcaſes of unburied men 
bu- | That do corrupt my air,—I baniſh you; 
'd jon i eyes of th'ignorant | And here remain with your uncertainty 2 


| You common ery of curs, whoſe breath L hate, 
having ftretch'd it (here be with | As reek o'th'rotten fens; whoſe loves I prize 


z waving thy head, | Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts! 
thy ſtout heart, 


not hold the handling; — (or) fay to | tes eas 


Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
unble as the ripeſt mulberry, [them, | Fan you into deſpair ! have the power ſtill 


Your 
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Your i (which finds not till it feels, 
Ming but reſervation of yourſel ves, 

Still vour own enemies) deliver you, 

As moſt abated captives, to ſome nation 
That won you without blows ! 


Precepts againft Ill-fortune. 
You were us'd 
To fav, extremity was the trier of ſpirits; 
That common chances common men could bear; 
That, when the tea was ca'm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maſterſhip in Routing. Fortune's blows, 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gently warded, 
craves 
A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts that would make invincible 
The hcart that conu'd them. 


On Cammon Friend/hips. 
Oh world, thy ſlippery turns! — Friends now 


faſt ſworn, 
Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 
Whoſe hours, whote bed, whoſe meal, and exerciſe 
Are ſtill together; who tw ine, as *twere, in love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 
On a diſſention of a doit, break out 
Fo bitter enmity. 80 felleſt foes, 
9 patſions and whoſe plots have broke their 
c 
To —— one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some trick, not worth an egg,—ſhall grow dear 
friends, 

And interjoin their iſſues. 

Martial Frien{/kip. 
me twine 
Nine arms about that bodv, where-againft 
My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 
And fcarr'd the moom with ſplinters; here I clip 
The anvil of my ſword, and do conteſt 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever, in ambitious ſtren I did 


Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou, firſt, 
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I lor'd the maid I married; never man 
Sigh'd truer breath: but that I fee thee here, 
Thou noble thing, more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I firſt my wedac d miſtreſs faw 
Beftride my threſhold. V by, thou Mars! I 
tell thee, 
We have a power on foot; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or loſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I have nigl:tly ſince 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyſelf and me; 
We have been down together in my fleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fiſting cach other's 
And wak'd half-dead wi:h nothing. 


The Seaſon of Solicitation. 


He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we've ſtuff d 
Theſe pipes and theſe conveyances of blood 


With wine and feeding, we have fouls 

Than in our prieſt-like faſt; therefore Pll watch 

Till he be dieted to my requeſt. [him 
Ob/tinate Reſolution. 


My wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd 


| mould 


Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood But our, affection 
All bond and privilege of nature breax! 

Let it be virtuous to be obſtinate. 


| What is that court'ſy worth; or thoſe dove's 


eyes ſnot 
Which can make gods forſworn? I melt, and am 
Of ſtrouger earth than others; my mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 
In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 
Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which 
Great nature cries, Deny not. Let the Volſcians 
Plough Rome and harrow Italy, I'll never 


| Be fuch a goſling to obey inſtin®t, but fland 


As 


Hath 1 
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As if a man were author of himſelf, 
And knew no other kin. 


Relenting Tenderneſs. 
Like a dull aftor now, 
I have forgot my part, and I am out 
Even to full diſgrace. Beſt of my fleſh, 


Forgive q + 1 but do not ſay, 


For that, ive - —O, a kiſs, 
Long as my exile, ſweet as revenge ! 
Now, ho jealous queen Che that kiſs 


carried from thee, dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it &er ſince.— Ve gods ! I prate; 
And the moſt noble mother of the world 

Leave unſaluted: fink, my knee, i'th'carth, 
Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhew 

Than that of common ſons. 


| Chaſtity. 
The noble fifter of Poplicola, 


The moon of Rome; chaſte as the icicle 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 


And hangs on Dian's temple. 
Coriolanus's Prayer for his Son. 
The god of ſoldiers, 
With the conſent of the ſupreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleneſs, that thou may'ft 


prove 
To ſhame invulnerable, and ſtick i' th'wars 
Like a great ſea-mark, ſtanding every flaw, 
And faving thoſe that eye thee ! 
Cor:9lans's Mother's Pathetic Speech to him. 
Think with thyſelf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 


Are we come hither ; ſince thy , which thould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, dance with 

com [ forrow ; 
Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and 


Making the mother, wife, and child, to fee 
The fon, the huſband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out; and to poor we 


| 
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Thine enmity's moſt capital; thou barr'ft us 
Our pravers to the which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. - - 
- We muſt find 
An eminent ity, though we had 
Our with which fide ſhould win. For either thou 
Muſt, as a foreign recreant, be led 
7 manacles along our ſtreets; or elſe 
riumphantly tread on thy country's ruin, 
And — — for dan bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and childrens bl For myſelf, 
ne ſſon, 
eſe wars determine; if I can't perſuade thee, 
Rather to ſhew a noble to both parts 
Than feck the end of one, thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to aſſault thy than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's 
That brought thee to this world. {womb, 


Peace after a Siege. 
Ne'er thro' an arch fo hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforted thro” th gates. Why, hark 
au 


men ü ei 


Tabors and cymbals, and the ſhouting Romana 
Make the fun dance. 


57. HAMLET. 
Predigies. 

IN the moſt high and palmy ſtate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieſt Julius fell, 
The grave ftood tenantleſs, and the ſheeted dead 
Did ſqueak and gibber in the Roman ſtreets ; 
Stars thone with trains of fire, dev. s of blood fell, 
Dilaſters veil'd the fun, and the moitt ſar, 
Upon whoſe influence Neptunc's empire ſtanda, 
Was fick almoſt to doomiday with eclipſe. 


Ghoſts vaniſh at the crewing of the Cock, ard 
the Reverence purd ty Ghriftmas Time, 


-_ * 


SHAKESPEARE. 


Ber. It was about to ſpeak when the cock crew. 
Hr. And then it ſtarted like a guilty 9 
POE 


N 5 , 


ſpirit hies 
e 


This bird of dau uing ſingeth all night long, 
And then they ſay no ſpirit walks abroad, 
The nights are wholeſome, then no planets ſtrike, 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power to charm ; 
So hallow'd and to gracious is the time, 
Morning. 

But look, the morn in ruſſet mantle clad, 
Walks o'cr the dew of yon high eaſtern hill. 

Seems, madam ! nay, it is; I know not ſeems : 
*Tis not alone my inky cloke, good mother, 
Nor cuſtomary ſuits of ſolemn black, 
Nor windy ſuſpiration of forc'd breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejected haviour of the viſage, 
Together with all forms, modes, ſhews of grief, 
——ů And wo Theſe, i 

they are actions that a man might ; 

1 
Theſe but the trappings and the ſuits of woe. 


Immoderate Grief diſcommended. 
"Tis ſweet and commendable in your nature, 


et, 
To give theſe mourning duties to father : 
But you muſt know your father loft a father; 
That father his, and the ſurvivor bound 
To do obſequious forrow. But to perſevere 
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| 


O Heav'n'! a beaſt that wants diſcourſe of reaſon 


1 
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It ſhews a will moſt incorrect to Heaven, 
A heart unfortify'd, a mind impo vient, 
An underftanding fimple and unſchool'd : 
33 wo ne | nent = 
$ the moſt vulgar thing to 
Why thould we, in our — i 
Take it to heart! Fie! dis a fault to Heav'n, 
A fault again the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reaſon moſt abſurd, whoſe common theme 
— EEE 
rom the firſt c ill he that 'd . 
This muſt be fo. — 
Hamlct's Soliloquy am his Mother's Marriage. 
| O, that this too, too ſolid fleſh would melt, 
Thaw, and reſolve itſelf into a dew z | 
| > nr had not fix'd God! 
is canon gainſt ſelf- laughter! Oh, ! Oh, 
| How weary, ſtale, flat, and unprofitable | 
fram 00 ms old he wits ef — 
Fie on't! O, fie ! *tis an unweeded garden, 
That grows to ſeed; things rank and grofs in 


nature 
| Poffeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this 
But two months dead — nay, not ſo much, not 
So excellent a King that was to this, {rwo— 
Hyperion to a fatyr : fo loving to my mother, 
| Thes he might n« hs eva the winds of knw 
Viſit her face too roughly. Heav'n and earth 


By what it fed on; yet, within a month !\— 

Let me not think on't! — Frailty, thy name is 
woman : y 

A little month !—or ere thoſe ſhoes were old 

Wich which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 

Like Niobe, all tears Why the, even ſhe— 


ther! 


| mine uncle, 
| ity Rckar' heather} bug op mate ths 
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241 22 6 mend? 
Ere unrighteous tears 
Had lekeche fluſhing in her galled 
he married. O moſt wicked ſpeed, to paſt 
With fuch dexterity to inceſtuous ſheets; 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
A Complete Man, 

He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Cautions to Young Ladies. 


Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, m 
And keep within the rear / 
Out of the ſhor and 
The charieſt maid is prodigal 
unmaſk her beauty to 
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7 
| 


ſpirit of health, — goblin dama'd, 


Bring with thee airs from heav'n or blaits from 


Be thy intents wicked or charitable, ſhell; 
Thou com'ft in ſuch a queſtio: able 


to thee; I'll 


call ther Hamlet, 
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Tie Miſchiefs it might tempt him to. 
What if it tempts you towards the flood, my 
lord, 
Or to the dreadful border of the cliff, 
That beetles o'er his baſe into the fea, 
And there aſſumes ſome horrible form, 
Which might deprive your fovercignty of reafon, 
And draw you into madneſs Think of it, 
The very place puts toys of deſperation, 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks fo many fathoms to the fea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 
Eiter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 
Him. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak; III 
Ga. Mark me. [zo no further, 
Ham. 1 will. 
Ghofl. My hour is almoſt come, 
When I to ſulph'rous and tormentiag flames 
Muſt render up mytelf. 
Ham. Alas, poor glioſt. [ing 
GG. Piry me not, but lend thy ſerious lxar- 
To what I ſhall unfold. 
um. Speak; I am bound to hear. [hear. 
Gt. So art thou to revenge when thou ſhalt 
Hun. What? 
Cat. I am thy father's ſpirit, 
Doom'd for a certain time to walk the night, 
And for the day conſin'd to faſt in fires 
Till the foul crimes done in my davs of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away : but that I am for- 
To tell the fecrets of my priſon-houſe, [bid 
J could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 
Would barrow up thy ſoul, freeze thy young 
blood, > tots | Thphercs 
Make thy two eyes, like ſtars, ſtart from their 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
Aqd each particular hair to ftand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine; 
But this eternal blazon mult nor be 
To ears of fleſh and blood. Lift, lift, O lift! 
If thou did'ſt ever thy dear father love 


—— 


_ 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
| 


— 


Book III. 


Hm. O Heaven! murder. 
Ghoft. Revenge his foul and moſt unnatural 
Ham. Murder 
Cut. Murder moft foul, as in the beſt it is; 
Bur this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 
Ham. Haſte me to know it, that I with wings 
as ſwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May fweep to my revenge. 
Gift. I find thee apt; . 
And duller ſhould'ft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itſelf in eaſe on Lethe's wharf, 
Would thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet, 
hear: — 
Tis given aut, that ſleeping in my garden, 
A ſerpent ſtung me; ſo the whole car of Den- 
Is by a forged proceſs of my death [mark 
Rankly abus'd: but know, thou noble youth, 
The ſerpent that did fting thy father's heart 
Now wears his crown. 
Ham. O my prophetic ſoul, my uncle 
G/oft. Av, that inceſt uous, that adulterate 


, 
Wirth witchcraft of his wits, with trait'rous gifts, 
(D wicked wits and gifts, that have the power 
So to ſeduce!) won to his ſliameful luſt 
The will of my mott ſeeming virtuous queen. 
O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there 
From me, whole love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with that vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decime 
Upon a wretch, whole natural gifts were 
To thoſk of mane ! 1 | 
But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Tho' leu dne ſs court it in a ſhape of Heav'nz 
So vice, tho” to a radliant angel link'd, 
Will fate itſelt in a celeſtial bed, 
And prey on — 
But ſoft; methinks, I ſcent the morning air,— 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within my garden, 


| M y cuſtom always of the afternoon, 


Upon my ſecure thy uncle ſtole, 


Wick 
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* ith juice of is wy mg y a vial, 

ad in the porches of my ears did 

The — — whoſe eck 

Holds ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 

That ſwift as — it courſes through 

The natural gates and alleys of the body, 

And, with a fudden vigour, it doth poſſet 

And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholeſome blood ; fo did it mine, 

And a moft inſtant tetter bark'd about, 

Moft lazar-like, with vile and loathſume cruſt, 

All my fmcoth body. 

Thus was I, ſleeping, by a brother's hand, 

Of life, of — te Bo at once difpatch'd : 

Cut off even ia the bloſſoms of my fin, 

Unhoutcll'd, unanointed, unanneal'd; © 

No reckoning made, but ſent to my account 

With all my imperfections on my head 

O, horrible! O, horrible! moſt horrible ! 

If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 

A couch for luxury and damn'd inceſt. 

But how ſoever thou purſu'ft this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul deſign 

Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to Heav'n, 

Aud to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To goad and ſting her. Fare thee well at once; 

The glow-worm ſhews the matin to be near, 

And *gins to pale his uneffeftual fire; 

Adieu, adicu, adicu; remember me. Exit. 
Ham. O, all you hoſt of heaven! Orearth; 

what elſe ? [ heart, 

And ſhall I couple hell? O, fie! hold, hold my 

And you, my finews, grow not inftant old, 

Bur bear me ftifly up. Remember thee 

Ay, thou poor Ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 

In this diftracted globe. Remember thee ! 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

Pl wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All faws of books, all forms, all preſſures paſt, 

That youth and obiervation copied there 
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| 


O, villain, villain, ſmiling damned villain; 


And to the laſt bended their light on me. 
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And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baſer matter; yes, by Heaven: 
O, moſt icious woman! 


Ny tables: meet it is I ſet down, 

That one may fmile, and ſmile, and be a villain; 

At leaſt I'm fure he may be fo in Denmark. 
[wr mang. 

So, uncle, there vou are: now tomy word, 

It is, Adieu, adicu; remember me 


Opielia's Deſeription 6 — Mad Ad.7rc/« to 
Myr lord, as T was ſewing in my cloſer, 
Prince Hamlet, with his douilet all unbrac'd, 
No hat upon his head, his ftocking looſe, 
Ungarter'd and down-gvred to his ankle. 
Pale as his ſhirt, his kaces knocking each other, 
And with a look fo pitcous, in pur 
As if he had been loofed our of hell 
To fpeak of horrors ; thus he comes before me. 
Pol. Mad for thy love? 
Op. My Lord, I do not know, 
Bur truly I do fear it. 
Pol. What faid he ? 
Oph. He took me by the wriſt and held me 
hard, 
Then goes he to the length of his arm, 
And with his other hand, thus, o'er his brow, 
He falls to ſuch peruſal of my face, | 
As he would draw it: long time ſtaid he fo; . 
Ar laſt, a little ſhaking of my arm, | 
Andi thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He rais'd a figh fo piteous and profound, 
As it did ſeem to ſhatrer all his bulk 
And end his being. That done, he lets me go, 
And with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 
He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes; 
For out of doors he went without their help, 
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Old Axe. But I am pigeon-liver'd, and lack 
. N A 
It ſeems it is as proper to our age | dp be nc og te ag er 
To caft beyond ourſelves in our opini Wich this flave's offal. Bloody, bawdy villain! 
As it is common for the younger | Remorſeleſs, treacherous, lecherous, kindleſs 
To lack diſcretion. — villain ! 


Happineſs c ons in Opinion. 
N. Ht 7 nog 4 ng __ 
ar there is nothing, either or 
Re dhinking makes i fo: — 
To me it is a priſon. 
Hamlet” s Reflections on the Player and himſelf. 
O, what a rogue and peaſant ſlave am 1! 
Ts it not monſtrous that this player here, 
Bur m a fiction, m a dream of paſſion, 
Covld force his foul fo to his own conceit, 
Thar from her working, all his viſage warm'd ; 
Tears in his eves, diſtraction in his aſpekt, 
A broken voice, and his whole function ſuiting 
With forms to his conceit, and all for nothing,. 
Fes Hecuba ! 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Heeuba, ſdo 
That he ſhould weep for her? What wou'd he 
Had he the motive and the cue of paſſion 
That I bare? He would drown the ſtage with 
tears, 
And cleave the gen'ral ear with horrid ſpeech, 
Make mad the guilty and appal the free, 
Confound the i and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and ears: yet I, 
A dull and muddy - mettled raſcal, peak 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cauſe, 
And can fav nothing; no, not for a king, 
whoſe , and moſt dear life 
A damn'4 defeat was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain, breaks my pate acroſs, 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the noſe, gives me the lie i'th* 
throat, | 
As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this ? 
Hal why, I ſhould takgit—for it cannot be. 


4 
| 


| 


| 
| 


| 


Oh, 

Why, what an aſs am II This is moſt 

rr. 
to my revenge hy heaven and 

Muſt, like * 4 — with words, 

And fall a curſing like a very drab-- [brain 

A ſcullion — fie upon't — foh ! — About, my 

I have heard that guilty creatures at a play, 

Have by the very cunning of the ſcene 

Been ſtruck fo to tne foul, that preſently 

They hare im'd their malecfaftions : 

For murder, tho” it have no will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous organ. Pll have theſe 
ſomething like the murder of my father, 

83 Fit obſerve his looks, 

I'll tent him to the quick: if he but blench, 
I know my courſe. | 6 ob wr found — 
To ame »pleang hap; yes and perks 
To affume a 3 yea, | 
See 
(As he is very with ſuch ſpirits) 
Abuſes me to damn me. I'll have | 
More relative than this; the play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the conſcience of the king, 


We are oft to blame in this; 
'Tis too much prov'd, that with devotionꝰs viſage 
And pious action, we do fugar o'er 
The devil himfelf. 
King. O, tis po true: 
How _ a laſh that ſpeech doth give my con- 
ience ! 
The harlot's check beautify d with 1 
Is not more ugly to the things that helps it 
Than is my dced to my moſt painted werd. 


15 
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„esd -an reger gya pods . 


Boox III. DRAMATIC, 279 


Life and Death weighed. A Noble Mind difordered. 
be, or not to be, that is the queſtion ;— O, what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! 
' Whats IDE > CHAO EN Tis CNS WEAPY CENFTOR Wd 


Th 
The gf 


and roſe of this fair ſtate, 


—_— 0 


(That undiſcover'd from whoſe bourn | 
— 2 

And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of ? 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all; 
yg to edge bare wee en rr 
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Contagion to the world! Now could I drink hot 
And do fuch bitter buſineſs as the day ſblood, | 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to iny | 
mother — 

O heart, loſe not thy nature let not ever 

The foul of Nero enter this firm boſom ; 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

Iwill tpcak daggers to her, but uſe none. 


The King's Deſpairing $9/1/2guy, an Hamlet: Re- 
fledtrons on him, 


O, my offence is rank ' it fmells to Heaven ! * 
It hath the primal, eldeſt curſe upon't, 
A brother's murder Pray I cannot, 
Tho” inclination be as ſharp as will; 
My ſtronger guilt defcats my ſtrong intent; 
And, like a mau to double bufinels bound, 
F ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firſt begin, — 
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And both negle&t. What if this curſed hand 
Were thicker than itſelf with brother's blood? 
Is there not rain enough in the ſu ect heavens 
To waſh it white as ſnow > Whereto ſerves 
But to confront the viſage of offence? [mercy, 
And what's in prayer, but his twofold force, 
To be foreſtalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down? Then I'll look up; 
My fault is paſt; but, oh! what form of prayer 
Can ferve my turn? Forgive me mv foul mur- 
That cannot be, fince I am ſtill poſſeſs d [der ! 
Of thoſe effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd and retain — 2 

In the corrupted currents ot this world, 
Offence's gilded hand may fhove by juſtice; 
And oft tis ſeen the wicked prize itſelf 

Buvs out the law: bur tis not fo above; 


There is no ſhuitling ; there the action lies 


Ia its true nature; we ourſelves compell'd 
Even to the teeti2 and forehcad of our faults, 
To give in evidence. What then? what reſts? 
Try what repentance can; what can it not? 
Yet what can it, when onc cannot repent ? 
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O, wretched ſtate O boſom black as death 

O, limed foul ! that, ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd Help, angels, make aſſay 
Bow, ſtubborn knees; and heart, withftrings of 
Be ſoft as finews of the new-born babe; [| ſteel, 
All may be well. [The Lug kneels. 


Exter Hamlet. 
Hum. Now. might I do it pat, now he is pray- 


ing; 

And hes, do't, and fo he goes to heaven, 

And ſo am I reveng'd !—that would be fcana'd 

A villain kills my Finher, and for that, 

I. his ſole fon, do this fame villain fend [ venge. 

To heaven! O! this is hire and falary, not re- 

He took my father groffly, full of bread, 

With all his crimes broad blown, as fluſh as 
Mar; [ Heaven ? 

And how his audit ſtands, who knows, fave 

But in our circumſtance and courte of thought, 


| *'Tis heavy with him. — Am I then reveng d, 


To take him in the purging of his foul, 

When he is fit and ſeaſon'd for his paſſage ? 

Up, tword, and know thou a more horrid bent, 
When he is drunk, aſleep, or in his rage, 

Or in thiinceftuous pleafures of his bed; 

At gaming, ſwearing, or about fore act 

That has no reliſh of falvation in't: 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 
And that his foul may be as damn' d and black 
As hell whereto it goes. 


Hemlet and his Mother. 


Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'ft 
In noiſe fo rude againſt me? [wag thy tongue 
Hum. Such an act, 
| That blurs the grace and bluſh of modeſty, 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the roſe 
From the. fair forchead of an innacent lave, 
And fets a bliſter there; makes marriage-vows 
As falſe as dicers' oaths : Oh, ſuch a deed, 


| As from rhe body of contiatiior plucks 


Th 
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The very ſoul, and ſweet religion makes 
A Hhapſod of words. | 

Queen. me, what act ſthis ; 

Ham. Look here, upon this pifture, and on 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers. 
dee what a e was featcd on this brow ; 
Hyperion's curls, the front of Jove himſelf, 
An eye like Mars to threaten or command, 
A ftation like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kiffing hill; 
A combination and a form indeed, 
Where every god did ſeem to ſet his feal, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man: ſ follows: 
This was your huſband. Look you now what 
Here is your huſband, like a mildew'd ear, 
Blaſting his wholeſome brother. Have you cyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this * ook 

en. O, Hamler, no more; ; 
Thow nun mine eyes 7 my very ſoul, 
1 h black and grained 
As will not leave their tinct. — 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Ham. Save me, and hover o'er me with your 
wings, [cious figure ? 

You heavenly guards !=—What would your gra- 
nern. Alas he's mad. [ chide, 


forger this viſitation 
> nor 2 


Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother firs : 
O ſtep between her and her fighting foul! 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt works: 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Hum. How is it with you, madam? 
ꝓ932 h hdd qpcd 

t thus you e on X 
And with ibincarpurent —— ? 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep ; 


{ 


| 
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And as the fleeping ſoldiers in th'alarm 
Your bedded hairs, like life in excrements, 
Start up and ſtand on end. O, gentle fon ! 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diſtemper 
Sprinkle cool patience : whereon do you look ? 
Ham. On him, on him! look you how pale 
he glares ! 


His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preachingto ſtones | 


Would make them capable : do notlook on we, 
Leſt with this piteous action you convert 
My ſtern effects l then what I have to do 
Will want true colour, tears, E for 
Qreen, To whom do you ſpeak this? [ blood. 
Ham. Do you ſce nothing here ? 
[ Pornting to the Ghoſt. 
ow. Nothing at all: yet all that is, I fee. 
im, Nor did you nothing hear ? 
Qucen. No, nothing but ourſelves. 

Haim. Why look you there! look how it ſteals 
My father in his habit as he liv'd ! [away? 
Look where he goes, even now, out at the portal. 

— Ghoſt. 

een This is the very coinage of your brain ; 
T by bodileſs creation — a 
Is very cunning in. 
8 ecſtacy ? —_ * 

pulſe as yours, doth time. 
And makes . healthful muſic : — madneſa 
That I have utter'd; bring me to the teſt, 
And I the matter will re- word; which madneſs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your foul, 
That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks: 
It will but ſkin and film the ulcerous place, 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unſeen. Confefs vourſeif to Heaven. 


| Repent what's paſt ; avoid what is to come. 


Queen. O, Hamlet, thou haſt cleft my heart 

in rwam. 

Ham. Then throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good-night, but go not to my uncle's bed: 

ATume 
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Prince Hexry' © Solr loquy. 
I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idlenefs : 
Yet herein will I unitate the fun, 
Who doth permit the baſe contagions clouds 
To ſmother up his beauty from the world, 
That wlicn he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may more be wonder'd at, 
By breakiag through the foul and ugly miſts 
OF vapours that did feem to ſtrangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, | 
To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 
But when they feldom come, they with'd-for | 
ing pleaſeth bur rare accidents. \ conc, 
this looſe behaviour I throw off, 
the debt I never promiſed , 
how much better than my word I am, 
s fo much ſhall I falſify mens hopes: 
And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 
My reformation glitt'ring o'er my fault, 
Shel! ſhew more good, and attract more 
Than that which hath no foil to ſet it off. 
I'll fo offend, to make offence a kill; 
Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will. 
Hotſpur's Deſcription of a Finical Caurtier. 
Bur I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil, 
Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my ſword, 
= there Logon lord, neat, trimly drefs'd : 
reſh as a bridegroom, and his chin new-reap' 
Shew'd like a ſtubble - land at harveſt home. * 
He was perfum'd like a milliner: 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
He gave his noſe (and took't away again; 
Who, therewith angry when it next came there, 
Took it in ſnuff). fill he ſmil'd and talk d. 
EST Mate rnd dackes by, 
d untaught knaves, unmannerly 
Ta bring a — corſe 4 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility, | 


| 
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Wich many a holiday and lady terms 
| He queſtion'd me ; among the reſt demanded 
My prifoners in your majeſty's behaif. 
I then, all ſmartiag with my wounds, being cold, 
Our of my grief aud my impatience 
To be fo peſtcr'd with a popinjay, 
Anfwer'd neglectingly, I know not what 
He ſhould, or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
To fee him ſhine fo briſk, and ſmell fo ſ ect, 
And talk to like a waiting gentlewoman, 
Of gunz, and drums, and wounds — (God fave 

the mark); 
And telling me tlie ſovereign'ſt thing on earth 
Was parmacety for an inward bruiſe; 
And that it was great pity, fo it was, 
This villainous ſalt- petre ſhould be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmleſs carth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deſtroy“ 
So cowardly : and but for theſe vile guns, 
He would humfelf have bcen a ſoldier. 
Danger. 
I'll read you matter deep and dangerous: 

As full of peril and advent ious fpirit 


As to &erwalk a current, roaring loud, 
On the unſtedfaſt footing of a ſpear. 
Honour. 

By heav'ns ! methinks it were an caſy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd 
Or drive into the bottom of the deep, ( meon 
Where fathom line could never touch the 

ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the lack. 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear, 
Without co-rival, all her diguities. 
But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip ! 


Lady Fercy's Pathetic Speeck to her Huſband. 


O, my good lor why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A banith'd woman from my Harry's bed ? 


— 


Tell me,fweet lord, what is t that fromthee 
Thy 


a > MM a 
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Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden fleep ? 
Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 
ſtart ſo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone ? 
Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks, 
And giv'n my treaſures and my rights of thee 
To thick -ey'd muſing and curs'd melancholy ? 
In thy faint flumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding ſtecd 
Cry, courage tothe field! and thou haſt ralk'd 
Of fallies, aud retires: of trenches, tents, 
Of palitadocs, fortins, parapcts ; 
Ot baſiliſks, of cannon-culverin, 
Of priſoners ranfom, and of toldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a head fight. 
Thy ſpirit within thee hatli buen fo at war, 
And thus hath fo beſtirr d thee in tlix fec >, 
That heads of fweat have Rood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed ftream : 
Aad in thy face ftrange motions have appear'd, 
Such as we fee when men reſtrain their breath 
On ſome great ſudden hafke. O, what portents 
gare theſe! 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And I muſt know it, elſe he loves me not. 
Prodigtes ridiculed. 
I blame him not: at my nativity 
The front of heav'n was full of ficry ſhapes 
Ot burning creſſets; know that, at my birth, 
The frame and the foundation of the earth 
Shook like a coward. 
Het. So it would have done 
At the ſame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat [ born. 
Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had ne'er been 


Diſcaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 

In ſtrauge eruptions; and the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of cholic pinch'd and vext, 

By the impcitoning of unruly wind | firiving, 
Wiuitin her womb ;— which for enlargement 


Shakes the old beldame carth, and topples down 
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High tow'rs and moſo- grown ſteeples. 
Or Miſerable Rhymers. 
I had rather be a kitten and cry, mew ! 


a rather hear a brazen candleſtick 
a 4 heel grate upon the axle-trer, 
And that would nothing ſet my tecth on 
Nothing fo much as mincing poetry ; 
"Tis like the forc'd gate of a ſhuffling nag, 
Punctuality in Bargain. 
Fil give thrice as much land 
To any well-defcrving friend; 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. | 
A Huſband ſung ta fleep by a fair Wife" 
—— ag yew Rem, 
oz the wanton la 
Aad reſt your gentle head wed her 
And the will fing the ſong that 
god of fleep, 


Than one of theſe fame metre 2 
turn” 


7 on your 4 — crown the 
arming your blood with pleafing heavine 
Making fuch difPrence betwixt 2 and = 
As is the diff rence betwixt day and night. 
The hour before the heavenly-harnefs'd rear 
Begins his golden progreſs in the eaft. 
King Henry IV. to his Son. 

Had I fo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
So ſtale and cheap to vulgar company; 
Opinion that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtill kept loyal to poſſeſſion, 


And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment, 


A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
And being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 
But, like a comer, I was wonder'd at! * 
That men would tell their children, This is 
Others would fay, * Where? which is Boling- 
broke?“ 
And then I ftole all courteſy from Heav'a, 
And dick myſelf in ſuch kum!:r, 
| That 
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T0 3" oo 
And yet not ours. „ nne 
Who is to bear me, like a thunder -bolt, | Life A —_”— 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 


More 

More 

To 

For m 

I have 

And fo, 

Yet this 

I am content that he ſhall take the odds 

Of his name and eſtimation, 

And will, to 

Try fortune with him in a ſingle fight. 

Prince Henry's Pathetic Speech oz the Death of 
Hotſpur. | 

u- weav'd iti how much art thou ſhrunk! 


And ev'n in thy behalf, vl thank myſelf 
For doing thele fair rites of tenderncis. 


To fpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
| Tho? life did ride upon a dial's point, 
| Still ending at th'arrival of an hour. 


8 „ SECOND PART OF HENRY IV. 


SHAKESPEARE. 


| Prologne.—Rumony. 

[ From the oriene to the ing weſt, 
Makiag the wind my poſt „ ſtill unfold 

The acts commenced on this ball of earth; 

Upon my tongue's continual flanders ride, 


The which in 2 7 

the ears of men with falſe reports. 

1 ſpeak of » while covert enmity, 

Under the finile of ſafety, wounds the world; 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful muſters, and | MF 

Whilſt wg year, fwoln with fome other 
griers, 

| Is thought wich child by the bern tyrant War, 

And no fuch matter. Rumour is a pi 


| Blown by ſurmiſea, jealouſies, con] ; 
| And of 


eaſy and fo plain a ſtop, 
with 


The tlill-diſcordant wavering multitude, 
Can play upon it. 

Contention. 
D my %. 5 WY 
Poft- Mefenger. 

After him came ſpurring hard 
A geatlemaa almoſt foreipent with ſpeed, 


1 Thar 


Thar the blunt monſter, uncounted heads, 


1 
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That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe : 

He aſk'd the way to Cheſter; and of him 

I did demand the news from Shrewſbury. 

He told me that rebellion — — * 
nd that young Harry Percy's fpur was 

With do gave his able horſe the head, 

And, bending forward, firuck his agile heels 

Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 

Up to the rowel head; and farting to, 

He ſcem'd in running to devour the way, 

Staying no longer queſtion. 


Meſſenger with , N wes. 
Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-lcaf, 


Is apter than any to tell thy errand. 

Ev'n ſuch a man, fo taint, fo ſpiritleſs, 

So dull, fo dead in look, fo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 

And would have told him half his Troy was 
burn'd. 

J fee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye; 

Thou ſhak' thy head, and hold'f it fear or fin 

To ſpeak a truth. If he be ſlain, fay fo: 

The tongue offends not that reports his death : 

And he doth fin that doth belie the dead, 

Not he who ſays the dead is not alive. 

Yet the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 

Hath but a lofing office; and his 

Sounds ever after as a ſullen bell, 


Remember'd, tolling a departed friend. 
Greater Griefs deftroy the leſs. 

As the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of has Keeper's arms; ev'n fo my limbs, 


Boox III. 

Weaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with 
grief, [nice crutch, 

Are thrice themſelves. Hence, therefore, thou 

A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 

Muſt glove his hand: and hence thou fick| 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, coif, 

Which princes, fluſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 

Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 

The ugg hour that time and fpite dare 

in 

To frown 3 thienrag'd Northumberland ! 

Let heav'n Kiſs earth! now let not nature's hand 

Keep the wild flood confin'd ! Let order die, 

And let this world no longer be a ſtage ; 

To feed contention in a ling'ring act: 

Bur let one ſpirit of the firſt- born Cain 

Reign in all boſoms, that, each heart being ſet 

On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene mav — 

And darkneſs be the burier of the dead! 


The Ficklenefſs of the Fulgar. 
An habitation giddy and unſure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many ! with what loud applauſe 
Didſt thou heat heav'n with ble ng Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou would'ſt have him be! 
And now being trim'd up in thine own 
Thou, beaſtly teeder, art fo full of him, 
That thou provok'ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 
* — le ſleep, 

CROP FIPS... I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 


And — my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs 


Why „Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoky cribs, 
Upon uneaſy pallets ſtretehing thee, I ſlumber, 
And huſh'd with buzzing night- flies to thy 
Than in the per fum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 

And lull'd with founds of ſweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull god, why ly' thou with the * 


LPG LEH: 
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With ning clamours in the flipp'ry ſhrouds, 
That with burly, death itſelf awakes ? 
partial Sleep! give thy repoſe 
D.. 
and the ſtilleſt night, 
| and means to boot, 
Deny ir to a king ? 
The Charafter of King Henry J. by his Father. 
He is ious, if be be obſerv'd: 


His temper, 
Chide ham for faults, and do it reverently, 
perceive his blood inclin'd ro mirth; 
ons, like 


When you 
Bur bei give him line and ſcope, 
— at a whale on ground, 


Will fortune ever come with both hands full, 


But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt letters? 


She either gives a ſtomach and no food, 
Such are the poor in health; or elſe a feaft, 
And takes away the ſtomach; fuch the rich, 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
Dialogue between Prince Heary and his Father, 
Come hither to me, Harry. 


the leave us here alone. 
Depart the chamber, us — 


y 
| Give that which gave thee li 
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ſo huager for m y chair, 
wilt needs inveſt thee with mn 
hour beripe ? O foolith ! ſthee, 
the greatneſs that will overwhelm 
ttle; a 
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wilt have me die aſſur d of it. 
u hid'ſt a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, 


ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 
TOO USA ASAT - 
gone ig m ve thyſelf, 
pots + 5 4, apc 
art crowned, aot that I am dead. 
rears that ſhould bedew my hearſe 
of balm to ſanctify thy head; 
me with duſt, 
unto thæ worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees . 
For now a time is come to mock at for 
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When that my care could not with-hold thy riots, | 


What wilt thou do when riot is thy care 
O, thou wilt be a wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants 

P. Hu. O pardon me, my liege! but for my 

tears | Kneeling. 

(The moiſt impediments unto my ſpeech ) 
I had forcſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had ſpoke, I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more, 
Than as your honour or as your renown, 
Let me n more from this obedience rife, 
Which my moſt true and inward-dutcous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when I here came in, 
And found no courteof breath within vour Mi 
How cold it ſtruck my heart! If I do feign, (ty, 
O let me in my prefent wildnefs die, 
And never live to thew th'incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on vou, thinking vou dead 
( And dead almoſt my hege, ro think vou were) 
I ſpake unto the crown, as liav ing ſenſe. 
Aud thus upbraided it. The care on thee de- 
Hath fed upon the \ 
Therefore thou beft of gold art worſt of gold; 
— — bunny a 
Preferving life in med cine portable: ſnown” 
But thou, moſt fine, moſt honour'd, moſt re- 
Haſt eat thy bearer up. Thus, my molt royal 


Acculing it, I put it on my head, [liege, 
Lid bo | baths wheat 

That had before my face murder d my father) 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with jcy, 

Or ſwell my an mis of ride; 


If any rebel or vain fpirit of mine 

Df! with the leaft affection of a welcome 
Gire entertainment to the might of it, 
Let Heaven for ever keep it from my head ! 


of my father, ſ pending 


. 
tt. Me. 
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And make me as the pooreſt vaſſal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 
K. Hen. O my fon ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence, 


That thou miglit'ſt win the more thy father's love 


Pleading fo wiſely in excuſe of ir. 

Come hither, Harry, fit thou by my bed, 

And hear, I think, the very lateſt counfel ¶ ſon, 
That ever I thall breathe. Heav'n knows, my 
By what by-paths and indireft crook'd ways 
met this crown; and I myfelf know well 
How troubleſome it Fit upon my head. 

To thee it ſhall deſcend with better quict, 
Better opinion, better confirmation : 

For all the foil of the atchievement goes 

With mc into the earth. It feem'd in me 

But as an honour faatch'd with boiftcrous hang; 
Aud I had many living to upbraid 

My gain of it by their aſſiſtances, 

Which daily to quarrel and to 

Wounding fuppoſet peace. All theſe bold fears, 
Thou ſeeſt, with peril I have anſwered ; 

For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene 
Aftiag that argument: and now my death 
Changes the mode ; for what in me was purchas'd 
Falls upon thee in a much fairer fort. 

So thou the garland wear'ſt ſuccethvely ; 

Yet tho” thou ſtandꝰſt more fure than L could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green; 
Aud all thy friends, which thou muſt make thy 


friends, 

Have but their and teeth newly ta'en out; 

By whote fell ings I was firſt advanc'd, 

And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a fear 

To be again d: which to avoid 

I cur them off, aud had a now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land, 

— 9 } wag, 6 danny en 
herefore, my Harry, 

Re i thy courſe to buſy giddy minds 985 , 

With foreign wars; that action, hence borne out 

May waſte the memony of former days. 
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lungs are waſted fo, 


it may with thee in true peace live! 
My gracious ſiege, ; 

won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

a 11 


When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doſt fir 
Like a rich armour, worn in heat of day, 
That ſcalds with fafety. 
Gold. 

How quickly nature 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object. 
For this, the fooliſh, over-careful fathers 
Have — their ſleep with thought, their brains 


with care, 

Their bones with induſtry ; for this 'd 
The canker'd heaps of ſtrange atchieved gold; 
For this they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes; 
When like the bee, culling from every flower, 


Our thighs are pack'd with wax, our mouths | 


with honey, | 
Vie bring it to the hive; and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains. 
The Chief Juſtice to King Hinry J. whom he had 
impriſoned. | 
If the deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a fon ſet your decrees at t, 
To pluck down juſtice from your awful bench, 


SHAKESPEARE, 


Conſideration, like an angel came, 
And whipt tioffendiug Adam out of him; 
Leaving his body as a Paradiſe, 
T'invelope and contain celeſtial ſpirits. 
King Henry V. his Perfe&tions. 


Hcar him but reafen in divinity, 
And all-admiring with an inward wiſh, 
You would defire the King were made a 
Hear him debate in commonwealth affairs, 


| You'd fa it had been all in all his ſtudv. 


Liſt his diſcourſe of war, and vou ft. all ha 


A ta. ful bartle render'd you in mufic. 


Tun him to any cauſe of policy, 

The gordian knot of it he will unlcoſe, 

Famili as his garter. When he ſpcaks, 
- 
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The air, a charter'd libertine, is till ; | 
And the mute wonder lurketh in mens ears, 

To ſteal his ſweet and honied ſentences. 


The Commonwealth of Bees. 


So work the honey 
Creatures that, by a ruling 
The art of order to a led ki 
They have a king and officers of 
Where fome, like magiſtrates, correct at home; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Others, like ſoldiers, arm'd in their ſtings, 
Make boot upon the fummer's velvet buds; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring 
To the tent-royal of thcir emperor ; 
Who, buſied in his majeſty, ſurveys 
The finging maſon, building roofs of gold; 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burthens at his narrow ; 
The fad-ey'd juſtice, with his ſurly hum, 
Delivering o'er to executors pale 
The lazy, yawning drone. 
Warlike Spirit. 

Now all the youth of England are in arms, 
And filken dalliance in the wardrobe lies; 

Now ſtrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reiguas folely in the breaſt of every man; 

They fell the paſture now to buy the horſe, 
Following the mirror of all Chriſtian kings, 
With winged heels, as Engliſh Mercuries. 

For now fits ex tion in the air, 

And hides a ſword from hilts unto the point, 
With crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 


England. 
O England ! model to thy inward 
Like little body with a mighry heart, 
What mighr' thou do, that would thee 
Were all thy children kind and natural! [ do, 
But ice thy fault; France hath in thee found out | 


| 


— 
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A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 
With treach'rous crowns. 


Falſe Appearance. 

Oh! how thou haſt with j infected 
The ſweetneſs of aſfiance men dutifulꝰ 
Why ſo did'ſt thou: or ſeem they grave and 

learned ? 

Why ſo did'ſ thou. Come they of noble family? 
Why fo did'ſt thou. Seem they religious? 
Why fo did'ſ thou. Or are they in diet, 
Free from groſs paſſion, or of mirth or anger, 
Conſtaut in ſpirit, not — — the blood; 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in modeſt compliment, 
Not working with the eye without ear, 
And but in purged j t truſting neither 
Such, and fo finely 
And 


ted did ſt thou ſeem. 
thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the full - fraught man, the beſt endu'd 
With ſome ſuſpicion. 

King Henry's Claracter, by the Conflable of 


France. 


Queſtion your 
With what 
How well ſupply'd with noble counſellors, 


— u — nn, 

How terrible in c refolution, — 

And you ſhall find his vanities fore-ſpent 
Were but the outſide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly, 

As ers do with ordure hide thofe roots 


That ſhall firſt ſpring and be moſt delicate. 
Deſcription of a Fleet ſetting Sail. 
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Hear the ſhrill whiſtle, which doth order give 
To founds confus'd ; behold the threaded fail, 
Borne with th'inviſible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd 
Breaſting the Ea ſurge ! Cſca, 


Deſcription of Night in a Camp. 

From to camp, thro the foul womb of 
The hum of either army ftilly ſounds, [night, 
That the fix'd ſentinels almoſt receive 
The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch. 
Fire anſwers fire; and their paly flames, 
Each battle ſecs the other's umber'd face. 
Steed threatens ſteed, in high and boaſtful neighs, 
Piercing the night's dull car; and from the tents, 
The armourers accompliſhing the knights, | 
With buſy hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The cocks do crow, the clocks do toll: 
And (the third hour of drowſy morning nam'd) 
Proud of their numbers and fecure in foul, 
The confident and N French 

y at dice; 

ripple tardy-gated night, 
ugly witch, does limp - 


ꝛing moon 


ho now beholds 


brothers, fricads, and country- 
Upon his royal face there is no note 

How dread an hath enrounded him; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
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A largeſs univerſal, like the ſun, 
His lib'ral eyes doth give to ev'ry one, 


cold fear. 

The Miſeries of Royalty. [nels, 
O hard condition, and ewin-born with great- 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe ſenſe 
No more can fecl but his own wringing. 
What infinite heart-caſe muſt kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy | And what have Kings 
That private have not tou, —ſav e ceremony ?— 
Save gen ral ceremony ? 
And what art thou, idle ceremony ? 
What kind of god art thou, that tuffer'ſt more 
Of mortal griefs than do thy worſhippers? 
What az thy mags? what are thy commgs-in? _ 
O ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth : 
What is the foul of adoration ? 
Art thou aught but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and — in other men . 
| Wherein thou art leſs happy, being 
Than they in fraring. 
What drink'f thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 
But poiſon'd flattꝰry? O be ſick, great greatneſs, 
And bid thy ceremony give the cure. 
Think'f thou the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 
Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 


Thawing 


Unto the weary and all-watched night; 


The enter-tifſued robe of gold and pearl, 
The a tidled reaning fore the king, 
The throne he fits on, nor the tide of 
0 I No, 
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No, not all theſe thri Ceremonies, 
Not all theſe, laid in bed majeſtical, 
Can ſlcep fo ſoundly as the wretched flave 
Who, with a body filPd, and vacant mind, 
Gets him to reſt, cramm'd with diftref.tul bread ; 
Never ſecs horrid night, the child of hell, 
Bur, like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 
Sweats in the eye of Phœbus; and all night 
in Elyſium : next day, after dawn, 

Doth rife and help Hyperion to his hork : 
And follows to the ever-running year 
With profitable labour to his grave: 
= = for ceremony) ſuch a wretch, 

indiag up days with toil, and nights with ſicep, 
Hath the forehand and vantage 1 king 
A Deſcription of the miſerable State of the Eng- 

lift Army. 
Ton iſland carrions, deſp'rate of their 
IIl-favour'dly become the morning field: 
Their ra curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them paiſing ſcornfully; 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd hoſt, 
And faintly through a ruſty beaver peeps. 
The horſemen fit like fixed candlefticks, [jades 
With torch-ftaves in their hands: and the poor 
ips : 

The gum down roping from their pale dead eves ; 
And in their pale dull mouths the jvmold bit 
Lies toul with chew'd graſs, ſtill aud motionleſs; 
And their executors, the knaviſh crows, 
Fly o'er them all impatient for their hour. 


King Henry's Speech Lefore the Battle of Agincourt, 


He that outlives this day, and comes ſafe 
home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toc when this day is nam'd, 
Aad route him at the name of Criſpian: 
He that outlives this dav, and fees old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbour, 
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And fay, to-morrow is Saint Criſpian : 

Then will he ftrip his ſleeve, and ſhew his ſcars: 
Old men z yet ſhall nor all forget, 

But they'll remember, with advantages, [names, 
What fears they did that dav. Then ſhall our 


| Familiar in their mouth, as houſchold words, 


Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick, and Talbot, Saliſbury, and Glo'ſter, 
Be in their flowing cups freſhly remember'd. 


Deſcription of l- Furl ef Ir Death. 


He ſmil'd me 1:: the face, gave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my lord, 
Commend my fervice to my ſovereign ; 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 

He threw his wounded arm, and kiſfs'd his lips 

And fo eſpous'd to death, with blood he ſeal d 

A teſtament of noble-cnding love. 

The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 
waters from me, which I would have 

But I had not fo much of man in me; [fopp'd; 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 


The Miſcries of War. 


Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned lies: her hedges even plcach'd 
Like priſoners, wildly overgrown with hair, 
Put forth diſor der d twigs : her fellow l 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumiter 
Doch root ; While that the culture cults 
That ſhould deracinate fuch fave, 
The even mead, that erſt brought fe rl forth 
The freckled cov ſlip, bur net, andi green clover, 
Wanting the ſey the, all uncorrected, rank, 
Couceives by wdlenefs; and nothing teems 


Bur hateful docks, rough tl tles, Keck ſies, burs, 


Loing both beauty and utility: { hedges, 
And all our vineyards, fallows, meads, and 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildnefs. 


THE 
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CT 11, THE FIRST PART OF HENRY VI. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


Glory. 

GEMRY is like a circle in the water ; 
Which never ceaſeth to enlarge itſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading 1222 
Marriage. 

For marriage is a matter of more worth 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip. 


For what __— forced but a hell, 
An age of ditcord and coatinual ftrife ? 


Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 
Andi is a pattern of celeſtial peace. 


$ 12. THE SECONDPART OF HENRY VI. 
| SHAKESPEARE» 
. A reſolved Ambitions Woman. 
OLLOW I muſt, I cannot ga before, 
While Glo'ſter bears this baſe and humble 
mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
I wou'd remove theſe tedious ftumbling-blocks, 
And imooth my way upon their headlcf; necks. 
And being a woman, I will not be ſlack 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. 
The Lord ever to be remembered. 


Let never day or night unhallow'd paſs, 
But fiill remember what the Lord hath done. 


El-anor to the Duke of Cluſter, when doing 
Penance. 

For whilſt I think I am thy married wife, 
And thou a prince, or of this land, 
Merthinks, I thould not thus be led along, 
Mail'd up in ſhame, with papers on my back ; 
And follow'd with a rabblc, that rejoice 
To fee my tears, and hear my deep-ferch'd 

Eroans. 


„ 


Smooth runs the water v liere the brook is deep; 
And in his fimple ſkew he harbours treaſon. 


A Guiliy Countenance. 


| Upon the eye-balls murd'rous 
| Sits in grim majeſty to fright the wor 


| 
| Deſcription of a Murdered Perſon. 
55 how — blood is ſettled in his face! 
have I a tin-ly-part:] ghoſt 
Of aſhy ſemblance, meagre, pale, and bloodleſs 
Being all deſcended to the lab'ring heart,. 
Who, in the conflift that it holds with death, 
A: tracts the ſame for aidance gainſt the enemy 
| Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er re» | 
| rurncth FR 
To bluſh and beautify the cheek agai | 
Bur fee his face is black, and full of blood? | 
His eve-Lalls furrher out than when he liv'd : | 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ftrangled man 
His hair up-rear'd, his noſtrils firerch'd with 
firugghag ! 
| His hands abroad diſplay'd, as one that gaſpt 
Aud tugg'd for life, and was by ſtrength fubdu'd ! 
Look on the ſheets; his hair, you ſee, is ſticking 
His well-proportion'd beard, made rough and 
rugged, 
Like to the r 
It cannot be, but he was murder'd here: 
The leaſt of all theſe figns were probable. 


— 


Thrice is he arm'd that hath his quarrel juſt; 

And he but naked (though lork'd up in ſteel) 

| Whole conſcience with injuſtice is currupted. 
904 Remorſeleſa 
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Remor {cleſs Hatred. 
2 upon em! wherefore ſhould I curſe 
m 


Would curſes kill as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 

As curs'd, as harſh, as horrible to hear, 
Deliver'd ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 

As lean-fac'd envy in her loathſome cave. 

My tongue thould ſtumble in mine earneſt words, 
Mine eves thould ſparkle like the beaten flint, 
Mine hair be fix'd on end like one diſtract: 
Ay, ev'ry joint ſhould ſeem to ce and ban, 
And even now, my burden'd heart would break, 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their drink, 
Gall, worſe than gall, the daintieſt meat they taſte ! 
Their fweereft ſhade a grove of cypreſs-trees ! 
Their ſweeteſt protpe&t murd'ring bafiliſks ! 
Their ſofteſt touch as ſmart as hzards ftings ! 
Their muſic trightful as the ferpent's hiſs! 

And boding fcreech-owls make the concert full! 
All the foul terrors of dark-ſeated hell 


Now by the ground that I am banifh'd from, 
Well could I curſe away a winter's night, 
Though ftanding naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let graſs grow. 
Parting Lovers. 
FR nts} oo 
not to me: even now be gone— 
Oh ! go not yet--ev'n thus two friends condemn'd, 
Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Lother a hundred times to part than die : 
Yet, now farewell; and farewell life with thee ! 
S$yff. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times baniſhed, 
rr 
Tis not the I care for, wert thou hence; 
ilderneſs is populous enough, 
had thy heavenly company: 
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] For where thou art, there is the world itſelf, 
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With ev'ry ſev'ral pleaſure in the world; 
And where thou art not, deſolation. 


| Dying with the Perſon belov'd, preferable ty 
parting. 


If I from thee, I cannot live ; 
And in thy fight to die, what were it elſe, 
Bur like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between his lips. 
The Death-bed Horrors of a Guilty Conſcience. 
Bring me unto my trial when will. 
Dy'd he not in his bed? Where Id he die 
Can I make men live whether they will or no? 
Oh, torture me no more, I will confeſs — 
Alive again * Then ſhew me where he is : 
I'll give a thouſand pounds to look upon him— 
He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them: 
Comb down his hair; look! look! it ſtands 


Like lime- twigs ſet to catch my winged foul ; 
Give me ſome drink, and bid th'apothecary 
Bring the ſtrong poiſon that I bought of him. 
Night. 
The gaudy, babbling, and remorſeful 
5 er eo ins ns 
And ea POO PEI ds Jakes 
That the tragic night; 
Liars forks — 
Chip dead mens graves; and from their miſty 
jaws | 
Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the air. 
Kont. 
Kent, in the commentaries Cæſar writ, 
Is rerm'd the civil place of all this iſle: 
Swees is the country, becauſe full of riches ; 
The people liberal, valiaut, active, wealthy. 


i 1 


With 
And 

So 
That 
And 
And 
Tue 

M 
Bur 1 
Like 
'Thre 
And 
And 
Wit 
In b 
And 
Rich 


Boox III. 


Lord Say's Apolog y for himſelf. 

Juſtice, with favour have I always done; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could 

never : 

When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you? 
Large gi 1 beſtow d on 2 — 
Becauſe m preferr'd me to the king: 
Cre, 
Know the wing wherewith we fly to heaven. 
Unleſs you be poſſels'd with dev'lifh ſpirits, 
You cannot but forbear to murder me. 


© 13. THE THIRD PART OF HENRY VI. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


The Tranſports of a Crown. 
— but think 
How fweert a thing it is to wear a crown ; 
Within whoſe circuit is Elyſium, 
And all that yeers feign of bi ad joy. 
A hungry Lion. 

So looks the pent- up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws; 
And fo he walks infulting o'er his prey, 

And ſo he comes to rend his limbs atunder. 


The Duke of York on the gallant Behaviour of 
his Sons. 


DRAMA TIC. 
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Oh ten times more, than t 
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And cry'd, A crown, or elſe a glorious tomb! 
A ſceptre, or an earthly ſepulchre!“ 

With this we charg'd again; but out, alas; 

We bodg'd again; as I have feen a ſwan 

With bootlets labour fwim againſt the tide, 
And ſpend her firezgth with over-matching 


Wavcs. 


A Father's mn of Favourite 


Oh tyger's heart wrapt in a woman's hide! 
How couldit thou drain the lite-blood of the 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, [child, 
And yet be ſeen to wear a woman's face? 
Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible 
Thou ſtern, obdurate, flint y, rough, remorieleſs. 
That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have teuch'd, would not have ftaia'd 

with blood: | 
Bur you are more inhuman, more incxorable, 
of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthleſs queen, a haplcis father's tears: 
This cloth thou dipp'd in blood of my ſwert 
pat wage wc {peek wer vr > 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaſt of this; 
And if thou tell & the heavy ftory right, 
Upon my foul, the hearers will thed tears, 
Yea, even my focs will ſhed faſt-falluig tears, 
And ſay, Alas, it was a piteous deed !” 
The Duke of York in Battle. 

he bore him in the thickeſt 
r 9 
Or as a bear encompaſs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 
The reſt ſtand all aloof, and bark at him. 

The Morning. 

See how the ing opes her golden 
How well reſembles it the prime of yourh, 
2 ans: | ame ater 

3 


THE 


The Mornizz's Dawn. 
This bartie fares hike to the morning's war, 
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W hen dying clouds commend with growing light; 


W nat time the thepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day or night. 
The Brings of a Scr Life. 

O God! metlunks it were a happy life 
To be no better than a homely ſwain; 
To fit upon a hill, as I Co now, 
To carve out dais quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the minutes how they run: 
How many make the hour full complete, 
How many hours bring about the day, 
How many days will finiſh up the ycar, 
How mauy a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the time: 
So many hours muſt I tend my flock; 
So many hours muſt I take my reſt; 
do many hours muſt I conteinplate ; 
So many hours muſt I myſelf; 
So many days my ewes have been with young; 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will vean ; 
So many months ere I ſhall ſheer the flerce; 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and 
Paſt over, to the end they were created, [vears, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Oh! what a life were this! how fiveet! how 

lovely! 

Gires not the hawthorn-buſh a fweerer thade 
To ſhepherds looking on their filly thecp, 
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kings that fear their ſubjects treachery ? 
O, yes, it doth, a thouſandfold it doth. 
And to conclude, the ſhepherd”s homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leathern bottle, 
His wouted fleep under a freſh trec's ſhade, 
All which ſecure and ſweetly lie enjoys, 
— far beyond a — delicates, 

is viands ſparkling in a golden 
His body couched in a curious Ly 
MN hen cares, miſtruſt, aud ticalon wait ou him. 
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ru flay more 
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M25. 
| Took, as I blow this feather from my face, 


And us the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blow s, 
Commanded always bv the gicater guſt; 
Such is the lightneſs of your common men. 


A Simule on Ambition: Thoughts. 


„ Muy, then I do but dream on fov'reignty, 
Like one that ſtands upon 2 promontory, 
And fpics a far-off ſhore where he would tread, 
| Wiſhing his foot were equi} with his eve, 

And chides the ſea that funders him from theuce, 
| Saying, he'll lave it dry, to have his way. 


Cloncefter”s De ſarmitx. 


bode 6 love forſwore me in my mother's womb; 
| And. for I ſhould net deal in her ſoſt laws, 
| She did 


frail nature with fome bribe 
To ſhrink mine arm vp, like a wither'd ſhrub, 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where fits 28 to mock my body; 

To ſhape my legs of an uncqual ſize; 

To dif ion me in every 

Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp, 

| That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 
And am I then a man to be belov'd : 


| Glnucefter's Difjimulation. 
| a2 Ye 5 ea nt, c — 
content to which grieves my heart; 
| 2cd wermy chants wid ante wow.” 
And frame my face to all occnſions: 
I'll drown more ſailors than the mermaid ſhall ; 
gazers than the baſiliſk ; 
Tu play the orator as well as Neſtor ; 
F Deceive more flily than Ulyſſes could; 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy: 
I can add colours even to the cameleon ; 
| Change ſhapes with Protcus for advantages ; 
And 


II. 


ce, 
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And ſet ring Catiline to ſchool. 
Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown ? 
Henry FT. on his own Lenity. 


I have not ſtupt mine cars to their 


demands, 
Nor poſted off their ſuits with flow delays, 


My pity hath becn balm to heal their wounds ; 

My-mildnef hath atlay'd their ſwelling griefs; 

My merey dry'd their water- flowing tears. 

[ have not been defirous of their wealth, 

Nor much d them with great ſubſidies, 

Nor of revenge, tho' they much err d. 
The Earl of Warwick's Dying Speech. 


Ah, whois nigh > Come to me, friend or foe, | 
And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 


DRAMA TIC. 


trees; 
The raven croak'd hoarte on the chimney's 


Why aſk I that? My mangled body ſhews, 


My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſick heart 


That I muſt my body to the earth, ¶ ſhews, 
And by my fall, the conqueſt to my toe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Whoſe arms gave ſhelter to the princely eagle; 


Under whoſe ſhade the ing lion flept; 

Whoſe top-branch over-pecr'd Jove's (reading 
tree, w 

And kept low ſhrubs from winter's pow'rful 

Theſe eves that Gow are dimm'd with death's 
black veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day fun, 

To ſearch the ſecret treafons of the world. 

The wrinkles in my brow now fill'd with blood, 

Were liken'd oft to kingly ſepulchres: 

For who liv'd king but I could dig his : 

And who durſt ſmile when Warwick his | 
brow ? | 

Lo! now my glorv fmcar'd in duſt and blood, 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Er'n now forſake me; and all mv lands 

Is nothing left me but my body's length. 

Queen Margaret's Speech before the Baule of 


Tewkſbury. 
Lords, Kniehts, and Gcatiemen, what I ſhou'd 


| 


My tears gainſay ; for every word I ſpeak, [ſay | 


| 


Theretore no more but this: Henry, your foy 
Is priſoner to the foe, his ſtate uſurp'd, 
His realm a -houſe, his ſubjects ſlain, 
His ſtatutes cancell'd and his treaſures ſpent ; 
n 
ou fight in juſtice; then in God's name, Lords, 
Pe valiant, and give fignal to the battle. 
| Omnens on the Birth of King Richard ITT. 
The owl ſhrick'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-erow cry'd a boding lucklefs tune; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down 


And chatteri renn 

Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than amother's hope, 

To wit, an indigeſted deformed lump, 

Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly tree. [ born, 

Teeth had' thou in thy mouth when thou wak 

To hgnify thou cam'ſt to bite the world: 

And, if the reſt be true which I have heard, 

Thou _—_ into the world with thy legs for- 
war 
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$ 14. THE LIFE OF HENRY VIII. 
SHAKESPEARE. 


12 climb ſteep hills [like 
Requires flow pace at firſt. Anger w 
A full hot horſe, who being allowed his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. 


Action to be carried an with Reſolution. 


If I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither 
Myr faculties nur perſon, yet will be {know 
The chronicles of my doing, let me fay, 

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 

That virtue muſt go through : we muſt not ſtint 

Our neceſtary actions ig the fear 7 
9 
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To cope malicious cenſurers ; which ever, 

As ravenous tithes do a veſſel follow 

That is new trimm'd; but benefit no further 

Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, 

By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allow'd : what worſt, as oft 

Hitting a groſſer quality, is cry'd up 

For — beſt act: if we ftand ſtill, in fear, 

Our motion will be mock'd or carped at. 

We ſhould take root here, where we fit; or fit 

State · ſtatues only. | 
New Cuſtoms. 

New cuſtoms, 

Though they be ever o ridiculous, - 

Nay, let'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 

The Duke of Buckingham's Prayer for the King, + 

Mav he live 

than I have time to tell his years ! 

Ever belov'd, and loving may his rule be 

And when old time Mall lead him to his end, 

Goodnets and he fill up one monument 


Dependants not tu be too much traſted by great Men · 


This from a dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your loves and counſcls, 
Beware you be not looſe; Ay you make friends 
And give your hearts to, w once PETCELVE 
wr ab in your fortunes, ox away 
Like water from ye, never found again, 

Bur where they mean to fink ye. 


A good Wife. 
That, lik 7 
like a tv ears 
Ne re; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with; even of her, 
That when the greateſt flroke of fortune Alls, 
Will bleſs the king. 


| Thar had to hm der our 


Boo K III 
The Bleſſings of a Low Station. 


berrer t. 
Than tobe prop img 
| —— ˙ br Men 


| 


witneſs, 
| Arullnmes ts your will conformable; * 
At all times to your will conformable 
— fine ro lindo 
Yea, ſubject to — — glad or ſorry, 


| As I faw it inchn'd. — 
I ever contradicted 


2 ů — 8 
| Have I not ſtrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? What frend of mine 
anger, did I 


| Continue in my liki ay, 

He wsfrom hence charge, Sr 

| That I have been your wi 

Upwards of twenty years; and have been bleſt 
children by you. If in the courſe 

— time, yaw ene megane, 

| And prove it too againſt mine honour 

My boad of wedlock, or my love and duey 

| Againſt your facred ia God's name, 

Then; cmam.and the fouleſt 

Shut door upon me, and to give me up 


| To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtee. 
| Queen Catherine's Speech to Cardinal Wolſey. 
—— You are meek and humble mouth'd; 


You your and calli 
With 2. and humility : 


Book III. 


You have by fortune, and his hi favours, 
Gone ſlightly o'er low = are 
Where powers are your retainers; and your 
2 „ bay pot your 
Yourſelf pronounce their office. I muſt tell you, 
You tender more perſon's honour than 
Your high profulize — 

King Hem y's Charafer of Queen Catherine. 

That man ith'world who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in be truſted, 


For ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art alone 
If thy rare qualities, ſweet 8, 


On her own Merit. 


Have I liv'd thus long (let me 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one? 


myſelf, 


Have I with all my full affections, ſhim? 


Bring me a woman conftant to her huſband ; 
ener vo dream'd a joy beyond his plea- 
And to that woman when the has done moſt, 
Yer will I add an honour; a great patience. 


Queen Catherine compared to a Lily. 
— the 66ld and flourif'd, 
once was 
I'll hang my head and peridh. E 
Obedience to Princes. 
The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 


DR AM ATI C. 


| 


| 


| 


or 


So much they love it: but to ſtubborn fpirics, 
They fwell and grow as terrible as ſtorms. 
Horror, its outward Effetts. 

— 83808 com motion 
D 

on a upon 
Then lays his finger on his temple; ftraighr 
Springs out into faſt gait, then ſtops ; 
Strikes his breaſt hard, and then, anon he caſts 


— Though perils did ſand 
Abound as thick as thought could make em, 
Appear in forms as horrid; ofa 
As doth a rock agaiuſt the chiding 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unthaken yours. | | 


Anger, its External Effects. 
What ſudden anger's this? How have reap'd | 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin = | 
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chafed 
Upon the daring huntſman that has gall'd him; ' 
Then makes him nothing. 
Falling Greatneſs. 
Lay, then farewell ! 
I've touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs, 
Aud from that full meridian of wy glory 
I haſte now to my ſetting. I thall fall, 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man fer me more. 


The Viciffitudes of Life. 

So farewell to the little good you bear me. 
Farewell, a long farewell to all 1 — 
This is the ſtate of man; to-day forth 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow bloſſoms, 
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The third day comes a froſt, 2 killing froſt, 
And when he thinks, goodeafy man, full turcly 
His preatnels is a ripening, nipo his root, 
And then he falls as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton boys that ſu im on bladders, 
Theſe many fummers in a tca of glory; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pri 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
Weary and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude fiream, that muſt for er hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hare ve! 
1 feel my heart new 
I» that poor mau that hang on princes farours! 
There is, betwixt that ſimle we would alpnc to, 
That ſweet aipect af princes, and our rum, 
More pangs and fears than war or women have; 
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 
Cardinal Hie Sphere: tn Cm]. 

Cromwell, I did not think tu {td a tear 
In all my miſeries, but thou haſt forc'd me, 
Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman— 
Let's dry our eyes, and thus far hear me, Crom- 
And when I am for „as I thall be, well; 
And ſlcep in dull cold marble, here uo mention 
Of me muſt more be heard; ſav then I taught thee! 
Say, Wolfey, that vace trod the ways of glory, 
And founded all the depths and ſhoa!s of hunour, 
Found thec a way, out of his weck. to ric in: 
A fure, and ſafe one, though thy maſter mit d it. 
Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition: 
B that fin fell the angels; how can man then 
(The image of his Maker) hope to win by't ? 
Lore thyfcif laſt : cherith thoſe hearts that hate 
Corruption wins not more than honeſty. ¶ tlice: 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, { not. 
To ſilence envious tongues. 
Let all the ends thou aim'ft at be thy countrvy%, 


Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou fall'ft, O 0 


Cromwell, 
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Ware, „ö 


As lond, and to as many tunes. Hats, clokes, 


Om_— - „ 2 — © 


— 


— —— — 


— — ——᷑c — —ũ —— — 


— ct. 


Be juit and fear 


An1 yet with charity: - he was à man 


Boox III. 


Thou fall · & a bleſſed martyr. Serve the king; 


And, thee lead me in —— 


There take an of all I have; 
To the tuft peiiny, "hs tis king's. My robe 


And my integrity to Heav'n is all well! 
J dare now call mine own. OCromwell! Crom- 
Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zcal 
I ferv'd my king, he would not in mine age 


_ Havc left me to mine Cnemics ! 
Applarje. 
uch a noiſe aroſe 


Doublers, I rhiak, flew up; and had their faces 


| Been loote this day they had been loſt. Such joy 


IT never faw buiore. Great belly'd women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would ſhake the prefs, 
And make en reel before *'tm. No man living 
Could fay, this is m wite there; all weie woven 
So ſtrangely in ove piece. 

Cardinal Wilſey's Death. 


At laſt with caſy roads he came to Leicefter; 
Lodg'd in the abbey where the reverend abbur, 
With all his conveat, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words: O father abbot, 
An old man broken with the ſtorms of ſtare, 
© Is come to lay his weary bones among you; 

* Give me a little db charity !” l : 
So went to bed; where eagerly his fickneſs 
Purſu'd him ſt ill, and three nights after this, 
Abaut the hour of eight (which he himfelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and forrows, 


He gave his houours to the world again, 


His bleiſed part to heav'n, and ſlept in peace. 
His Fices and Virtues. 


So may he reſt, his faults lie gently on him! 
Yet thus far Griffirh, give me leave to ſpeak him, 


Of 


—_—” 
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Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with princes; one, that by ſuggeſtion 
Tv'\l al! the kingdom: finony was fair play; 
His own »ptaton was tis law. I'th'preſence 
He would fay untruths, and be ever doubic, 
Buth in his words and meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful. 
His Iles were, as he then was, mighty: 
But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy his example. 

Griff. Noble Madam, 
Mens evil manners live in brais; their virtues 
We write in water. - - 
- - This cardinal, 
Tho from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much honour from his cradle. 
He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wiſe; fair ſpoken and perſuading : 
Lofry and four to them that lov'd him not: 
But to thoſe men that t him, ſwcet as ſum- 
And though he was unſatisfy'd in getting ( mer; 
(Which was a fin) yer in beſtow ing, madam, 
Exceeding wiſe; fair ſpoken and perſuading : 


Lofty and four to them that lov'd him not; 
He was moſt princely ; ever witneſs for him 
Thoſe twins of learning 


that he rais'd in you, 


OR AMATTI CC 303 


A Churchman. 
| Tove and mecknet;, Lord, 

Become a churchman better than ambition : 
Win ftraying fouls with modeſty again; 
Caſt none away. 


| —— Tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 
Ar chbi/hop Cranmer's Prophecy. 

| Let me fpeak, Sir; 
(For Heav'n now bids me) and the words I utrer 
Let none think flattery; for they'll fnd'emrruth. 
This royal infant (Heav'n ſtill move about her!) 
Tho' in a cradle, yet now promiſes 
| Upon this land a thouſand, thouſand bleſſings, 
Which time thall bring to ripeuects. She ſhall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodneſs) 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
| And all that ſhall fucceed, Sheba was never 
More covetous of wiſdom and fair virtue 
Than this bleſt foul ſhall be. All princely graces 
That mould up ſuch a mighty picce as this, 

With all the virtues that attend the good, [her; 
Shall ſtill be doubled on her. Truth ſhall nn ic 
Holy and heavenly thoughts fill counſel her: 


| She ſhall be lov'd and fear'd. Her own {hl 


bleſs her: 


| Her foes ſhake like a field of beaten corn. 


And hang their heads with ſorrow. Good grows 
with her, 

In her days every man fhall eat in fafery 

Under his own vine what ke plants, and fing 

The merry fongs of to all his neighbours. 

God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her 

From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 

And claim by thoſe their goodneſs, not by blood. 

Nor ſhall this peace fleep with her; but as when 

The bird of wonder dies the maiden phœnix, 

Her aſhes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herſtif; 

80 the leave her bleiſcdueis to one 


(When 
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as eee 
) 
Who, from the ſacred aſhes of her honour, 
Shall ftar-like riſe, as in fame as ſhe was, 
And fo ſtand fix'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror, 
That were the ſervants to tl. is choſen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him: 
Wherever the bright ſun of heaven ſhall ſhine, 
His honour and the ſs of his name | rith, 
Shall be, and make new nations. He ſhall flou- 
Aud, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him; childreas children 
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New Titles. 
6 Sir Richard — God-a'mercy, 
W. 

And if his name be George, I'll call bim Peter: 
For neu- made honour doth forget mens names; 
Tu too reſpective and unſociable 
For your converſing. Now your traveller, 
He and his toothpick at my worſhip's meſs ; 
And when my nightly ftomach is iuffic'd, 
Why then I fuck my tecth, and catechiſe 
My piked man of countries; — my dear Sir, 
( thus leaning on mine elbow I begin) 

{hall befeech you—that is the queſtion now; 
Ad then comes anſwer like an A B C book: 
O Sir, ſays anſwer, at your beſt command, 
— now 2 at — ler vice, Sir — 

ir, ſays queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours. 

And ſo pot. — knows what queſtion 


_— in di of compliment; 
al talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The P and the river Po, 


It draus towards ſupper in concluſion, ſo. 
But this is worſhipful ſociety, 
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For he is but a baſtard to the time 
That doth not ſmack of obſervation. 
A Deſcription of England. 

That pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her iſlanders; 
Ev'n till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ftill ſecure 
And conſident from forcign 
Ev'n till that utmoſt corner of the weſt 
Salutes thee for her king. 


Deſcription of an Engliſh Army. 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 
With him along 1s come the mother queen; 
An Ate ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife. 
With her, her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them a baſtard of the king deceas'd ; 
———— —— tad, 


Have fold their fortunes at their native homes, 
— — birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

| In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs fpirits, 
Than now the Engliſh buttoms have waft o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To do offence and fcathe in Chriſtendom. 


The interruption of their churliſh drums 
Cuts off more circumſtance: they are at hand. 


Cour 


By how much unex by fo much 
We muſt awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion. 


With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 


3 Deſcription f Victory, by the French. 
You men of ers, open wide your gates, 


Aud let Duke in; 
| young , W 
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Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſh mother, 
Whoſe ſons lic featter*'d on > he : 
And many a widow's huſband grovelling lies, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd earth; 

While victory with little loſs doth play 

Upon the dancing banners of the French; 


Who are at hand, triumphantly diſplay d, 
To cater conquerors. 


you men of Angiers, ring your bells, 
R king, and Enyland's, doth ap- 


* [bright, 
Their armours that march'd hence, ver 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens bioud; 
There ſtuck no plume in any Engliſh creſt 
That is r-moved by a ftaff of France. 

Our colours do return in thoſe fame hands 
That did difplay them when we firſt march'd 
And like a jolly troopof horfe:nen, come ¶ forth: 
Our luſty | Engid, all all with — 2 

Dy'd in the ying flaughter of their 


A Complete Lady. 

If love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
:. 
If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than lady 

Blanch 2 


On Commodity, or Self-Intereft. 

| Rounded ia the ear 
With that fame purpoſe-changer, that fly devil, 
That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith, 
Thee daily tank-vow, — 
Of kings, of old men, 


Who having no external thing to lote Array 


But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 
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That ſmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling 
Commodity, the bias of the world : 

The world, which of itſelf is poiſed well, 
Made to run even upon even ground; 

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
This fway of monon, this commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 


From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent, 
And this tame bias, &c. 


A Woman's Fears. 
Thou ſhalt be puni nd for thus frighting me, 
For I am fick and capa e of fears, 
Oppreſs'd wich wrongs, and therefore full of tears 
A widow, huſbanfief;. tubject to fears; 
A woman, naturally born to fears: 


{ ditys 


And tho” thou now confels thou did'ft but jeſt, 


With my vex'J ſpirits I cannot take a truce, 
| But they will quake and tremble all the day. 


Tokens of Criæſ. 


What doſt thou mean bv thaking of thy head? 
Why dub thou look fo fadly oa my ſon ? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of 

thine ? 


Be thel? od tighs 
Then ſpeak again, nor all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 


A Mother's Fondnefs for a beautiful Child. 


If thou that bid'ſt me be content, wert grim, 
Ugly, and fland*rous to thy mother's womb, 
Ful of unpleating blocs. and ſightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſh, 48 ſwart, prodigious, 

Patch's with foul moles, and e 

marks, 

I would not care, I then would be content: 

For then I ſhould not love thee : no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor de ſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth, dear vo; ! 
——————— 


g 


N 
| 
ö 
| 
. 


Of nature's gifts thou may ſi with lilies boaſt, 
And with the half-blown roſe. 


Grief. 
IT will inftruft my ſorrows to be proud; 
For grief is proud, and makes the owner ſtout. 
Conftance to Auſtria. 


O Lymages, O Auſtria ! thou doſt ſhame 
That bloody ſpoil: thou flave, thou wretch, thou 


coward, 
Thou little valiant, great in villaiay ! 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide ! 
Thou fortune's champion, that durſt never fight 
But when her humorous ladyſhip is by 
To teach thee fafery ! thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'd up greatneſs. VWhat a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ſtamp and ſwear, 
Upon my party; thou cold-Lluuded flave, 
Haſt thou not ipoke like thunder on my tide ? 
Being ſworn my ſoldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ſtrengtli? 
And thou now fall over to my foes? 

Thou wear a lion's hide! doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a calf's ſkin on thoſe recrcant limbs. 
The Horrors of a Conſpiracy. 

I had a thing to ſay,—but, let it go: 
The ſun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 
Is all roo wanton, and too full of gas ds, 
To give me audience. If the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 
Sound one unto the drow ſv race of night; 
It this ſame were a church-vard where we ſtand, 
And thou poſſcficd with a thouſand wrongs; 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit, melancholy, 
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy-thick, 
Which elſe runs tickhng up and down thy veins, 
Making that idiot laughter kecp mens eyes, 
And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment 
(A pathon hateful to my purpoſes); 
Or it that thou could ſt fee me without eyes, 
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Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 
Without eves, ears, and harmful foul of words, 
Then, in deſpight of broad-cved watchful day, 

I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts : 


But ah, I will not— 


A Mother's Ravings. 

I am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Conſtance, I was Geffery's wife: 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loſt ! 

I am not mad: I would to Heav'n I were! 
For then 'tis like I ſhould forget myſelf. 
Oh, if I could, what gricf ſhould I forget! 
Preach fome phil y to make me mad, 
And thou halt be canoniz'd, Cardinal; 
For, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, 
My reafonable part produces 

How: I may be deliver'd of theſe woes, 


And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 


It I were mad, I ſhould —_ fon, 
Or madly think a babe of c were he. 
am not mad; too well, too well I feel » 
The different plague of cach calamity. 
Aboſiraphe to Death. 
| Oh! amiable, lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous ſtench, ſound rottenneſs, 
Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 
Thou hate and terror to proſperity, 
And I will kifs thy deteſtable bones ; 
And put my eye-ball in thy vaulty brows; 
And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold worms, 
And ſtop this gap of breath with fulfome duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter like thyſelf. ; 
Come, grin on me, and I will think thou fmil'ft, 
And kiſs thee as thy wife; miſery's love. 
Q, come to me ! 
A Maother's Grief. 
Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay, 


That we ſhall ſee and know our friends in heav'n; 


Lf chat be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. * 


Th 
Life i 
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For fince the birth of Cain, the firſt mal» child, 
To him that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, 
There was nor ſuch a ious creature 
But now will canker eat my bud, 
And chace the native beauty — his check ; 
And he will 1 wth 
As dim and meagre as an ague*s fit; 
And fo he'll die; and rifing fo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n, 
I ſhall not kgow him; therefore, never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more! 
Pand. i ou hold too heinous a refpett of grief. 
Conft. He talks to me, thar never had a fou.— 
X. Phil. You areas fond of grief as of your child. 
Conft. Grief þ'Is the rocin up of my abſent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; 
Puts on bis pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Rew+«mbers me of all his gracious parts; 
Sruffs out his vacant Carments with his form: 
Then have I reafon to be toad of grief. 


Deſpontency. 
There's nothing in tiiis world can make me 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, [ joy; 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowſy man. 


Departing Dijoaſes. 
Before the cu: g of a ſtrong di ſeaſe, 
Ev'n in the iuſtant of re and health, 
The fic is fre: geſt : evils that take leave, 
On their deprtur* moſt of all ſhew evil. 
Danger lays hold of any Support. 
He that ſtands upon a ſlipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay hin up. 
Arthur's Patietic Speeches ta Hubert. 
Methinks, nv2ody ſhoul. be fad but I; 
Yer I remember when I was in France, 
Y »ong gentleinen would be as fad as night, 
On: y zor wantonneſs. By my Cariſtcudom, 
So were I out of priſon and kept ſheep, 
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I ſhould be merry as the day is long. 


Have you the heart? when your head did but 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows fake, 
(The bel I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never aſk it you again; 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time; 
Saving, whot lack you, and where lies your grief? 
\ for you ? 
Many a poor man's ſon would have hin tall, 
And ne'er have < a loving word to you; 
But you at your heck fervice had a prince. 
Nay you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will: 
If Heav'n be pleas'd that you muſt ule me ill, 
Why then you muſt — Will you put out mine 
Theſe eyes that never did, nor never ſhall, (ej es? 
So much as frown on ygu.— 


Alas, what need you be fo boiſt'rous rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone - ſtill. 
For Heav'n fake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hes! ne, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 
nd 1 will fit as quict as a lamb. 
Iwill net tir, nor wince. nor {peak a word, 
Nor! R upon the iron - ig y: 
IT uũ hu: theſe men a wav. and I'll forgive 
Whatever tormet:. you do put me to: 
Is ther: no remedy? 
Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. [in vours, 
Arth. O heav'n ! that were but a mt 
A grain, a dutt, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Auy annoyance in that precious tenſe: ſ there, 
Then, feeling what fimall things are boiſt'rous 
Your vile intent mult needs ſeem horrible. 


To add to Perfection, ſuperfluous and ſuſpicious. 
Io gild refined „to paint the lily, 
N. I F 


Jou, 


To 


Do prophecy upon it dangerouſly : 


And he that 
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To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 

Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 

To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garniſh, 

Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 

Of plain old form is much disfigured : 

And, like a ſhifred wind unto a fail, 

Ir makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 

Startles and frights confideration ; 

Makes found opinion fick, and truth 

For putting on ſo new a faſhion'd robe. 

Murderer's Look. 

This is the man ſhould do the deed; 

The unage of a wicked heinous fault 


Lives in his eye that cloſe aſpett of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a troubled breaſt. 


Struggling Conſcience. 

The colour of the king dotly come and go, 
Between his and his conſcience, 
Like heralds *rwixt two dreadful battles ſent. 
His patfion is fo ripe, it needs muſt break. 


Young Arthur's death is common in their 
Aad, when they talk of him, they ſhake their 
And whiſper =_ —— in the ear. [ heads, 

doth gripe the hearer's wri 
Whil& he char hears makes fearful aftion, _ 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling 
I faw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, thus, [ eyes. 
The whilft his iron did on the anvil cool, 
Wich open mouth, fwallowing 2 taylor's news; 
Who with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 
Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had falſeſly thruſt upon contrary feet, 


Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
Were 


and rank d in Kent. 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 
, 


| 


| 
| 
ö 
| 


þ Suva We L 


Boox III. 


Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 


— ED 2 haſtily 


It is the curſe of kings to be attended 
By ſlaves that take their humours for a warrant, 


To break into the bloody houſe of life; 


And, on the winking of authority, 

To underſtand a law, to know a meaning 

Of dang'rous majeſty, when perchance it frowns 
More upon humour than advis'd reſpect. 


A FVillain's Look, and wicked Zeal. 


How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done! For had'ſ nut thou been 
A fellow, by the hand of nature mark d, [by, 


When I ſpake —_ what I purpotcd ; 


Rb. 
Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 

For villany is not without fuch rheum ; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 

Like rivers of remorſe and innocence. 

Deſpair. 

If thou did ſt but conſent | 

To this moſt cruel act. do but defpair ; 

And if thou want a cord, the ſmalleſt thread 


That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb 
Will ftrangle thee ; a ruſh wilt be a beam 


To hang thee on: or would'ft thou drown thyſelf, 


Put but a little water in a ſpoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 


A Man's 


1 - 


ty 
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A Man's Tears. 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progreſs on thy checks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 


an ordi inundation: 
ä — 
This ſhow'r blown up by tempeſt of the ſoul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd 
Than had I ſeen the vaulty top of heav'n 
* quite o'er with burning meteors. 
ift up thy brow, renowned — 
And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm: 
Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby - eyes 
That never faw the giant-world enrag'd ; 
Nor met with fortune, other than at feaſts, 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goſſipping. 

Drums. 


Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reft, - - =—- = 
- - - 5 Do but ſtart 

An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
Dad or's at hand 6 Gam is roindy done's 
That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine. 

Sound but another, and another thall, 


As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's car, 
And mock the decp-mouth'd thunder. 


The Approach of Death. 
LI. fronts | aged codons 
touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which tome ſuppoſe the foul's frail dwelling- 
houſe) 
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Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire 
Do I ſhrink up. 


Poiſon'd, ill fare ! dead, forſook, caſt off; 

And none of you will bid the wiater come 

To thruſt his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
— 1 1 nor intreat the north 
To his bleak winds kiſs my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. 


Lie at the proud foot of a 


conqueror, 
But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf, 
Now theſe her princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 
And we ſhall ſhock them. 

If England to itſelf do reſt but true. 


$ 16. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 
SHAKESPEARE» 


8 
SEE, mens judgments are 
I A parcel of thes fortunes, and things out- 


Do draw the inward quality aftcr them, 
To ſuffer all alike. 
Loyalty 


Mine honeſty and I begin to ſquare; 
The loyalty well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly ; yet he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord, 
Does conquer him that did his maſter conquer, 
' And carns a place i'th'ſtory. 
| Wiſdom ſuperior to Fortune. 


If that the former dare but what it can, 


| 

| 

| No chance may ſhake it. 
| Vicious 


310 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boox III. 
Vicious Perſons infatuated by Heaven. | Thar life, a very rebel to my will, 
| | Good, my lord; | May hang no longer on me. 
Oh — _ — wiſe go ea wr exe — — 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgments, make Oh ſun, thy upriſe ſhall I fee no more: 


Adore our errors, laugh at's, while we ſtrut | us 
To our confuſion. 


Fury expels Fear. 

Now he'll outſtare the lightning; to be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear, and, in that mood 
The dove will peck the oftrich; I tee ſtill 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Ret ores his heart; when valour preys on reaſon, 
It eats the ſword it fights with. 

A Majter taking Leave of his Scryents. 
Tend me to-night; 
Rav be, it is the period of your duty: 
Haply you ſhall not fee me more, or if, 


A mangled thadow. It may chance to-morrow, 
You'll ferve another maſter. I look on 


As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft | 


fricnds, 
J turn you not away; but, like a maſter, 
Married to your good fervice, fav till death; 
Tend me to-night two hours, I aſk no more; 
And the gods yield you for't. 
Earl; Riſing the Nu to Eminence. 
This morning, like. the fpirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betunes. 
Antony to Cl:opatra, at lis Return with Viftory. + 
| O. thou day o'th'world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck, leap thou, atrire and all, 
Thro? procf cf harneſs to my heart, and there 
Ride cn the pants triumphing. 
Loathed Life. 
Oh, ſorereign miſtreſs of true melancholv, 


The poilunous damp of night diſpunge upon me, | 


| Fortune and Antony parts here, even here 

' aca + hands— All come to this !—The 
carts 

That pannell'd me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their wiſhes, do difcandy, melt their ſweers 

On bloffoming Cxfar ; and this pine is bark'd 

| That oxertopt them all. 


D-parting Gr-atne/+. 

| The ſoul and body rive not more in parting, 
| Than greatneſs going off. 

| Antony, on his Faded Glory. 

| Ant. Sometimes, we fee a cloud that's dra- 


A vapour ſometimes, like a bear, or a lion, 

A rower'd citadcl, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory, 

With trecs upon't, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with air.—Thou haſt ſeen 


Ant. That which is now a horſe, even with 
The rack diflimas, and makes it indiſtinct 
As watcr is in water. 


Even ſuch a ; here I'm Antony, 
— — onus. 

| I made theſe wars for Egypt, and the Queen, 
V hoſe heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine 

| (Which, whil it was mine, had annex'd to it 

A million more, nom loft); ſhe, Eros, has 

Packt cards with Cafar, and falſe play's my 


| Unto an enemy's triumph. [glory 
Nav, weep not gentle Eros, there is left us 
Ourſelves to end vurigives. 


Defer:pticn 
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Deſcription of Cleopatra's {ſuppoſed} Death. | 1 * n ! 

Death of be paid but once 1. If it might pleaſe 

And that the has diſcharg'd. hat thou wouldſt | Cee. His face was 2 
Is done unto thy hand; the laſt the ſpake ſtuck 


{do | 
Was Antony ! moſt noble Antoay | | 
Then in the midſt a tearing groan did break | 
The name of Antony! it was divided | 
Between her heart and lips: ſhe render d life, {| 


in 
A fun and moon, which their courſe, and 
The little O o' th earth. 00 
Dy. Mott tovereign creature 6 
Cleo. His legs beftrid the ocean, his rear d arm 


+ Creſted the world; his voice was tied 
Thy name fo buried in her. As all the tuned ſpheres, and that to friends: 


Ciropatra on the Death of Antony. | But when he meant to quail and ſhake the orb, 
It were for me | He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
To throw my ſceptre at th injurious gods, There was no winter in't; an autumn was 
To tell them that this world did equal theirs, That grew the more by reaping; his delights 
Till they had ftol'n our jewel. All's but nought; | Were dolphin-like; they ſhew'd his back above 


Patience is fottiſh, and impaticnce does The elements they liv'd in; in his livery 
Becomes a dog that's mad: then is it fin Walk'd crowns and coronets ; realms and 
To ruſh into the fecret houſe of death, As plates dropt from his pocket. ¶ iſlands were 
Ere death dare come to us? How do ye, women ? Firm Reſelation. | 

What, what god cheer ? Why, how now, | How poor an inſtrument 


| May do a noble deed? he brings me liberty. 
My refolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
| Of woman in me: now from head to foot 


girls !—Ah, women, women ! Look, 
Our lamp is ſpent; it's out—Good Sirs, take 
heart, 


My noble gi 


[noble, 
him : and then what's brave, wha:'s 


Wen „ has 
Let's do it after the high Roman faſhion, : | 4 . 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away, | Cleopatra's Speer on applying the Alþ. 
This caſe of that huge ſpirit now is cold. | „ 
Death. Immortal longings in me. Now no more 

My deſolation does begin to make The juice of Egvpr's grape ſhall moiſt this lip. 
A better life: tis paltry to be Cæſar: Yare, yare, good Iras: quick—methinks I hear 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, Antony call; I fee him rouſe himſelf 
A minifler of her will ; and it is great To praiſe my noble act. I hear him mock 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds, The lurk of Cæſar, which the gods give mea 


| 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change; | Texcuſe their afterwrath. Huſband, I come; 
: y +. dung, | Now to that name, my courage, prove my title 
: am fire and air; my other clements 
1 give to baſer life. S» have you done? 
Come then, and take the lai warmth of my lips 


Cicopatra's Dream, and Deſcription of Antony. 
Clan. I drearat, there was an emperor Antony; 
Oi, ſuch another ſleep, that L might ice i 


Farewell, kind Charmian“ Iras. long farewell 
[ Apblying the 4e. 
e 


. lf — AAA — gw oo > ra SI es i. 
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Have I the aſpic in my lips? Do'ſt fall? ¶ To Iras. 


Which hurts, and is deſir d. Do'ft thou lie ſtill ? 

Tf thus thou vaniſheft, thou tell'ſt the world 

It is not worth leave - taking. [ Iras dies. 

and rain, that I 
[may ſay 


ſelves do weep. 
This proves me 


[To the aſp. 
With thy ſharp teeth, this knot intrinſicate 
Of life at once untie. Oh, couldſt thou ſpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Czfar als, 


932 


7 
For let the gods fo ſpeed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 
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Caffins, in Contempt of Ceſar. 
I was born free as Cæſar, ſo were you; 
We both have fed as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 


The troubled Tyber chafing with his ſhores, 
Cæſar ſays to me, Dar'ſt thou, Caſſius, now, 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 

And ſwim to yonder point? Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bid him follow: fo, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar'd, and we did buffer it 
With luſty finews; throwing it aſide, 
And ftemming it with hearts of . 
But ere we could arrive the point propos d, 
Cæſar cried, Help me, Caſſius, or I fink!“ 
I, as Zneas, our great anceſtor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his ſhoulder 
The old Anchiſes bear, fo, from the waves of 
Did I the tired Czfar: and this man [Tyber 
Is now become a god; and Cathus is 

A wretched creature, and muſt bend his body, 
If Cæſar careleſsly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did ſhake : tis true, this god did ſhake; * 
r rr 


Aye, and that tongue of his, that bade the Ro- Hi 
ark him, and write his ſpeeches in their books, L. 
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Caſ. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow 
Like a Coloſſus: and we petty men [ world, 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. 

Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars, 
But in ourſelves, thar we are underlings. 

Brutus and Cæſar ! what ſhould be in thatCzfar ? 
Why ſhould that name be ſounded more than 
_ 2 

rite them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with them, 
Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now, in the name of all rhe gods at once, 
— — 
at he is grown : , art ; 
Rome, thos haſt loſe the breed of noble bloods 
When went there by an age, fince the great flood, 
Bur it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 
When could they fay, till now, that talk'd of 


Rome, 


Bur 'tis a common 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber upward turns his face; 
But whea he once attains the upmoſt round, 
He then unto the erer | 
Looks in the clouds, fcorning degrees 
By which he did aſcend. 
Conſpiracy dreadful till executed. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the firſt motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or hideous dream: 
The genius and the mortal inftruments 
Are then in council; and the ſtate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an i 5 
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Conſdiracy. 
1 1 So 


When evils are moſt free O then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To maſk thy monſtrous vifige? Seck none, 


Hide it in fmiles and affability: [ Conſpiracy, 
For if thou put thy native fe on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Azainſt Cruelty. 


Gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the gods, 
Not hew him as a carcaſe fit for houads : 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 
Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 
And after ſeem to chide them. 


Portia's Speech to Brutus. 


You've ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed: and yeſternight at ſupper 
You ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd about, 
Mufing and fighing, with your arms acrofs : 
And, when I aſk'd you what the matter was, 
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
I urg'd you further; then you ſcratch'd your head, 
And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot: 
Vet I infiſted, yct you anſwered not; 
But with an angry wafture with your hand, 
Gave fign for me to leave you: fo I did, 
Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience 
Which ſcem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effeEt of humour, 
Which ſometimes hath his hour with ev'ry man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep; 
And could it work fo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your conditzon, 
I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
ad eee eee 
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Fainſt the Fears of Death. 
Cowards die many times before their deaths: 
The valiant never taſte of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me mott ſtrange, that men ſhould fear, 
Seeing that death, neceſſary end. 
Will come when it will. 
Antony to the Corpſe of Ceſccr. 

O, mighty Cæſar, doſt thou he tou Jow ? 
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils, 
Shrunk to this little meaſureꝰ Fare thee well. 

His Addreſs to the Conſpirators. 

I know nor, gentlemen, what you intend; 
Who elſe muſt be let blood, who elle is rank. 
If I mvelf, there is no hour fo fir 
As Cztar's death-hour; nor no inſtrument | rich 
Of half that worth as thoſe your fwords, made 
With the moſt noble blood of all this world, 

I do beſeech vou, if you bear me hard, [ ſmoke, 
Now whilft your fury-led hands do reck and 
Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 
I ſhal! not find myſelf fo apt to dic. 
No place will pleaſe me fo, no means of death, 
As here by Czfar, and by you cur off, 
The choice and maſter ſpirits of the age. 
Anton;s Funeral! Oration. 
Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me 
your ears; 
I am come to bury Czar, not to praile him. 
The evil that men do lives after them; 
The good is oft iaterred with their boacs; 
So let it be with Cztar ! Noble Brutus 
Hath told you Cælar was ambitious ; 
If it were fo, it was a grievous faulr; 
And grievouily hath Cæſar anſu cid it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus aud the reſt 
( For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So ace they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cæſar's funeral. 
He was my friend. faithtul and juſt to me; 
But Brutus fays he was ambiti 
Aad Brutus 1s au honourable man. 
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He hath many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill; 
| When thar the puor hath ery'd, Cfar bach 

en that the puor cry'd, 8 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner ſtutf. 8 
Vet Brutus ſays he was ambitious, 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did fee that, on the Lupercal, 
[ thrice 


I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke ; 

But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 

W Ne 

. - 3 

O judgment! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 

And men have loſt their reaſon. Bear with me, 

My heart is ia the coſſin there with Cæſar, 

And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. 
Bur yeſterday the word of Cæſar might 

Have ftood againſt the world; now lies he there, 

And none fo poor to do him reverence. 

O maſters | it I were diſpos'd to ſtir 

| Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and us wrong; 


| 

| prefented him a kü crown, 

| Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition ? 
Vet Brutus fays he was ambitious, 

| And ſure he is an honourable man. 


Who, you all know, are honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong; I rather chuſe 

the dead, to w myſelf and 

Than I will wrong fuch had _ 
But here's a parchment with the ſeal of Czſarg 

I found it in his cloſer, tis his will. 

Let but the commons hear this teſtament 

| ( Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would go and kiſs dead Cæſar's wounds, 


| And dip their napkins in his facred blood; 
Vea, beg a hair of him for memory; 
And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
1 Unto theu ue. 


4 N. 
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* 4 Pleb. We'll hear the will ; read it, Mark 
Antony. f will. 


All. The will, the will; we will hear Czfar's 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt 
not read it; 
It is not meet you know how Czfar lov'd you ; 
You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men : 
And, being men, hearing the will of Cæſar, 
> It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
Tis vou know not that you are his heirs; 
For if you ſhould--O what would become of it ? 
4 Pleb. Read the will, we will hear it, An- 
You ſhall read us the will, Czfar's will. [ tony; 
Ant. Will you be patient? Will you ſtay 
Md... — tell of it.) 
( 0 to it. 
122 42 
Whoſe have ftabb'd Czfar—T do fear it. 
4 Pleb. were traitors—honourable men ! 
All. The will ! the teſtament 
Ant. Y ou will compel me then to read the will 
Then make a ring about the corpſe of Czfar, 
And let me ſhew you him that made the will. 
Shall I deſcend, and will you give me leave? 
All. Come down. 
2 Pleb. Deſcend. 
[ He comes down from the pulpit. 
Ant. 1 on, Aon ng Seng 
You all do this mantle; I remember | now. 
The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on; 
"Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent, 
ns op ie ee — 3 
in this place ran Caſſiusꝰ dagger — 
Sce, what a rent the envious Caſca made. 
Through this rhe well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd ; 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark how the blood of Cæſar followed it ! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be refolr'd 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock*d, or no; 
For Brutus, as know, was Cxfar's J. 


this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 


\ 


Laim 


ange 
udge, oh you gods, how dearly Czfar lov'd | 


AT 1 6 
| For, when the noble Czfar faw him ſtab, 
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Ingratitude, more than traitor's arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him: then burſt his mi 
And in his mantle muffling up his face, [heart 3 
Even at the baſe of Pompey's ſtatue fell. 
(Which all the while ran blood) great 
O what a fall was there, my men 
| Then I, and you, and all of us fell 
Whilſt treaſon flouriſh'd over us. 
O now you weep: and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity; theſe are gracious drops. 
nm what, weep you, when you but 
Our Cæſar's veſture wounded ? look you here? 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you fee, by traitors. 
1 Pleb. OS 14 ! n 
2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd; revenge l 
About—ſeck—burn—fire—kill—flay ! let not a 
traitor live. 
Ant. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not 
To ſuch a fudden flood of mutiny : ¶ ftir you up 
They that have done this deed are honourableg 
And will, no doubt, with reaſons anfwer you. 
I come not, friends, to ſteal away your hearts; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is; 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man 
That loves my friend; and us ng dave (el 
That give me public leave to ſpeak of him; [ well 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action or utt'rance, nor the of ſpeech, 
To ftir mens blood; I only right on. 
I tell you that which you yourſelves do know 
Shew vou fweet Cæſar's wounds, poor, poor 
dumb mouths ! 
And bid them ſpeak for me. But were I Brutus, 
200 np mage (ve wade 0d EY 
Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 
In every w of Cztar, that ſhould moye 
The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny, 
Ceremony infincere. 
Ever note, Lucilius, 


— n—__—_— 


| P 


| When love begins to ſicken and deca , 
* 


It uſeth an enforced ceremony: 
There are no tricks ia plain and ſimp le faith; 
But hollow mea, Ike horſes hot at hand, 
Make galant ſhew and promiſe of their mettle; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 
They fall their creſt, and, like deceitful jades, 
Siuk in the trial. 


Opportunity to be ſeized on all Af airs. 


There is a tide in the affairs of men 

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all rhe voyage of their life 

Is bound in ſhallows aad in miſeries. 

On ſuch a full ſca are we now afloat : 

And we muſt rake the current when it ſerves, 
Or loſe our ventures. 


The Parting of Brutus and Caſſius. 
Bru. No, Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble 


Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a miad. But this tame day 
Muſt end that work the ides of March began: 
And, whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; 
Therefore our everlaſting farewell take; 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Caffius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we ſhall ſmile; 
If not, why thea this parting was well made. 
Caſ..For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again we'll file indeed: 
If not, tis true, this parting was well made. 
Bru. Why tien, lead on. O, that a man 
might know 
The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come 
But it ſufſiceth, that the day will end; 
And chen the end is known. 


Melancholy the Parent of Error. 


O, hateful error, melancholy's child! 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are ner? Error, ſoon conceiv'd, 


| 


| 


| 
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Thou never com'ſ unto a happy birth, 
But kill'ſt the mother that engender'd thee. 


Antony's Character of Brutus. 


This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the confpirators, fave only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Czfar : 
He only, in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixt in lum, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the world, This was a man!“ 


§ 18. KING LEAR. SHAKESPEARE, 
An alienated Child. 


LE it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dower: 
For, by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 

The myſteries of Hecate and the ni 

By all the operations of the orbs, 

From whom we do exiſt and ceaſe to be, 

Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 

Propinquity and property of blood; 

And as a ſtranger o —"—_—_— and me, 


Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous 
Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation meſſes 


To gorge his appetite, ſhall to my boſom 
Be as well neighbour'd, piticd, and reliev'd, 
As thou, my ſometime daughter. 


Baſtardy. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddeſs: to thy law 
My ſervices are bound; wherefore ſhould I 
Stand 1n the pl of cuſtom, and permit 
The courteſy of nations to deprive me, [ſhines 
For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon- 
Lag of > ms Why baſtard? Wherefore 


When my dimenſions are as well , 
My mind as gen'rous, and my ſhape as true, PE 
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As honeſt madam's iſſue? Why brand they us 
With baſe * with b:ſene(s? baſtardy t bafe, baſe! 
Who, in e lfty ftcatrh of Nature, take 

More compntitton and nerce quality 

Than doth ichn a dul. ſtale, tired bed, 

Go to creating a whole trive of fops, 

Gor tu cen atlech and wake ? 


A Father cir fing his Child, 


Hear, Nature ! 
Dear goddeſs, hear; and if thou doſt intend 
To make that creature fruitful, change thy 
purpole ; 
Pronounce upon her womb the barren curſe, 
That trom her blaſted bod never ſpr ing 
A babe to honour her; but if the muſt bring forth, 
Defeat her joy with fone 7 ted birth, 
Or monſtrous form, the prudizy o'th'tinie; 
And fo perverſe of ſpirit, that it may live 
Her torment as twas born, to fret her checks 
With conſtant tears, and wrinkle her young 
brow. 
Turn all her mother's pains to hame and ſcorn, 
That ſhe may curſe her crime tuo late, and feel 
Ho {harper than a ſerpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankleſs child 
Ingratitude in a Chile. 
Ingratitude! thou marble-hearted fiend, 


More hideous, when thou ſhew'ſft thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter. 


Flattering SycoMhants. 


That ſuch a flave as this ſhould wear a ſword, 

Who wears no honeſty : ſuch fniling rogues as, 
theſe, : 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Which are too intrice tunloote: ſoothe ev'ry 
paſſion 

That in the nature of their lords rebels: 
Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder mood; 
Renege, aflirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
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With ev'rv gale and vary of their maſters; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but foilewing. 
Plain, blunt Men. 
This is ſome fellow 


aſſect 


Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, doth 


A faucy roughnefs: and conſtrains che gab, 

Que from his nature. He can't flatter, hc,— 

An honeſt mind and plain, he muft fpcak truth; 

And they will rake it, lo; if not, he's plain. 

Thcete kind of knaves, I know, which in this 
plainneſs 

Harbour more craft, and far corrupter ends, 

Than twenty filly, ducking oblervants, 

Tt: ar ſtretch their duties nicely, 


The Faults of [:fir ily pardonable. 


Fiery ! the fiery duke! tell the hot duke, that 
No, but not v<t; way be, he is not well; 
Intirmy doch vill neglect all office, [ſelves 
Vhercto our health is bound; we're not our- 
When nature, being oppreſt, commands the 
Te ſuflor with the body, I'll forbearz; [mind 
And am fall'n out with my more hcadier will, 
To take the indifpos'd and ſickly fir 


Tie Neceſſurics of Life forv. 
O, reaſon not the need: our bateft beggars 
Are in the pooreſt things ſurerfiuous : 
Allow not nature more than rature needs, 
Nan's life is cheap as beats. 


Lear on the Ingratitude of his Dovghters, 


You fee me ere, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as age; wretched in both! 

If it be you that fiir theſe daugliters hearts 

Againſt their father, fool me not fo much 

1o bear it rameiy; touch me with noble anger: 

O let not womens weapons, water-drops, 

Staia my man's cheeks, No, you unnat'ral hags, 

I will have tuch revenges on you both, 

That all the world ſnall I will do fuck things 
P 3 What 


EE TTE - 
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What they are, yet I know not! but they ſhall be 
hm of tos enced You think I'll weep; 
No, I'll not I have full cauſe of weeping: 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws 
Or e'er I weep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. 
Cordelia on the Ingratitude of her Sifters. 
O, my dear father ! Reſtoration 
Thy medicine on my lip; and let this kiſs 
Repair thoſe violent harms that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 
Had you not been their father, thoſe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face 
To ve expos'd againſt the warring winds ? 
To ftand againſt the deep, dread bolted thunder? 
n 

quick, ligh ng? - - - 
* - - And vaſt thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with fwine and rogues forlorn, 
In ſhort and muſty ſtraw? Alack, alack 
Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at once, 
Had not concluded all. 


Scene between Lear and Cordelia. 
Cor. How does my royal Lord? how fares 


our majeſty? Ve. 
"Ie, You 22 wrong to take me 228 
Ha! is this too a world of cruelty ? 
I know my privilege : think not that I will 
Be us'd like a wretched mortal. No, 
No more of that. 
Cord. Speak to me, Sir; who am I? 
Lear. You are a foul in bliſs: but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, which my own tæars 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Cord. Sir, do you know me? [you die? 
Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know: where did 
Cord. Still, till, far wide. 
Phyſ, Madam, he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon 
more compos'd. day-hghr ! 
Lear. Where have I been! where am I? Fair 
I am mightily abus'd; I ſhould even die with pity 
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To fee another thus. I will not ſwear 
Theſe are my hands. 

Cord. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hands in bleffing over me; nay, 
You muſt kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me. 
| I am a very foolith fond old man, 

Fourſcore and upward : and, to deal plainly with 


I fre 3 aw ene in ae ret hed, [for me, 
Cord. Nay, then farewell to patience: witneſs 
Ye mi rs, I ne'er complain'd till now | 
Lear. inks I ſhould know you, and 
| know this man ; 


Yet I am doubrful, for I am mainly i | 
Ma r et FR 
Remembers not theſe garments; nor do I know 
For, as I am a man, I think that lady [me, 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cord. O my dear, dear father? [not 

Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, faith: pray 
I know I have giv'n thee cauſe, and am fo 
With croſſes fince, that I cou'd aſk [humbled 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were u — 
That thou couꝰ dſt grant it, I'm well aſſur'd 
Thou can'ft nor; therefore I do ſtand thy juſtice : 
If rhou haſt poiſon for me I will drink it, 
Bleſs thee, and die. 

Cord. © pity, Sir, a bleeding heart, and ceaſe 
This killing language. 

Lear. Tell me, friends, where am I? 


Gent. In your own ki Sir. 
Lear. Do not abuſe me, [ violence 
Gent. Be comforted, madam, for the 


Of his diſtemper's paſt: we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, till he is better ferrled. 
Will t pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer air? 


Lear 


Lear. You muſt bear with me, I am old and 
fooliſh, : 


And 
Ar 1 and 
| Talk 
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Lear to Cordelia when taken Priſoners. [ Macheth's Irreſolution. 

No, no, no, no! come, let's away to priſoa : If it were done when tis done, then twere 
We two alone will fing like birds *q ws. * It were done quickly: if thꝰaſſaſſination ſwell 
When thou doſt aſk me In kneel down, | Cuuld trammel up the conſequence, and catch 
And aſk of thee forgiveneſs : fo we'll live, With its ſurceaſe ſucceſs : that but this blow 

y and fing, and tell old tales, and Iaugh | Might be the be-all and the end-all here; 


hear poor rogues 
of court news, and we'll talk with them 


too, 
Who loſes and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And take upon's the myſtery of thi 
1 And we'll wear out 
na wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. * 


Edm. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon fuch facritices, my Cordelia, 


The Gods themſelves throw incenſe. 


SHAKESPEARE. 
Witches deſcribed. 


WHAT are theſe, 
DM So wither'd and ſo wild in their attire, 
That leok not like th'inhabitants o'th'earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you, or are you aught 
That man may queſtion? you ſeem to under- 
2 * hoppy finger layi 

each at once her c v 
Upon her ſkinny lips. — —ä— 
Aud yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are ſo. | 


Macbeth: Temper. 


Yer do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full oth' milk of human kindneſs 
To catch the neareſt way. Thou would'ſt be 


great; 
Art not without ambition; but without 
The illnefs ſhould attend it. What thou would'ſt 
highly, [falſe, 
That would'ſt thou holily ; would'ſt not play 
And yet would'ſt wrongly win. 


— —„— 
» 


- 
» — 


But here upon this bank and ſhoal of time, 

We'd jump the life to come - But, in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtruttions; which, being taught, re- 


turn 
To plague th'inventor. Even - handed juſti 
Rerurus th ingredients of our poiſon'd chali 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt: 
Firſt, as I am his Kinſman and his ſubject, 
Strong both againſt the decd: then as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murd'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myſelf. Beſides, this Dun · 


can 

Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumper-tongu'd, againſt 
The deep damnation of his taking of: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blaſt, or heaven's cherubim, hors'd 
Upon the fightlefs courſers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 

That tears ſhall drown the wind have no ſpur 
To 4 4 the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erlcaps it{clf, 

Aud falls on th'other. 


True Fortitude. 


I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more, is none. 


The Murdering Scene. Macheth alone. 


Is this a dagger which I ſee before me, [thee; 
The handlet'ward my hand ? come, let me clutch 
I have thee not, and vet I ſee thee ſtill. 

Art thou not, fatal viſion, ſenſible 
To feeling as to fight; or art thou but 
P4 A dagger 
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A of the mind, a falſe creation, 

Proceeding from the heart- oppreſſed brain? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw—— a 

Thou marſhall'ſt me the way that I was going; 

And ſuch an inftrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'th*other ſenſes, 

Or el{: worth all the reſt—1 fee thee ſtili; 

And oa thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 

Which was not fo before. — There's no ſuch 

tine 

It is the biody buſineſs which informs [world 

Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'er one half the 

Nature ſceins dead. and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd fe-p; now witchcraft celebrates 

Paic Hecate's offerings; and wither'd murder 

( Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, (pace, 

Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy 

With Tarquin's raviſhing ſtride, towards his 
de ſign, | ſet earth, 

Moves like a ghoſt. Thou found aud firm- 

Hear not my ficps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very ſtones prate of my whereabout, 

And rake the pretent horror from the time 

Which now tuits with it, — Whilſt I threat, he 
lives— [A bell rings. 

J go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Har it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. 

[Exit. 


Reflections on Life. 

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laſt fvilable of recorded time; 
And all our yefterdavs have lighted fools 
The way to ſtudy death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking thadow, a poor plaver, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 
And then is heard no more! it is a tale, 
Told by an idiot, full of found and fury, 
Signifying nothing! 
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| $ 20. OTHELLO. SHAKESPEARE. 


| Preferment. 
1 the curſe of ſervice : 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each ſecond 
| Stood heir to th firft. 
Love the ſole Motive of Othello's marrying. 
For know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Defdemona, 
I would not my unhouled fice condition 
Put into circumſcription and confinc, 
For the fea's worth. 
Othe!lo's Relation of his Courtfhip to the Senate. 
Moſt potent, grave, and reverend figniors, 
My very noble and approv'd good waiters; 
That I bare ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true, I have married her; 
The very head and front of my offending. 
Hath = _— no more. Rude am I in my 
peech, 
Aad little bleſt with the ſoft phraſe of peace; 
For fince theſe arms of mine had ſe ven years pi 
Till _— ſome nine moons waſted, they have 
us? 
Their deareft action in the tended field; 
And little of this great world can I ſpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle; 
And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe 
In ſpeaking for myſelf. Yet by your gracious 
patience, 
Iwill a round unvarnifh'd tale deliver 
Of my whole courſe of love. What drugs, what 


charms, 


þ 
* 


magye 
charg'd withal) 


(For ſuch proceeding I am 

I won his daughter with. 
Her father lov'd me, oft invited me 

Still queſtion'd me the ſtory of my life, 


Sell 1 
| — che battles, ſieges, fortunes, 


I ran 


RE, 
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T ran it through, ev'n from my boviſh Cavs, | 
To the very moment that be bade metall it: 
Wherein I ſpoke of moſt difaſtrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and ficld ; 
Of hair-breadth ſcapes i'thumminent deadly 
Of being taken by the in tolent foe breach; 


And fold to flavery ; of my redemption thence, | 
And with it all my travels hiſtory. | 


All theſe to hear 
Would Deſdemona ſeriouſly incline ; 
But ftill the houſe affairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as the could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come again, and with a greedy car 
Devour up my diſcourſe : which I obſ{crving, 
Took once a pliant izour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earucit heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parce!s the had foincrhing heard, 
But not diſtinctively ; 1 did contcat, 
And often did beguile her of her tcars, 
When I did ſpeak of tome diſtreſotful ſtroke 


That my youth ſuffer d. My ftory being done, 


She gave me for my pains a world of fighs; 

She iwore in faith, twas ſtrange, dwas paſſing 
ſtrange, a 

Tas pitiful, was wond”rous pitifu . 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it, yet ſhe wiſh'd 

That Heaven had made her ſuch a man: — the 
thank'd me, 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ftory ; 

And that would woo her. On this hint I ſpake; 

She lov'd me for the dangers I had paſt, 

And I lov'd her that ſhe did pity them. 


Jealouſy. 


Trifles, light as air, 
Are to the jealous confirmations ſtrong, 


As proofs of holy writ, 
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$ 21. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD 111. & 


SHAKESPEARE, 
Richard on his own Deformity. 


NO Mare our brows bound with victorious 
wreaths, | 

Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments : 

Our ſtern alarums chang'd ro merry mectings: 

Our drcadful marches to delightful mealurcs. 

wane = 2a war hath ſimooth'd his wrinkled 

ront ; 

And now, inſtead of mounting barbed ficeds, 

To fright the fouls of fearful adverſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber 

Taq the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute. 

But I. that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous lock ing-glaſs; 

I. that am rudely ftampt, ant want love's majeſty 

To ſtrut before a wanton, ambling nymph; 

I. that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diſſembling nature, 

Detorm'd, unfinich'd, ſent before my time 

Io this breathany world, fcarce half made up, 

And that to lamely and unfaſhionably, 

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them: 

Why I (in this meek pipirg time of peace) 

Have no dclight to pats away rhe time; 

Unlefs to fpy my fadow in the ſun,” 

And deſcant on my own dsformity. 

And therefore, ſince 4 cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain theſe tair, well-fpoken days, 

] am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle picaſures of theſe days. 

Richard”s Hypocriſy. 

But then I figh, and, with a piece of ſcripture, 
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil; 
And thus 1 clothe my acked villany 
With old odd ends, ſtol'n forth of holy writ, 
And feem a ſaint when moſt I play the devil. 


| Ps | Sorrow 
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Sorrow breaks ſeaſons and repoſing hours, 
Makes night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Greatneſs, its Cares. 

Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
And ourward honour for an inward tall ; 
And, for untelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of endleſs cares: 


So that, berween their titles and low name, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


Decett. 
Ah! that deceit ſhould ſteal ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with a virtuous vizer hide deep vice ! 
Submiſſion io Heaven our Duty. 


In common worldly things tis call'd ungrate- 
Wich dull unwillingneſs to pay a debt, ful 
Which with a bountcous hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppoſite to Heav'n; 

For ut requires the royal debr it lent you. 
The Vanity of Try fl in Man. 

O momentary of mortal men, 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 
Lives like a drunken failor on a maſt, 

Ready with every nod to tumble down 

Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 


Deſeription of the Murder of the two 
DEAR Princes in the Tower. PM 
The tyrannous and bloody act is done: 

moſt arch-deed of piteous maſſacre 

at ever yet this land was guilty of! 

and Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 

To do this piece of ruthleſs butchery, 

Albeit they were fleſht villains, bloody 

Melting with tenderneſs and mild compaſſion, 

Wept like two children in their death's fad ftory. 

© thus ( Dighton) lav the gentle babes; — 

Thus, thus (quoth Forreſt) girdling one another 
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Within their innocent alabaſter arms; 

Their lips were four red roſes on a ſtalk, 

And in their ſummer beauty kits'd each other. 

A book of pravers on their pillow lav, 

W hich ence (quoth Forreſt) almoſt chang'd my 
mind: 

Bur, oh! the devil there the villain ſtopt : 

When Dighton tlius told on e ſmothered 

The moſt repleniſh'd ſucet work of nature, 

That from che prime creation e' er the fran'd — 

Hence both are gone with conſcience and re- 


They could not ſpeak, and fo I left them both 
To bear theſe tidings to the bloody king, 
Richmond”s Prayer. 

O chou, whoſe captain I account myſelf, 

Look on my forces with a gracious eve: F 

Pur in their hands thy bruiſing irons of wrath, 

Thar they may cruſh down with a heavy fall 

Tn'uſurping helm<ts of our adverſaries! 

Make us thy minifters of chattiſement, 

| That we may praiſe thee in thy vi ' 

To thee I do commend my watchful 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes: 

Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill ! 

| Richard flarting out of his Dream. 

Give me another horſe — bind up my wounds! 

Have mercy, Jeſu—Soft! I did but dream. 

O coward conſcience! how doſt thou afflict me 

2 it not dead midnight ? 
on my trembling fleſh. 

What! do I fear myſelf: 4 


$ 22. ROMEO AND JUL.IET. 
* SHAKESPEARE, 

Love. 
PL OVE is a ſmoke rais'd with a fume of ſighs; 
Being puryg'd, a fire ſpark ling in lovers eyes 3 


Being vex'd, a fea, nounſh'd with lovers tears. 
| What 
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What is it elſe ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, 
A choaking gall, and a preſerving fweet ! 
Violent Delights not laſting. 
And in their triumph die, li aud powder 
Which as they meet conſume. 7 
Jaller Reſoluti 
O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder rower ; 
Or chain me to ſome mountain's top, 
Where roaring bears and lions roam; 
Or ſhut me nightly in a charnel-houſe; 
Or cover'd quite with dead mens rattling bones, 
With reeky ſhanks and vellow chapleſs ſkulls, 
And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud 
(Things that, to hear them nam'd, have made me 
tremble) 
And I will do it without fear or doubr, 
To live an unſtain'd wife to my fweet love. 


Feliet's Soliloquy on drinking the Potion. 
Farewell — God knows when we ſhall meet 


! 
I ive © files ee 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of life. 
I'll call them back again to comfort me, 
Nurſe—— What ſhould ſhe do here? 
My diſmal ſcene I needs muſt act alone: 
—— hat if this mixrure do not work 
at all ? 
Shall I of force be married to the Count ? 
I + —»/ <p a 
out to a A 
What if it be = paiſon, which the ies rer 
Subtly hath miniſter'd, to have me dead, 
Leſt in this tage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo ? 
I fear it is; and yet, methinks, it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill been try'd a holy man. 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 


A M 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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I wake before the time that Romeo 
| Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point ! 


Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, 


To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes 


And there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? ¶ in, 
Or, if I live, is it not very hke 

The horrible conceit of and night, 
Together with the terror of the place 
(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
Where for theſe many nds yurnd the boncs 
Of all my buried anceſtors are packt; 

Where bloody T ybalr, yet but green in earth, 
Lies feſt ring in his ſhroud; where, as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night, ſpirits reſort ) 
Alas, alas! is it not like, that I 

So early waking, what with loathſotme ſmells 
And ſhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad 
Oh ! IF I wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught 
(Invironed with all theſe hideous fears) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ſhroud 2 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 
As with a club, daſh out my defp'rate brains? 
O look; methinks, I ſee my coutin's ghoſt 
Secking out Romeo, that did fplit his body 


Upon a rapier's point '—Stay, Tybalt, ſtay ! 


Romeo, I come: this do I drink to thee. 
[ She throws herſelf on the bed. 


Romes's Deſecripiion of and Diſconrſe with the 
Apothecary. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night ; 
Let's fee for means O miſchief! thou art fwift 
To enter in the thought of deſperate men 
I do remember an 2223 
And hereabouts he dwells, whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 


Culling of fimples: meagre were his looks, 


| Sharp miſery had worn him to the bones; 


And in his needy ſhep a tortoife hung, 
An _— futFd, and other ſł ins 
0 | 
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Of ill- d fiſhes; and about his ſhelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and muſty ſeeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes, 
Were thialy fcatter'd to make up a ſhow. 
Noting this peaury, to myſelf I faid, 

And if a man did nced a poiſon now, 

Mhoſe ſale is preſent death, in Mantua 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would fel] it him. 
Oh, this fame thought did but forerun my need, 
And this fame needy man muſt fell it me. 

As I remeinber this ſhould be the houſe. 

Being holy-day, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut: 
What, ho! apothecary ! 


Enter Apothecary. 
Ap. Who calls fo loud? [ poor; 
Rom. Come hither, man; I fee that thou art 
Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have 
A dram of poiſon, ſuch ſoon- ſpeeding geer 
As will difperte itſelf through all the veins, 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead, 
And that the trunk may be diſcharg'd of breath 
As violently as haſty powder fir'd 
Porh hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 
Ap. — mortal drugs I have, but Mantua's 
aw F 
Is death to any he that utters them. [neſs, 
Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of wretched- 
And fear'ft to die? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Necd and oppreſſion ſtare within thine cyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back; 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich, 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my will, conſents. 
Rom. | pay thy poverty, and not thy will, 
Ap. Pur this in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. 


_ thy gold; worſe poiſon to 


— 
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Doing more murders in this loathſome world, 
Than theſe = compounds that thou may'ſt 
not ſel] : 
I fell thee poiſon, thou haſt fold me none 
Farewell, buy food, and get thee into fleſh. 


Romeo's laft Speech over Juliet in the Vault. 


O, my love, my wife ! 
Death, that has fuck*d the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd: beauty's enſign yet 
Is crimſon in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. 
Tybalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy bloody ſheet? 
Oh, what more favour can I do to thee 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain 
To ſunder his that was thy enemy? 
Forgive me, coufin.—Ah, dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet ſo fair? ſhall I believe 
That unſubſtantial death is amorous, 
And that the lean abhorred moniter keeps 


Thee here in dark to be his our ? 
For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee; 
And never from this dim night 


Depart again: here, here will I remain, 

With worms that are thy chambermaids : oh here 

Will I ſet up my everlaſting reſt, 

And ſhake & yoke of inaufpicious ſtars 

From = world-weary'd fleth. Eyes, look your 
alt ! 

Arms, take your laſt embrace! and lips, oh 

The doors of breath, feal with a righteous kiſs 

A datelefs bargain to engroſſing death 

Come, bitter conduct! come, unſav'ry guide! 

Thou deſp'rate pilot, now at once run on 

The daſhing rocks my fea-fick, weary bark: 


Here's to my love ! oh, true apothecary ! 
. [Drinks the poiſcn. 
Thy drugs are quick. Lende aims 


TIMON 


Boox III. 


$ 23. TIMON OF ATHENS. 
SHAKESPEARE, 
The Grace of a Cynic Philoſopher. 
PAMORTAL Gods, I crave no pelf; 
I pray for no man but mv ſelf. 
Grant I may never prove fo fond, 
To truſt man on his oath or bond : 
Or a harlot for her weeping; 
Or a dog that ſeems a-fleeping; 
Or a keeper with my freedom, 
Or my friends, if I thould need em. 
Amen, Amen; fo fall to't; 
Great men fin, and I eat root. 
A faithful Steward. 
So the gods bleſs me, 
When all our offices have been | 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept 


With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with min- 


I have retir'd me to a waſteful cock, [ ſtrelſie, 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. 
Az ainft Duelling. 
Your words have took fuch pains, as if they 
labour'd ſling 


Ho bring manſlaughter into form, ſet quarrei- 

pon the head of valour, which, indecd, 

Is valour miſhegot, and came into the world 

When ſets and factions were but newly born. 

He's truly valiant that can wiſely tuffer 

The worſt that man can breathe, aud make his 
wro [leſsly; 


His outſides, wear them like his raiment, care- 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. 
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A Friend forſaken. 

As we do turn our backs 

| From our companion thrown into his grave, 

So his familiars trom his buried fortunes 

S!\mk all away, leave their falſe vows with him, 

Like empty purſes pick'd ; and his poor telf, 

A dedicated beggar to the air, 

With his diſcate of all-fhunn'd poverty, 

| Walks, like contempt, alone. 


Or Gold. 


What is here? 
Gold ! yellow, glittering precious gold! 
No, gods, I ain no idle votariſt. 
Roots, you cicar heavens! thus much of this 
ill make 

Black white; foul, fair; wrong, right; 
Baſe, noble; old, voung; coward, valiant. 
You gods! why this? what this? you gods? 

why this [ ſides? 
Will lug your prieſts and ſervants from your 
Pluck ſtout mens pillows from below their heads. 
This vellow flave 
Will knit and break religions; bleſs taccurs'd; 
Make the hoar leproſy acdor'd; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation 
W uh fenators on the bench: this is it 
That makes the waped widow wed again; 
She, whom the ſpittle-houſe and ulcerous fores 
Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 
To th' April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankiud, that putt'ſt 
odds 


Among the rout of nations, I will make thee - 


Do thy right nature. 
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DETACHED SCENES AND PASSAGES 


FROM VARIOUS DRAMATIC WRITERS. 


$ 24. From Addiſon's Cato. 
Crto ſolus, fitting in a thoughtful Poflure : in 
= — Plato's Book on the Immortality of the 


— on the Tabie by him. 
II muſt be ſo Plato, thou reaſon'ſt well 


Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond deſire, 


This longing after unmortality ? 

Or whence this ſecret dread and inward horror 

Of falling into nought > Why thriaks the foul 

Back on Rerfett and ſtartles at deſtruction ? 

*Tis the divinity that ſtirs within us; 

Tis Heav'n itſelf that points out an hereafter, 

And intimares eternity to man: 

Erernity ! thou pleaſing, drcadful thought ! 

Through what variety of untry'd being, 

Through what new ſcenes and changes muſt we 
f 


paſs a 
The wide, th unbounded proſpect lies befoie me; 
But ſhadows, clouds, and darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a Power above 
And that there is all nature cries aloud 
2 he muſt delight in vir- 


rue; 
And that which he delights in muſt be happy. 
» or where — This world was made for 


Tu weary of j is muſt end em. 
[Laying his hand on his feoord. 
"Thus am I doubly arm's: my death and life, 


My.bane and antidote, are both before me. 
is in a moment brings me to an end; 


But this informs me I never dic. 


; 


| 


The ſoul, ſecur'd in her exiſtence, ſmiles 

At the drawa dagger, and deſies its point. 

The ſtars ſhall fade away, the fun himſelf 
Grow dim with age, and nature ſink in ears, 
But thou ſhalt flourrſh in immortal y 

Unhurt amidſt the war of elements, 

The wreck of matter, and the cruſh of worlds. 
What means this heavineſs that hangs upon me ? 
This lethargy that creeps through all my ſenſes? 
Nature opprefs'd, and harrafs'd out with care, 
Sinks down to reſt. This once I'll favour her, 
That my awaken'd foul may take her flight, 
Renew'd iu all her ſtrength, and freſh with life, 
An off ring fit for Heav'n. Let guilt or fcar 
Diſturb man's reſt, Cato knows neither of em; 
Indiff'rent in his choice to fleep or die. 


Enter Portius. 


Were nut my orders that I would be private? 
Why am I difobey'sd* 
Pur. Alas, my father! 
What means this ſword, this inftrument of death ? 
Let me convey it hence. 
Cato. Rath youth, forbear 
Por. Oh, let the pray'rs, th'intreaties of your 
friends, [ you | 
Their tears, their common danger, wreſt it from 
Cato. Would'ſ thou betray me? Would ſt thou 
give me up, 
A ſlave, a captive into Czfar's hands? 
Retirc, and lcarn obedience to a father, 
Or know, VOung man 
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Por Look not thus fternly on me; 
You know I'd rather die than difobey you. 
Cato. Fis well! again I'm mefter of myſelf. 
Now, Cæſar, let thy troops beſet our gates, 
And bar each avenue; thy gathering fleets 
O'erſpread the fea, anu ſtop up ev'ry port; 
Cato thall open himſelf a paſſage, 
And mock thy h 
Por. O Sir, for ve ſon, 
Whoſe grief hang heavy on him. O my father! 
How am | ſure it is not rhe laſt time 
I &er thall call you fo! Be not difpleas'd, 
Oh, be not angry with me whilſt I weep, 
And, in the anguiſh of my heart, beſcech you 
To quit the dreadful purpole of your foul ! 
Cato. Thou haſt been ever good and dutiful. 
[ Embracing him. 
Weep not, my fon, all will be well again; 
The * gods, — whom I have ſought to 
eaſe, 
Will — Cato, and preſerve his children. 
Por. Vour words give comfort to my droop- 
ing heart. duct; 
Cato. Portius, thou may'ft rely upon my con- 
Thy father will not act what mi ſbecomes him. 
But go, my fon, and fee if a be wanting 
Among thy father's frien · ls; fee them embark'd, 
And tell me if the winds and feas befricnd them. 
wa Ar codes. ate down with care, and 


The foft refreſhment of a moment*s ſleep. ¶ Exit. 
Por. My thoughts are more at caſe, my heart 
revives. | | 
} Euter Marcia. 
O Marcia, O my fiſter, ſtill there's hope ! 
Our father will not caſt away a life 


So needful to us all, and to his country. 
He is retir'd to reſt, and ſeems to cheriſh 


Thoughts full of peace. He has dilpatch'd me | 


With orders that beſpeak a mind compos'd, 
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And ſtudious for the ſafety of his friends. 
—— oca er atnanate: — 5 

it. 
Mar. 2 immortal powers, that 2 the 


juſt, 

Watch round his couch, and ſoften his repoſe, 

Baniſh his forrows and becalm his foul 

| With caſy dreams: remember all his virtues? 

And ſhew mankind that goodneſs is your care. 

Enter Luc ia. 

Lucia. Where is your father, Marcia? where 


is Cato? 
Mar. Lucia, ſpeak low, he is retir d to reſt. 
Lucia, I feel a gentle dawning bope 

Riſe in my foul. We ſhall be happy ftill. 
Luc. Alas! I tremble when I think on Cato; 
| In every view, in every thought, I tremble! 
Cato is ſtern and awful as a god; 
| He knows not how to wink at human frailty, 

Or pardon weakneſs that he never felt. 

Mar. Though ftern and awful to the foes of 
He is all goodneſs, Lucia, always mild, [ Rome, 
Compaſſionate, and gentle to his friends. 

Fill'd with domeſtic tenderneſs, the beſt, 

The kindeſt father I have ever found bim; 

| Eaſy and and bounteous to my wiſhes. 
Luc. Tis his conſent alone can make us bleis d. 
Marcia, we are both equally involv'd 

| In the fame intricate, perplex'd, diſtreſs. 

The cruel hand of Fate, that has deſtroy'd 

Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament — 


Mar. . fog 
e now I 


Looſe of my vow. But who knows Cato's 


thoughts ? 
Who knows how yet he may diſpoſe of Portius, 
Or how he has determin'd of thyſelf? 
Mar. Let him but live, — commit the reſt to 
| Hcav'n. 5 


| 


Artony 


- | 


| 
| 


— 


: 
, 
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$ 25. Antony and Ventidins. DRYDEN. 
Aut. THEY tell me, tis my birth-day; and 

Ill keep it 
With double pomp of ſadneſs. 
"Tis what the day deſerves which gave me breath. 
Why was I rais'd the meteor of the world, 
Hung in the ſkies, and blazing as I travell'd, 
Till all my fires were ſpent, and then caſt down- 
To be trod out by Czfar ? { wards 
Vent. | Afide.] On my foul 
*Tis mournful, u ond'rous mournful ? 
Ant. Count thy gains, 
Now, Antony, would'ſt thou be born for this? 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has ſtarv'd thy wanting age. 
Vent. [Alle.] How forrow ſhakes him! 
So, now the tempeſt tcars him up by tl roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin, 
Ant. Hiding thrown himſelf down.) Lie 
there, thou ſhadow of au emperor; 
The place thou preſſeſt on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire now: now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, and then't will be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold aſhes : then Octavia 
(For Cleopatra will not live to ſee it) 
Octavio rhen will have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow'd hand to Cæſar. 
Czſar will weep, the crocodile will weep, 
To fee his rival of the univerſe ſont. 
Lie ſtill and peaceful there. I'll think no more 
Give me ſome muſic ; look that it be fad. 
Tul footh my melancholy, till 1 ſwell 
And burſt myſelf with ſighing 
*Tis ſomewhat to my humour. Stav, I fancy 
Pm now turu'd wild, a commoner of nature; 
Of all forſaken, and forſaking all; 
Live in à ſhady foreſts ſylvan ſcene, 


Stretch'd at my length beneath ſome blaſted oak, 


I lean my head upon the moſſy bark, 
And look juſt of a piece; as I grew from it: 
My uncomb'd locks, matted hike miſletoe, 


- 
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hoary face; a murmuring brook 


Runs at my 
Vent. Methinks I fancy 
My ſelf there too. 
Ant. The herd come jumping by me, 
And, fearleſs quench their thirſt, while I look on, 
And take me for their fellow - citizen. 
More of this image, more; it lulls my its, 
Vent. I muſt diſturb him. I can hold no 
longer. [Stands before him, 
Ant. | Starting up.] Art thou Ventiduus ? 
Vent. Are you Antony? 
I'm liker what I was, than you to him 
I left you laſt. 
Ant. I'm angry. 
Vent. So am 
Ant. I would be private. Leave me. 
Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 
Ant. Will not leave me ? 
Where have you learnt that anſwer? Who am T? 
Vent. My emperor; the man I love next Heay'n. 
If I faid more, I think 'twere ſcarce a fin; 
You're all that's good and god-like. 
Ant. All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me then? 
Vent. Twas too prefuming 
To fay I would not: but I dare not leave you; 
And *tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So ſoon, when I fo far have come to fee you. 
Ant. Now thou haft ſeen me, art thou ſatisfy d? 
For, if a friend, thou haſt beheld enough ; 
And, if a foe, too much. 
Vent. Look, emperor, this is no common dew, 
I have not wept theſe forty years ; but now 
My mother comes afreſh into my eyes ; 


rops 
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop'em Ventidius, 


Or I ſhall bluſh to death they ſet my ſhame, 
That caus'd'em, full before me. * 


II. 


Book III. 


Vent. II do my beſt. friends; 

Ant. Sure there's contagion in the tears of 
See, I have caught it roo, Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs. but thine—Nay, farther— 

Vent. Emperor ' 

Ant. Emperor | Why that's the ftvle of victory, 
The conquering foldicr, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his general to: Hut never more 
Shall that found reach my ears. 

Vent. I warrant vou. 

Ant. Actium, Actium! Oh 

Vent. It fits o ncat you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies; a lump of lead by day; 
And in mv ſhort, diſtracted. nightly flumvers, 
The hag that rides my dreams— 

Fent. Out with t; give it vent. 

Ant. Urge not my — 

I loſt a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done ſthou thinkꝰſt; 

Ant. Thou favour'ſt me, and ſpeak'ſt not half 
For Julius fought it out, and loft it fairly: 

But Antony— N 

Jeut. Nav, ſtop not. 

Aut. Antony 
(Well, thou wilt have it) like a coward, fled, 
Fled while his foldiers fought; fled firſt, Ven- 

tichus. 
Thou long' to curſe me, and I give thee leave. 
I know thou cam'ſt prepar'd to rail. | 

Vent. I did. tidius. 

Art Ii heip thee—I have been a man, Ven- 

Font. Vs, and a brave ont; but 

Ant. I know thy meaaing. 

But I have loſt my rcaton, have diſgrac'd 

The nen - of ſoldier with inglorious eaſe. 

In the un vintage of mv flowins honours, 

Sat ſtill. and faw it preſt by-other han ls. 
Fortune came tmiling t my yourh and woo'd it; 
And purple greatnets met my ripen'd years. 
When firſt i came to empire, I was borne 

On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs; 


The with of nations, and the willing world 
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Receiv'd me as its pledge of future 
I was {© great, fo happy, fo betov'd, 
Fate could not ruin me; till I took pains, 
And work'd againft my fortune, chid her | 
An! turn'd her loofe + yet ſtill ſhe came again. 
My careleſs days and my luxurious nights, 
At leugth have wearted her, and now the's gone, 
Gone, gone divorc'd for ever. Help me, foidier, 
To curſe this madman, this induſtrious fool, 
Who labour'd to be wretched. Pr'ythee, curſe me. 
Vent. No. 
Ant. Why? : 
Vent. Y ou are too ſenſible already linge 
Of what vou've done; too conſcious of your fail- 
And like a ſcorpion, whipt by others firſt 
To furv, ſting vourſelf in mad revenge. 
I would bring balm, and pourit in your wounds, 
Cure vour diſtemper'd mind, and heal your for- 
Aut. I know thou would'ft. | runes. 
Fen. Þ will. 
Art. Ha, ha, bat 
Vent. You laugh. 
Ant. I do, to tec officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 
Font. Lou would be loſt then? 
Ant. I am. 
Vent. I tay you are not. Try your fortune. 
Aut., I have to th'utmoſt. Doſt thou think me 
deſperate | 
Wichout jutt cauſe? No, when I found all bf 
Bevond repair, I hid me from the world, 
And learnt to ſcorn it here; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 


mes 


The cott of keeping. 


$ 49%. $4aftian and Dorax. DRYDEN. 


Re-enter Dorax, having taken off his Turbaw 
and put 6 an European Habit. 
Dor. NO do you know me? 
Seb. Thou ſhould'ſt be Alonzo. 
Der. So you ſhould be Sebaſtian; =Y 


ſcarce believe mine eyes. 
ſtrange to find me where my 


our s 
Beware, I warn thee yet to tell thy griefs 
Tn rerms becoming majeſty to hear: 


d even me, thy prince [reward, 
; And well I might, when you forgee 


I muft and will reproach thee with my ſervice, 
Tyran (it irks me ſo to call my prince); 
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[ 


Tr unwilling word; and, grating as it is, 
Take it, for 'tis thy due. ; 

Seb. How, tyrant ! 

Dor. Tyrant! 

Seb. Traitor: that name thou canſt not 
That robe of infamy, that circumcifion ¶ back: 
HI hid beneath that robe, proclaim thee traitor: 
—— be, tis Renegade. 

traitor be, tis 

Der. If I'm a traitor, think and bluſh, thou 
Whoſe injuries betray'd me into treaſon, [ryrant, 


Effac'd , unhing'd my faith, 
And hurry'd me he office's wo hell: 
All theſe, and all my yer-unfiniſh'd crimes, 
When I ſhall rife to before the ſaints, 
I charge on thee to make thy damning ſure. 
Seb. Thy old pre ſumptuous arrogance again, 
That bred my — — — 
Once more be warn d, and me for thy king. 
Dor. Too well I know thee, but for king no 
This is not Liſbon, nor the circle this more: 
Where, like a ſtatue, thou haſt ſtood beſieg d 
By ſycophants and fools, the of courts ; 
Where thy gull'd in all the gaudy round, 
Mer nothing but a lye in every face; | 
And the groſs flattery of a gaping crowd, 
Envious who firſt ſhould catch, and firſt 
The ſtuff or royal nonſenſe. When I e, 
My honeſt homely words were _— cen- 
For want of courtly ſtile; related acti ſur d, 
Though modeſtly reported, paſs d for : 
Secure of merit, if I aſk'd reward, vaded, 
Thy hungry mmions thought their rights in- 
And the bread fnatch'd from pimps and para- 
Henriquez anſwer'd with a ready lye \ fates, 


To fave his king's, the boon was begg d before. 
Seb. What fay'ft thou of Henriquez ? Now, 
by Heav'n, | 


Thou movſt me more by barely naming him, 
Than all thy foul namanaer'dfeuril u, 
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Dor. And therefore twas to gall thee, that | 
I nam'd him, [imile; 
That thing, that nothing, but a cringe and 
That woman, but more daub'd; or, if a man, 
Corrupted to a woman; thy man- miſtreſs. 


Dor. Yes; full as falſe 
As that I ferv'd thee fifteen hard campaigns, 
And pitch'd thy ſtandard in thoſe foreign fields: 
By me thy greatneſs grew, thy years grew with it; 
1 CC # mn firſt, 
Seb. I to what tendꝰſt; but me 
If thoſe great acts were done alone for me; 
. If love produc'd not ſome, and pride the reſt? 
* 1 


But all ch' advantage of that love was thine: 
n, ö fraughted back, in either hand 
Ng, I m and olive, victory and peace, 
ag. Ten ard d to aſk my own 
no — — — ret dy 
e: y malice had prevention ere I ſpoke; 
And aſk'd me Violante for Henriquez. x 
; Seb. I meant thee a reward of greater worth. 
Der. 1 ice wanted, could reward be 
2 


Could the robb' d paſſenger expect a 
d firipp'd him 
? 
I Seb. He had my promiſe ere I knew thy love. 
1, Dor. My ſervices deſerv'd thou ſhould'ſt re- 
, 
* 


voke it. 

Kö. Thy infolence had cancell'd all ſer 
To violate my laws, even in my court, vice; 
Sacred to peace, and ſafe from all affronts; 
Ev'n to my face, and done in my deſpite, 

Under the wing of awful majeſty 
[facred, 


: To ſtrike the man I lov'd ! 


Dor. Ev'n in the face of heaven, a place more 
Would I have firuck the man who, prompt by 
power, 
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Kö. All falſe as hell, or thou. | 


The haſty product of a juſt ir, 

When he refus'd to meet me in the feld, ſown? 

That thou thould'it make a coward's cauſe thy 
Seb. He durſt: nay, more, defir'd and begg d 

with tears, 

To meet thy challenge fairly : *twas thy fault 

| To make it public ; but my duty then 

To interpole 1 5 

ds. 


He thould have difobey'd. ſme: 
| Seb. The indiguity thou did'ſt was meant to 
Thy gloom eyes were caſt on me with ſcorn, 
As who ould fav, the blow was there intended; 


1 durſi not think that T was ſpurn'd, and live 
| And live to hcar it boaſted to my face; 

- oak flnng Seen wet Tower br yes 

| Heap'd up in youth, and hoarded up for age: 


Ha Honour's fountain then fack's back the 


| He has; and hooting-boys may dry-ſhod paſs, 
| And gather pebbles from the naked ford. = 
Give me my love, my honour ; give them back— 
| Give me revenge while I have breath to aſk it— 
| $5. Now by this honour'd order which I 
wear, (= 

Mare gladly would I give, than thou dar'kt aſk 
| Nor ſhall the ſacred character of king 

Be ury'd to thield me from thy bold appeal. 
If I have injur'd thee, that makes us equal: 
The wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee. 
But thou haſt charg'd me with ingratitude ; 


- was  - 
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Dor. Thou know'ſt I have: 
If thou diſown'ſt that imputation, draw, 
And prove my charge a lye. [draw : 
Seb. No; to diſprove that lye, I muſt not 
Be conſcious to thy worth, and tell thy foul 
What thou haſt done this day in my defeace : 
To fight thee after this, what were it elſe 
Than owning that ingratitude thou urg'ht ? 
That iſthmus ſtands between two ruſhing ſeas ; 
Which mounting, view each other from afar, 
And firive in vain to meet, 
Dor. I'!1 cut that iſthmus: 
Thou knou ' ſt I meant not to preſerve thy life, 
But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 
I fav'd thee out of honourable malice : [not : 
Now draw ; I ſhould be loth to think thou dar'k 
Beware of ſuch another vile excuſe. 
Seh. Oh, patience Heav'n! 
Dor. Beware of patience too : 
That's a ſuſpicious word : it kad bzen proper 
Before thy foot had ſpurn d me; now *tis baſe : 
Vet to diſarm thee of thy laſt defence, 
I have thy oath for my ſecurity : 
The only boon I begg'd was this fair combat : 
Fight or be perjur'd now; that's all thy choice. 
Seb. Now can I thank thee as thou would'ſt 
be thank'd: (Drawing. 
Never was vow of honour better paid, 
If my true ſword but hold, than this ſhall be. 
The ſprightly bridegroom on his vedding-night, 
— e gladlv enters not the liſts of love. 


| 


hy tis enjoyment to be ſummon'd thus. 
Go; bear my meſſage to Henriguez” ghoſt ; 
And fay his maſter and his fricad reveng'd him. 
Dor. His ghoſt! then is my hated rival dead? 
Seb. The queſtion is beſide our preſent pur- 
Thou fee*ſt me ready; we delay too long. [ poſe; 
Dar. A minute is not much in either's life 
When there's but one betwixt us; throw it in, 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 
— 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Book III. 


$ 25. Therdoſins and Marcian. LEE. 


Tlieo. HA! what rafh thing art thou, who ſett'ſt 
H ſo fmall 
A value on thy life, thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal orders I have giv'n, 
T hus to entrench on Cæſar's folitude, 
And urge me to thy ruin! 
Mar. Mighty Cziar, 
I have trantgrets'd; and for my pardon bow 
To thee, as to the gods, when I oftend : 
Nor can I doubt your mercy, when you know 
The nature of my crime. I am commiſſion'd 
From all the earth to give thee thanks and prailes, 
Thou darling of mankind! whoſe conqu' ring 
Already drown the glory of great Julius; | arris 
Whoſe deeper reach ia laws and policy 
Makes wife Auguſtus envy thee in beav'n ! 
What mean the fates by ſuch prodigious virtue, 
When ſcarce the manly down yet ſhades thy faces 
With conqueſts thus to over-run the world, 
And make barbarians tremble? O ye gods! 
Should deftiny now end thee in the bloom, 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 
Of lov'd Germanicus; thy funerals, 
Like his, are folemniz'd with tcars and blood. 
Theo, How, Marcian! 
Mar. Yes, the raging multitude, 
Like torrents, ſet no bound to their mad grief; 
Shave their wives heads, and tear off their own 
hair: 
Wich wild deſpair they bring their infants out, 
To brawl their parents forrow in the ftreets. 
Trade is no more, all courts of juiticc ſtopt; 
With ſtones theydali thewindows of their teinples, 
Pull down their altars; break their houtchold 
And ſtill the univerſal groan is this, [ gods; 
| © Conftantinople's loft, our empire's rum'd ; 
| Since he is gone, that father of his couatry, 
Since he is dead, O life, where is thy pleature ? 
O Rome, Oconquer'd world, where is thy glory?“ 
| ith, 


ctt' 
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Theo. I know thee well, thy cuſtom and thy 
manners. 

ou didſt upbraid me: but no more of this, 

Not for thy life 
Mar. What's life without my honour ? 

Could you transform yourſelf into a Gorgon, 

Or make that beardleis face like Jupiter's, 

{ would be heard in ſpite of all your thunder. 

O pow'r of guilt! you fear to ſtand the teſt 

Which virtue brings; like ſores your vices 

ſhak 


e 
Before this Roman healer. But, by the gods, 
Before I go, Fl rip the malady, 
And let the venom flow before your eyes. 
This is a debt to the great Theodotius, 
The grandfather of your illuſtrious blood: 
And then farewell for ever. 
Theo. Preſuming Marcian ! 
What canſt thou urge againſt my innocence ? 
Throꝰ the whole courle of all my harmleſs youth, 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked act which I have done to ſhame me. 
Mar. This may be true: yet if you give the 


{wa 
To other hands, and your poor ſubjeCts ſuffer, 
Your negli to them is as the cauſe. 


O Theodohus, credit me, who know 

The world, and hear how ſoldiers cenſure kings. 

In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, 

Your me warriors will be fcorn'd ; 

As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd; 

They will deſpiſe your ſloth and backward eaſe 

More than they hate the others cruelty. 

And what a thing, ye | cap is ſcorn or pity ! 

Heap on me, Heav'n, the hate of all mankind; 

Load me with malice, envy, deteſtation, 

Let me be horrid to all I 

And the world ſhun me, fo I ſcape but fcorn. 
Theo. Pr'ythee no more. [ ſons, 

oo "Nav, when the legions make compari- 

Ou 's inſurrection, for revenge, 


nd lay, Thus cruel Nero once refolv'd 
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To give all France as plunder to the army; 

To poiſon the whole ſenate at a feaſt ; 

To burn the city, turn the wild beaſts our, 
Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude ; 

That fo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the fire, 
He might at once deftroy rebellious Rome 

Tie, O cruelty ! Why tell'i thou me of this? 
Am I of ſuch a barb'rous bloody temper ? 

_—_—_ tome will ſay this ſhew'4 he had a 

pirit, 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, . 
That ſavour'd of a Roman: but for you, 
Wh it can your partial ſvcophants invent, 
To make you room ai the emperors ? 
Whoſe urmoſt is the ſinalleſt part of Nero; 
A pretty player, one that can acł a hero, 
And never be one. O y' immortal gods, 
Is this the old Czfarian majefty ? 
Now, in the name of our great Romulus 
Why fing you not, and fiddle too, as he did? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phonaſcus, 
One to take care of your celeſtial voice ? 
Lie on your back, my lord, and on your ſtomach 
Lay a thin plate of lead; abftain from fruits; 
And when the buſineſs of the ſtage is done, 
Retire with your looſe friends to coftly 
While the lean ariny groans upon the ground. 

Theo, Leave me, Lis , leſt I chaſtiſe thee; 
Hence, be yone, I fay— 

Mar. Not till you have heard me out. 
Build too, like him, a palace lin'd with gold, 
As long and large as that of th*Efquiline : 
Incloſe a pool too in it, like the fea, 

And at the empire's coft let navies meet : 
Adorn your ftarry chambers too with gems; 
Contrive the plated cielinys to turn round, 
With pipes to caſt ambroiian oils upon you: 
Confume with this prodigious vanity, 

In mere perfumes and odorous diſtiſlations, 
Of ſeſterces at once four hundred millions: 
Let naked virgins wait you at your table, 


And wanton Cupids dance and clap their wings. 
| No 


> — 
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hat becomes of the To and deliberated not, 

So ther pe — the drudgery "hey are fr or, Nor paws x perl, bor bumanely brave, 
ſtarve w ought on againſt odds. 

tins — ike eh — Have you = race of dim whe we oak 


Ey Theœodoſius“ hand. 
¶ Marcian diſarms him, but is wounded. 


$ 26. Lady Randelph, Lord Randolph, and Young 
Norwul, not known at the time to be Lady RA. 


dolph*s Son. Home. 
Lady Ran. NN fares my lord? 
Lord Ran. Thar it fares well, thanks to this 


gallant youth, 

Whote valour {av'd me from a wretched death. 
As down the winding dale I walk'd alone, 
At the crofs way four arm'd men attack'd me; 
OS Linde ban the feantions camp, low, 
Who would have quickly laid lord Randolph 
Had not this brave and ſtranger come, 
Like my angel, in the hour of fate, 
And, mocking danger, made my foes his own. 
They turn'd upon him: but his active arm 
Struck to the from whence they roſe no 
The fierceſt two; the others fled amain, { more, 
And left him maſter of the bloody field. 
Speak, lady Randolph; upon beauty's tongue 
Dwell accents pleaſing to the brave and bold. 
Speak, noble dame, and thank him for thy Lord. 

Lady Ran. My Lord, I cannot ſbeak what 

now 1 feel. 

My heart o'erflows with gratitude to Heav'n 
Aud to thus noble youth, who, all unknown 


| An 


thank? 


Whom call the ſaviour of Lord life > 
Lor Ran. I aſk'd that queſtion, he an · 
| ſwer d not: 
Zut I muſt know who my deliverer is. 


To the ranger. 

W 
Who nought can hoaft but his defire to be 

A 

| Lord Ran. Whoc'er thou art, thy fpirit is 

thy ſpirit 

By the great King of kings; thou art ordain'd 

And ftamp'd a hero by the ſovereign hand 

Of nature ! Bluſh not, flower of modefty, 

As well as valour, to declare thy birth. [hills 
Norv. My name is Norval; on the Grampian 

My father feeds bis flocks ; a frugal fwain, 

| Whoſe conſtant cares were to increaſe his ftore, 

And keep his only fon, myſelf, at home. 

For I had heard of battles, and I long'd 

To follow to the field fome warlike lord ; 

And Hcav'n foon what my fire deny'd. 

e round as my 

Had nor yet fill'd her horns, when, by her light, 

A band of fierce barbarians, from the hills, 

Ruſh'd like a torcent down the vale, 

| Sweeping our flocks and 'The 

For latety, and for ſuccour. I alone, [ fled 
With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 

Hover d about the enemy, and mark'd 

The road he took: then haſted to my friends; 

| Whom, u ith a troop of fifty choſen men, 

I met advan the purſuit I led, 

Till we o'ertook the ſpoil-encumber'd foe. 

Bas - - and conquer'd. Ere a ſword was 
wn, 


arrov from my bow had picrc'd their chief, 


-_ 
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Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 

R ing home in triumph, I difdain'd 

The rd's flothful life; and having heard 

That our king had fummon'd his bold pecrs 

To lead their warriors to the Carron fide, 

| lefe my tarher's houſe, and rook with me 

A choſen ſervant to conduct my ſte 

Yon trembling coward, who forſook his maſter. 

Journeying with this intent, I paſt theſe towers, 

And, heaven-directed, came this day ro do 

The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 
Lord Ran. He is as wiſe as brave: was ever 

With fuch a gallant modeſty rehcars'd? I tale 

My brave dehiv'rer ! thou ſhalt enter now 

A nobler lift, and, in a monarch's fight, 

Contend with princes for the prize of fame. 

I will preſent thee tu our Scottiſiu king, 

Whote valiant ſpirit ever valour lov'd, 

Ha ' my Matilda wherefore ſtarts that tear? 
Lady Ran. I cannot fay ; for various affec- 


tions, 
And ſtrangel in my boſom ſwell: 
Yet each of may well command a tear. 


I joy that thou art fafe; and I admire | fatety; 
Him and his fortunes, who hath wrought thy 
Yea, as my mind with thine his own. 
Obſcure and frien eſs, he the army fought; 
Bent upon in the of death 

Refolv'd to hunt for fame, and with his ſword 
To gain diſtinction which his birth deny'd. 
EN —— might have pe- 


And = with all his valour, but oblivion. 
Now grac'd by thee, his virtue ſerves no more 
Beneath deſpair. The ſoldier now of hope, 
He ſtands ; fame _ t renown 
Are within the cc his ſword. 
On this my mind reflected whilſt you ſpoke, 
And bleſs d the wonder-working handof Heaven. 
Lord Ran. Pious and ul ever = thy 
W ay. 


thoughts 
My dueds thall follow where thou puiar'lt the 


DRAMA TIC, 


| 
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Next to myſelf, and equal to Glenal von, 

In honour and command fhall Norval be. 
* I know not how to thank you: rude 

am 

In fpeech and manners: never till this hour 

Stood I in ſuch a preſence : yet, my lord, 

OY UNY © By WA INT FR 
me 

To fay, that Norval nc'er will ſhame thy favour. 


Thou ſhalt be 
My knighr ; and ever as thou didſt ro-day, 
With happy vilour the life of Randolph. 
Lord Ran. Well hat thou ſpoke. Let me 
forbid reply. TY Nor val. 
We are thy debtors ſtill ; thy high deſert 
O' ertops our gratitude. I muſt proceed, 


As was at firſt intended, to the camp; 
Some of my train, I fee, are ing hither, 
Impaticnt, doubtleſs, of their lord's delay. 
Go with thee, Norval, and thine eyes ſhall fee 
The choſen warriors of thy native land, 
Who languiſh for the fight, and beat the air 
With brandiſh'd fwords. 

Norv. Let us be gone, my lord. 


| $ 27%. Dung Narval informs Lord Randolþk 
| N 


the Art of War. Honk. 
| RENEATH a mountzam's brow, the moſt re- 
| Aud innaccedible, by ſhepherds nac. { mote 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, 

| 
| 
| 


A hermit liv'd; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring 
Auſtere and lonely, cruel to himſelf, 
Did they report ham; the cold earth his bed, 
Water his drink, his food the the alms. 

I went to fec him, and my heart was touch'd 

| With reverence aud with pity. Mild he ſpake, 
And, ent'ring on ditcourſe, fuch ſtories told, 


ſwains. 


| As made me oft reviſit his lad cell. 
For 


Lay Ran. I will be ſworn thou wilt not. 


| 
| 
| 
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And fought in famous battles, when the peers | 

Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 

22 th'uſurping Infidel dilplay'd 

The croſs of Chriſt, and won the Holy Land. 

Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire [ thake 

His ſpeech ſtruck from me, the old man would 

His vears away, and act his young encounters : 

Then, having ſhew'd his wounds, he'd fit him 
down, . 

And all the live-long day diſcourſe of war. 

To help my fancy, in the ſmooth green turf 

He cut the figures of the mar{kall'd hoſts ; 

Deſcrib'd the motions, and explain'd rhe uſe 

Of the deep column, and the length: line 

The ſquare, the creſcent, and tac phalanx hirm. 

For all that Saracen or Chrittian knew 

Of war's vaſt art, was to this hermit known. 

—— Unhappy man! 

Returning homewards by Meflina's port, 

Loaded with wealth aud honours bravely won, 


A rude and boiſt'rous captain of the ica 


Faſten'd a quarrel on him. Fierce they fought; 
The ſtranger fell, and, with his dv ing breath, 
Declar'd his name and linzage. Mighty God! 
The ſoldier crv'd, my brother ' Ou my brother! 
They exchang'd forgivencts : 

And happy, in my mind, was he that dy'd; 
For many deaths has the Jurvivor ſuffer'd. 

In the wild defart on a rock he firs, 

Upon ſome namelefs ftream's untrodden banks, 
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate. 

Ae times, alas! not in his perfect mind ! 


Holds dialogues with his lov'd brother's ghoſt; 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, &c. Book III. 
For he had been 2 foldicr in his youth; 


And oft each night forſakes his ſullen couch, 
To make fad oxiſons for him he flew. 


$ 28. Donglas's Seliloguy in the Wood, waiting 
for Lady Randolph, after he was known to be 
hor Son. Home, 
i by. is the place, the centre of the grove. 
Here ftands the oak, the monarch of the 
wood, | 
How ſweet and flemn is this midnight ſcene ! 
The ſilver moon unclouded, holds her wa 
Thro' ſkies, where I could count each little ſtar, 
The fanning welt wind ſcarecly ftirs the leaves; 
The river rutning o'er its pebbled bed, 
Im poſcs ſilence with a ſtilly found. 
In ſuch a place as this, at ſuch an hour, 
If anceſtry can be in aught believ'd, 
Deſcending ſpirits have convers'd with man, 
And told tae ſecrets of the world unknown. 


Eventful day! how haſt thou chang'd my ſtate 
Once on the cold, and wiater-ſhaded fide 

Of a bleak hill, miſchance had rooted me, 
Never to thrive, child of another foil : 
Tranſplanted now to the gay funny vale, 

Like the green thorn of May, my fortune flowers. 
Ye glorious ſtars high heav*n's reſplendent hoſt ! 
Do whom [I oft have of my lot cemplain'd, 


| Hear and record my ſoul's unalter d wiſh! 


cad or alive, let me but be renown'd ! 

May Heav'n inſpire fome ficrce gigantic Dane 
To give a boid defiance to our hoſt ! 

Before he ſpeaks it out, I will accept: 

Like DouGLas conquer, or like DOUGLas die. 


END OF BOOK THIRD 
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BOOK FOURTH. 
1 HUMOUROUS AND ENTERTAINING EPI GRAM S, SONGS, 
AND LUDICROUS PIECES. | 
; 
80 ſhall thy father Homer ſmele to f. 
11 , $ 2. S nh Fun | Hts — — late; and bad fo Thee. 
Ada ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, — — | 
So wit is by politencſo ſharpeſt ſet; $ 3. Under the Print of Tom Briton, the Muff. of 
Their want of edge from their offcnce is ſcen ; Small-coal Max. HCGUES. | 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. THO mean thy rank, yet in thy humble cell 
— pe i.e" Us _ _ 14 5 dwell; | 
. 8 7 'd, thither led bis train, 
ie. $ 2. WW — 1 Tay And — warbled in ner ſw t eteſt — N 


; ; | Cyllenius fo, as fables tell, and Jore, 1 
0 THOU, who with a happy genius born, Came willing gueſts to goor Philemon's grove. 
Can'ſt tuneful verſe in flowing numbers turn, | Let uſeleſs pomp behoid, and biuſh to Gad | 
Crown'd on thy Windfor's plains wich early bays, So low a ſtation, ſuch a liL'ral mind. 
Be early wiſe, nor truſt to barren praiſe; — 
* was 2 — ſung Achilles“ rage, 84. | 
ung, aud begy'd, and curs'd th'ungiving Hinſpiring muſes, and the God of leave. | 
If Britain his tranſlated ſong would hear, | age: T Which =. ſhould grace the fair Melinda 
Firſt take the gold then charm the liſt'ning ear; | ſtrove, 
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Love arm'd her with his bow and keeneſt darts, 
The muſes more enrich d her mind with arts. 
Tho? Greece in ſhining temples heretofore 

Did Venus! and Minerva's pow'rs adore, 

The ancieats thought no fingle goddeſs fit 

To reign at once o'er beauty and o'er wit; 
Each was a ſcp'rate claim; till now we find 
The diff cent titles in Melinda join'd. 


$ 5. 


N Opera, like a pill'rv, may be ſaid 
A To nail our . but expoſe our head. 


84. 
J,vcIA thinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate; 
She weds an idiot; but ſhe cats in plate. 


8 7. To the Hon. Mrs. Percival, with Hutche” 
fox's Treatiſe on Beauty and Order. 
GRIERSON. 
Tur ſenſes painted here we ſee; 
They're born in others, but they live in thee. 
O! were our author with thy couverſe bleſt, 
Could he behold the virtues of thy breaſt ; 
His needleis labours with contempt he'd view, 
Aud bid the world not rea&—but copy you. 


88. 
ACK, eating rotten cheeſe, did ſay, 
J Like Samſon, I my thouſands ſlay; 
vow, quoth Roger, fo you do, 
And wich the ſelf- ſame weapon too. 


$ 9. Or Gods Ommipotence. 


HEN 
W pur ſu'd, 


In crvfal walls th'admiriag waters ſtood; 
Whenthro' the dreary waſtes they took their way, 


The rocks reientcd, and pour'd a fea! 


| 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Egypt's hoſt God's choſen tribe | 


A 


Boox IV. 


What limits can th'almighty goodneſs know, 
Since ſcas can harden, and ſiuce rocks can flow 


F x0. Similis fimili gaudet. 


WHEN Chloe's picture was to Chloe ſhown, 
Adererd with chores and heeuy not her 
own, 


Where Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 
Such lips, ſuch eyes, as Chloe never had; 

Ye Gods! the cries, in ecdacy of heart, 

How near can nature be expreſs'd by art 
Well! it is wond'rous like !—nay, let me die, 
The very pouting lip,—the killing eye! 

Blunt and fevere, as Manly in the play, 
Downright replies—Like, Madam, do you fay ? 
The picture bears this likenefs, it is true; 

The canvas painted is, and fo are you. 


$ rt, 
ficklv ſpouſe, with many a 
Mos tells me,—Billy, I ſhall 2 
I griev'd, but recollected ftrait 
is boatleſs—to contend with fate: 


>> bY 


So reſignation to Heav'n's will 


Prepar d me for ſucceeding ill; 
"Twas well it did, for, on my life, 
'T was Heav'n's will—to ſpare my wife. 


$ 22. 


AS Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat, 
The waterman aſk d him which way he would 


float; ſtream: 
Which way t (fay the Doctor) why, fool, with 
To Paul's or to Lambeth—'twas all one to him. 


$ 13. 
Hum'rous fellow in a tavern late, 
Being drunk and valiant, gets a broken pate; 
The ſurgeon with his inſtruments and fkill, 


Searches the ſkull deeper, and deeper fill, 


M3 A _ CHUOLLSHZ LD 


To 


yp 


To 
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- 
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To feel his brains, and try if they were ſound; 
And, as he keeps adv» about the wound, 

The fellow cries, good ſurgeon, ſpare vour pains, 
When I begas this brawl | hed no braies. 


$ 14 Or a Prel ate's going ont of Church in Time 
of Divine S-ruice, to wait on the Lord Len- 
tenant of Ireland. 


L Pam in the church (could vou think 
it) kncel'd down : 
When told that the Duke was juſt come to town, 
His ſtation deſp.fing, unaw'd by the place, 
He flies from his God, to attend on his Grace: 
To the court it was ſitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no ſhare in his lordihip's promo» 
tion. 
— —— d — 
$ 15. 
BY fav*ring wit, Mæcenas purchas'd fame, 
Virgil's own works immortaliz'd his name: 
A double ſhare of fame is Dorſet's due, 
At once the patron and the poet too. 


& 16. Or an eminent Modern Preacher. 
PA muſt needs to penitence excite; 
For ſee, his ſcarf is rich, and gloves are white; 
Behold his notes diſplay'd, his body raiv'd, 
With what a zeal he labours to be prais'd! 
No ſtubborn finner able to withſtand | 
The force and reas mug of his wiz and hand: 
Much better plcas'd, ſo pious his intent, 
With five that laugh than fifty who repent: 
On moral durics, when his tongue refines, 
Tully and Plato are his beſt div ines; 
What 1 favs, or Mark, the proof but 
m 
What Los or Clarke aſſerts — good hs | 
raign, 
Touch's 2 weakneſs which he dues ar- 
With vaaity he talks againſt the vain; 


EPIGRAM S, &ec. 
| With oftentation does to mceknefs guide, 


Proud of his periods levell'd again pride 3 

Ambitioufly the love of glory flights, 

And dans the love of fame — for which he 
Writes. 


C x7. 


T. Latia word for cold one a%'d his friendz 
It is, is he — tis at my fingers ed. 


———— 


Ne 18. Lie World. 


Fre world's a book, writ by th'eternal art 
Of the great Author; printed in man's heartz 

"Tis faitcly printed, tho? dvinelv penn'd, 

| Ana all terraca will appear at tend. 


$ 19. On the Battle of the Books. 


| QWIFT for the ancients has argu'd ſo well, 


"Tis apparent from thence, that the moderns 
excel. 


$ 20. 


A Welſhman and an Engliſhman diſputed 
Ws of their lands maintain d the greateſt 
are ; 
The Englithran the Welſhman quite confured, 
The Welchmag yet wouid not his vauars abate; 
Ten cooks, quoth he, in Wales, one wedding ſcesz 
Ay, quoch the other, each man toaſts his cheeſe. 


$ 21. From the Latin. 
U NHAPPY, Dido, was thy fare, 
Ia firſt and ſecond wedded ſtate ! 
One huſband caus'd thy flight by dying, 
Thy death the other caus'd by flying. 


ö 


$ 22. 


, meeting in the ftreery 
| Ar 3 wo 


% 
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Baſe men to take the wall I ne'er permit. 
The ſcholar faid, I da; and gave him it. 


$ 23. On the Funeral of Vulture Hplins. 
YYHAT num'rous lights this wretch's corpſe 


attend, 
Who, in his lite-time, (av'd a canille's end! 


© 24. The lemi. Dmitcted from Martia!. 


N all ehy humours, whether grave or me!low, 

I hou'rt fuch a touchy, teſtv, pleaſant fellow, 

Raft ſa much wit, aud mirth, and fplcen about 
thee, 

There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 


$ 25. 
Tes with kind words Sir Edward cheer'd his 
friend : [pend; 
Dear Dick ! thou on my friendſhip may'tt de- 
I know thy fortune is but very ſcant ; 
But, be allur'd, Ul! ne'er fee Dick in want. 
Dick's ſoon conlin'd — his friend, no doubt, 
would free him: him. 


His word he kept in want he ac'er wonld ee 


$ 26. 


WEN men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a toarch to thew their fhame 
the more. 


— — 


$ 27. To Henry Purce!, 
1 vou a tribute From each mule is due; 
The whole poet.c tribe's 6llig'd to you; 
For ture! v none but you, with equal cate, 


Could add to David, and make D Urfey pleaſe. 


$ 28. By Dr. DoxxE. 
1 AM unable, yonder Be gar cries, 
Lo aud or go. It he lays trac, he lies. 


THE POETICAL EPI1TOME, Book IV. 


— — 


$ 29. Or t4- Offering matte by King James I. at a 
grave Comedy, called The Marriage of Arts. 


At Chrn:t-Churgh Marriage, play'd before the 
king, 
Left theſe learu'd mares ſhould want an offering, 


| The king himſelf did offer—whar, I pray? 


Ne oller d twice or thrice to go away. 


— 


8 30. A Cuentry Parſon's Aafeeer to a youny 
Lacy, wvho fent tum her Compliments on the 
Ten of Hearts. 

UR Compliments, dear lady, pray forbear, 
Old Englith ſervices are more fincere : 
You fend ten Hearts; the tythe is only mine; 
Give me but one, and burn the other nine. 


$ 37. | 
MOORE always ſmiles whenever he recites ; 
He tmiles, you thiuk, approving what he 
And yet in this no vanity is hes n; { writes; 


A modctt man may like what's not his own. 


C 32. 
FRE. in your Epitaphs I'm griev'd, 
So very much is ſaid: 
| One half will never be believ'd, 
The other never read, 


$ 33. Th Mr. Tinmſurn, who had procured the 
| £:1thar a Ben:rfir Night DENNIS. 
| Eflefting on thy worth, methinks I find 
Thy various Seaſons in their author's mind. 
Spring opes her blolſams, various as thy mule, 
And, like thy ſoft compaſſion, ſheds her dews. 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreiſion glows, 
And o'er cach page a tawny ripeneſs throws. 
Autumn's rich truits th'inſtru ed reaper gains, 


Who taſtes the meaning purpaſe of thy ſi rains. 


Winte 


he 


8. 
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Vier Rut that no femblance takes from thee; + 


That hoary featon vields a type ot me. 
Shatter'd by Tune's bleak frorms L withyiriog lay, | 
Leafleſs, and whit ning in a cold decay ! 

Yet thall my propleſs ivy, pale and bent, 

Bleſs the thort ſunſhine which ay pity lent. 


8 34. N. Fin. ATTERRURY, 
F. IA the leaſt and ſlighreſt toy 


Can with reſiſtleſ art emplov ; j 
This fan in meaner hands would prove 
An engine of ſmall force in love; 
Yer ſhe, with graceful air and mien, 
Nor to be told, or ſafcly ſcen, 
Directs its wanton motions fo, 
That ie wounds more than Cupid's bow ; 


Gives coolneſs to the marchicts dame, 


To ev'ry other breaft a flame. 


$ 35. To W. Pope. 
WHILE malice, Pope, denies , page 


Its own celettial fire; 


While critics, and while bards in rage, 


Admiring, won't admire : 

While wavward pens thy worth aſlail, 
And envious tongues decry ; 

Theſe ti nes rho? many a friend bewail, 
Thete times bewail not I. 
But when the world's loud praiſe is thine, 
And tpi-en no more ſhall blame; 
When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 
In one eftabliſh'd fame; 

When none ſhall rail, and ev'ry lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 

That day (for corne it will) that day 
Shall I lament to ſce. 


— — —— 


§ 36. Eriti/h O: cunnen v. 


F merry old England it once was a rule, 
The King had his port, and alſo his fool : 


EPIGRAM SS, &c. 
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Bur now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to k uo it, 
Pour Cibber muſt ferve both for tool and for poet, 


$ 37. To the Author of an Epitaph on Dr. Mrad. 
Hacker, 


RITA D not dead then, you fav, only flecp 
ing a little; 
M hy, egad ! Sir, you've lit it eff there ta a tittſe: 
Vet, friend, his awakin-: 1 very much doubt; 
Pluto knows who las got, and will ac'es let 
hun our. 
© —O—— 


Fon H. t en the Stat ug of the Mar 
which ti pperts the Sun IFtut in Clement": Inn. 


TI rain, poor fable for of woe, 

Thou ck n che tender tear; 

From thee in vaio with pangs they flow, 
For merty dwells not were. 

From canmbals thou Hed'lt in vain; 
Lawyers lets quarter give; 

The firit won't cat you till youre flain, 
The latt _ do'r alive. 


C .c_ 


2 


$ 39. Er HACKETT. 8 
* HEN Jack was poor, the lad was frank and 


free; 
Of late lies grown brim · full of pride and pelt; 
You wonder that he don't remember me; 
Why to? You tec he has forgot himicif. 


.X——— —„-⅜ 


>. — c— 


$ 40. By Palo. 
TO) John I ow'd great obligat ion, 
ut John unhappily thought fit 
To publiſh it to all the nation: 
Sure John and 1 are more than — 


& 41. Good Mufec and Bad Shs 
OW ill che motion with the mulic ſuits, 
So Orpheus play'd, and like them dan c' d the 
brutcs. 


Q 3 On 
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$ 42. On the Burier of St. Tohn's College in | 
Orford culting down a fine Row of Tes. 
Evans. 
JADULGENT nature to each kind bcſtows 
A ſecret infinct to diſcern its fes: 
The gooſe, a ſilly hird, avoids the fox; f rocks: 
Lam fv from wolves, and alors fer from 
A rogue the gallov s as his fue foteſces, 
Aud bears ric like antipathy to trees, | 


$ 43. 
** lirtle wits, that gleam'd a while, 
While Pope vouchſaf'd a ray; 

Als ! depriv'd of his kind ſmile, 
How fron ve fade away 

To compals Phu us? car about, 
Thus empty vapours nic ; 

Exch tends his cloud to put him out, 
That rear*d him to the Kies. 


Alas! theſe fries are net vour ſphere : | 


There ke that! ever burn, 
Weep, vweern, and fall: For earth rye were, 
And muſt ro carth return. 


$ 44 Written in a Lady's Prayrr-Baok. 
| LANSDOWNE. 
TE vain, Clarinda, night and day 
For mercy to the Gods vou pray; 
What a rogance, on Hav'n to bo 
For that which vou deny to a'l!_ 


$45. J Lad [thella Nyane, entting Trees 
in Paper. WALL ER. 


F. hand. that can on virgin paper write, 
Yet from the ſtain of ink preſcrve it white; 
Wheſe traxel oer that fil cer fiel1 does fhow, 
Like tracks of levercts in morning ſrow, 

Love's image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 
Without a ſpot or blemiſh to the thought. 
Strange. that your fingers thould the pencil fcil, 
Without the help of colours, or of oil! 


THE POETICAaLEPITOME, 


Boox IV. 


For tho? a painter houghs and leaves can make, 

Tis vours alone to make them bend and ſhake; 

Whole breath ſalutes your new-created grove, 

| Like ſouthern winds, ard makes it gently move. 
Ofpheus could make the foreſt dance. but you 

Can make the motion. and rhe foreſt too. 

A poet, when he wovld defcrihe his mind, 

Fs, as in language, fo in fame contin'd : 

Your works are read wherever there are men: 


' | So far the ſciſſars go bevond the pen. 


$ 46. 
80 much, my Pope, thy Engliſh Iliad charms, 
As pity meirs us, or as paiſion warms, 
Thar after-agncs ſhall with wonder ſeck. 
Wuo 'twas tranſlared Homer into Greck. 


$ 47. Ey HAZRINGTON. 
T* gol en hair that Galla wears 
Is her's: who wou'd ha' thought it? 
She ſo cars "ris her's; and true ſhe ſwears, 
| For | know where the bought it. 
bo $ 43. By Prron. 3 
T nags, the leaneſt things alive, 
So very hard thou los ſt to drire; 


I heard thy anxious coachman fav, 
It coſt thee more for whips than hay. 


& 49. A Cure for Poetry. | 
GEVEY wealthy town< contend for Homer dead, 
Thro' be way the living Homer begg'd his 
br 


caft. 
PHE envious ſnow comes down in haſte 
To prove thy breaft leſs fair; 
| But grieves to ſee nſelf ſurpaſt, 
Aad melts into a tear. 


| 
| 
$ 50. On ſome Snow which melted in a Lady's 
| 


1 


Boox IV. 


$ 51. The French Poets. 


WHEN old Elijah, as the ſcriptures ſay, 
Triumphant mounted on the realm of day, 

His fpirit doubled, and his cloke beſide, 

He gave Eliſh.., by long ſervice try'd. 

Triſtan from hence would fain -xample take 

For honeſt Quinault, his diſciple's fake : 

But this, alas! injurious fate denv'd, 

For Triſtan poorer than a prophet dy'd. 

To Quinault thus the bard expiring ſpoke, 

« My wit I leave thee—But I have no cloke.“ 


$ 52. 
O * Grace, Free- will, and Mylbries high, 
Two wits harangu'd the table; 

P——!y believes he knows not why, 

N ch ſwears 'tis all a fable. 
Peace, idiots, peace! and both agree, 

N——# kits thy empty brother; 
Religion laughs at foes like thee, 

but dreads a friend like t'other. 


83. 
PO on*t, quoth Time to Thomas Hearne, 
Whatever I forget you learn. 


Anfeered by Mr. WEST. 
D— it, quoth Hearne, in furious fret, 


W hete'er I learn, you foon forget. 


$ 54. Dr. Aurich Nur Reafoxs for Drinking- 


Gen wine; a friend; or being dry; 
Or leſt we thould be by and by; 
Or, any other reaſon why. 


C55. By WALLER. 


FHYR18E. a vouth of the inſpired train, 
Fair Sacharifſa lov'd, but lot 'd in vain : 
Like Phcebus ſung the no leſs am'rous boy; 
Like Daphac ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 


EPIGRAM S. &e. 


| $ 58. 
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Wich numbers he the fiving nymph purſues, 
With numbers fuch as — telf might uſe 3 
All but the nymph who mould redreſs his wrong, 
Attend his paſſion and approve his ſong: 
| Like Phœbus thus acquiring unſought praiſe, 
He catch'd at love, and fill'd his acms with bays. 


$ £6. By Prion. 


N his death- bed poor Simon lies, 
Ni ſpouſe is in deſpair: 

| With Frequent ſobs and mutual crics, 
They bath exprets their care. 

A diffirevt cauſe, ſays Parton Sly, 
The fame effect may give; 

Poor Simon fears that he ſhall die; 
His wite—that he ma; live. 


8 57. Vries on the Bed-chamber Dow of 
Char les II. ROCHESTER, 
HERE lies our ſovereign lord the King, 
Whoſe word no man relies on; 
He never fays a fooliſh thing, 
Nor ever docs a wile one. 


ens 


— — 
—  —_ 


TN little patch upon your face 

| Would ſeem a foil on one leis fair; 
On you it hides a killing grace; 
And you in pity plac'd it there. 


—— 


$ 59. N PRIOR. 


| A?! after noon, one ſummer's day, 
Venus ſtood bathing in a river; 

| Cupid a ſhooting went that way, 

New ſtrung hi bow, new fnll'd his quiver, 

| With Kill he cnofe his ſharpeſt dart; 

With all his might his bow he drew 2 

Switt to his beauteous parent's heart 

The too well guided arrow flew, 


| Q4 


I faint - 
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] faint I die! the goddeſs cry'd: 

Oh cruel! ! could'ſt thou find none other 
To wreak thy ſpleen on? Parnicide ! 

Like N+r0, thou haſt flain thy mother. 
Poor Cup. d. ſobbing, ſcarce could ſpeak ; 
Jndecd, Mama, I did not know ye: 

Alas! how eaſy mv mitake! 

I took you for your likeneſs, Chloe. 


6 60. From the Greek. Prion. 


WEXUS, toke my votive glaſs: 

Since I am nat what | was, 
What from this dav T ſhall be, 
aus, let me never fee ! 


8 62. rien en a Glaſs. by a Crnt!oman wuho) 
borrowed the Earl of Cheſter — s Diamond 
Pencil. 

Acc EPT a miracle, inftcad of wit; 
& Sec two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil writ- 


8 62. On Lady Manchefler. Appiso. 


WW Ht. ST haughry Gallia's dames that ſpread 
Over the pale checks an artful red, 

Beheld this beauteous ſtranger there, 

In native charms divincly fair 

Confuſion in their looks they ſhew? 

Aud with unnſual bluthes glow'd. 


C 63. Suicide. Dr. SEWEL. 


WE N all the hlandiſhments of life are gone, 
The coward ſazaks to death, the brave 


live on. 


$ 64. By BaxKs. 
UNG Countiv takes me for a dunce; 
For ail night long I ſpoke not once: 
On better grounds I think him ſuch: 


He {poke but once, yet onct too much. 


— 


THE POE TICAL EPITOME, 


$ 65. By Port. 


E = enough; at length thy labour 
ſmends. 

| thou -y * live—for Buckingham com- 

Let crowds of critics now my verſe aſſail, 

Let Dennis write, and namceleſs numbers rail : 

This more than pays whole years of thankleſy 

pain, 

Time, health, and fortune are not loſt in vain. 

Si ficld approves, conſcurmg Phoebus bends, 

And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 


$ 66. 

MISTAKEN natwme here has join'd 

A heautcous face, 2nd ugly mind 
In vain the fauitlets features tinke, 
Wen foul and body ate unlike: 
Pity that ſnowy breaſt ſhould hide 
Deceit, and avaiicc, and pride. 
So in rich jars, from China brought, 
With glowing colours gaily wrought, 
Ofr-rimcs the tubtlc ſpider dw ells, 
With fecret venom bloated ſwells, 
Weaves all his fatal nets within, 
As unſuſpected as unſeen. 


$ 67. By WALLER. 


WERE men ſo dull rhey cou'd not fee 
That Lyce painted; ſhould they flee 
Like fimple birds into a net, 

So grolsly woven and ill-tet 

Her own teeth wou'd undo * K not, 
And ſet all go that ſhe had got. 

Theſe teeth my Lyce muſt not ſhow, 

If the wou'd bite: her lavers, though 
Like birds they ſtoop at ſeeming grapes, 
Are difabus'd when firſt the gapes: 

The rotton bones diſcover d there, 


Shew *tis a painted ſepulchre. 


leſs 


Book IV. 


$ 68. To Mr. Porx. 
Dr not upon verſe for fame, 


Tho” none can equal itline; 

Our language never reſts the fame, 
"T will rife, or will decline. 

Thy wreaths iu courte of fleeting hours, 
Too foon will be decay'd; 

But ſtory lafts, tho? modern flow'rs 
Of poetry muſt fade. 

A ſuter way then would'ſt thou find 
The glory to prolong, 

Witlft there remains amongſt mankind 
The tenſe of right and wrong: 

Thy fame with nature's ſelf ſhall end, 
Let future times but know 


That Atterbury was thy friend, 


And Bently was thy foe. 
$ 69. By Lord Hervey. 
POSSESS'D of one great hall for ſtare, 


Without one ruom to cep or cat: 
How well you build, ler flattery tell, 
And all mankind how ill you dwell. 


6 70. Written in a Window of the Tower. over 
the Name of R. Wiltolc, confined in the ſum: 
Room, Ann. Dum. 1712. LANSUOMNE. 

68 unexpected, evil unforeſcen, [ſcene : 

Appears by turns, as Fortune fhifis the 

Some rais'd aloft come tumbling down ama; 


And fall fo hard, they bound and rilc again. 


— 


C 71. De Muncliſter Millers, nam'd Bone 
an Sin. LY ROM. 
ROSE and Skin, two millers thin, 
Would ſtarve us all, or near it; 
But be it known to Skin and Bone, 


That iefh and blood can't bear it. 
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CT 72. By Sir G, LYTTLETON. 
NONE without hope cer lov'd the brigheſt 
> tair, 


But love can hope where reaſon u ou'd deſpair. 


873. 
FREE wit is like the brilliant ſtone 
Dug from the fachack mine; 
Which boats two diff rcut pow'rs in cre, 
To cut as well as ſhine. 
Genius like that, if polith's right, 
With the fame gitts abounds z 
Appears at once both Keen and bright, 
And ſparkles, while it wounds. 


C 74. The Difference between the Ancients and 


\ I rue. 


8⁰ VIE. for the ancfents zralouſly declare, 
Others our modern wits arc fools, aver: 

A third affirms, that they are much the fame, 
And differ only as to time and name: 

Yet ſure one more diſtinction may be told, 
Thoſe once were new, but theſe will nc'er be 


old. 


re 


$ 75. To Mr. Pepe, on is Fpitaf: on Mr. 
Gay. Lord ORKERY. 


FE NTOME'D with king's tho' Gay's cold 
4. aikes lie, 

A nobler monument thy ſtrains ſupply. 

Thy mistchlets mute, Hill fanhral to thy friend, 
Py courts una, his vutucs dares commend, 
Lamecnted Gov ! forget thy tieutment patt, 

Look down, aud {ce thy merit crown'd at laſt. 
A deltiny more glorious which can hope ? 

Ia life below d, in dcath bemoau'd by Pope. 
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$ 76. On the Ai Grotto at Rich. 
LENS the liuiag genius fed, 
And rated the tcienafic head; 
Our Quiet, more frug+4 of her meat, 
Ra.!-> dude heads which cannot eat. 


$ 77- 
1 HR RO laſt veck, friend El ward, thou 
** a't dex. 
Tm very glad to hear it too, cries Ned, 


— — — 


$ 78. 
PREND Tac, 'tis ſtrange you that live ſo 
rear Bray, 
Shou'd not fer up the hg*+ of the Vicar; 
Tho” it may be an od vac, you cannot but fay, 
It muſt necds be a fivn of good liquor. 
Anſcuer. | 
INDEED, Mafter Poct, your reaſon's but poor, 
For the Vicar would think it a fin 
To fiay, like a booby, and lounge at the door; 
-  *PF were a ſign 'twas bad liquor therein. 


By a Porter. On tie Gin AR. 
Great Man. 


WI will you make us coolly think ? 
It you would govern, we muſt drink. 


$ 79. To a 


$ 80. Giles Jolt. 


GEES Jolr, as flceping in his cart he lay, 
Some uaggiſh pilf rers ſtoſe his team away. 
Giles wakes, and crics— What's here > Odl- 
dickiu “ whar ! | 
Why, how now! Am TI Giles, or am I not ? 
If he, I've | & fix geldings to my ſma t; 


If not—odfbuddikins, I've found a cart, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
[ 


| 


Boox IV. 
$ 8x. To Zoiles, Josran Reiyn. 
| TTY I ſpread praiſe; 
W With eq 22 
But, faith ! tis all ia vain we do, 

The world nor credits me nor you. 


$ 82. Milton. DRYDEN. 

| T poets in three diſtant ages born, 
Gi eece, Italv, and England did adorny 

The firſt in loftineis of thought turpaſt 3 

The next in majeſty; in both the laſt. 

The force of nature conld no farther go; 

To make a third the juin'd the other wo, 


$ 83. On the Ducheſs of Marlborough's Offer of 
Zool. for the be Poem On the Duke's Attions, 
FOE hundred pounds ! roo ſmall a boon 
To put the poet's muſe in tune, 

That nothing might eſcape her; 
Shau'd ſhe attempt th'heroie ſt 
Oft the illuſtrious Churchill's glory, 


| 
| 584 Scotland. CLEVELAND, 


(home. 
Nor forc'd him to wander, but confin'd him at 


— 


$ 85, 

AS a weſt-country mayor, with formal addreſs, 
Was making his ſpeech to the haughty Queen 
Beis: [** tplcen 
„The Spaniard,” quoth he, © with inveterate 
Has pretum'd to attack you, a poor virgin queen; 
| + Bur your Majeſty's courage has made it ap- 
«« pear, {the ear.” 
That the Don had ten an aa + 


| 


H Cain been a Scot, God would have 
alter'd his doom, 


( 
F 
F 
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$ 36. By AARON HILL. | $92. Or Marc Angelo's famons Piece 2 > 
99 _ at Cana's feaſt, by pow'r | Crucifixion, who flabbet a Per 3 
1 


might do it more naturally. 
Inſpir'd — — with the warmth of wine 
$-e! cry'd they, while in red' ning tide it gufh 'd, W HILST his Redeemer on the canvas dies, 


Stabb'd at his feer, his brother welt ring 


—.._—_— un 


The bathful ſtream hath ſeen irs God and bluſh'd. org 
The daring artiſt, cruelly ſerene, 
$ 37. By Aaron Hit. Views the pale check, — the diſtorted mien; 
R-handed ftroke a nettle, He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries, 
And it ſtings you for your pains: Examines ev'ry ſpirit as it fies; 
Grafp it like a man of mcttle, | He ſtudies torment, diveg iu mortal woe; 
And it ſoft as filk remains. To rouze up ev'ry pang, repeats the blow; 
'Tis the fame with common natures ; Each riſing agony „each dreadful grace, 
Uſe 'em kinely, they rebel: Vet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour's face. 
But, be rough as nutmeg-graters, Oh ! glorious theft! Oh! nobly wicked draught! 
of And the rogues obey you well. W ith its full charge of death each feature fraught 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaſt, 
a $ 88. Upon the Buſts of the Englih Worthies at | From his own Kill he ſtarts in horror loſt. 
Stowe. Lord CLARE. 
AMONG theſe chiefs of Britiſh race, | © 93. On tbe Death of a Lady's Cat. 
= Who live in ng mn. HAarRisoN, 
hy has not Cobham's buſt a place : 6 : 
n pad AND is Miſs Tabby from the world retir'd 


And are her lives, all her nine lives expir'd? 
What founds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
$ 89. By Pore. | How Tabby dy'd, how full of play the fell! 2 
Gur Villers' fate fage Cutler could fore Begin, ye tuneful nine, a mournfu] ſtrife, 
ſme.” And ev 'ry muſe ſhall celebrate a life. 


"4 | And well he thought advis'd him—“ Live like — 
© As well his Grace reply'd, Like you, Sir $ 94. A Recerpt for Courtfhip. SWIFT. * 
hu! 7 
Jo WO or three dears, and two or threc fweetsyz 


« That I can do when all I have is gone.” 


Twoeor three halls, and two or three treats; 
a . Two or three ferenades, giv'n as a lure; 
$ go. The Giant angling. Two or three oaths how much they endure; 
Hl angle · rod made of a ſturdy oak, [ broke, | Two or thee meſlages ſent in one day; 
His line a cable which in ftorms ne'er | Two or three times led out from the play; | 
, 


His hook he baited with a dragon's tail. Two or three loft ſpeeches made by the way; 
And fat * a rock, and bobb'd for whale. Tuo or three tickets for two or three times ; 
— Tuo or three love- letters writ all in rhimes; 
897 57. Two or three months keeping ftrict tu theſe rules 
LU! while my revenge ſhall be, Can never fail making a couple of fools. 
To * the very truth of thee. | Qs 


mw TW W YNWW 
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$ 95. 
OUR homely face, Flippanta, — ou diſguiſe 
With patches, numerous as Argus“ eyes; 
J own that patching s requiſite for vou; 
For more we're plcas'd the leſs vour face we 
Yer I adviſe, fince my adviſe vou ak, 1 
Wear but one patch, and be that patch a maſk. 


$ 56. I»feription for à Buſt of Lady b 


iu a MH 
HER wit and beauty for a court was made; 
Her truth and goodnets fit her for a ſhade. 


—— — 


8 . By Lady M. W. MoxTaGVUE. 
WII. ST rthufſt of praiſe and vain defire of 

a cv'ry ave, is ev'iry woman's aim; ¶ fame, 
Wir!: courtſhip p:cas'd, of filly toaſters proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy | in a crowd; 
On cach poor fool beſtowing ſome kind glance, 
Exch conqueſt owing to ſome looſe advance; 
While vain coquets affect to be purſu'd, 
And think thevre virtuous, if not grofsly lewd; | 
Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide, 
In pate ſhe is to blame that has been wy'd; } 
He comes too ns that comes to be deny'd. 

$ 95. To Mr. Adtifer, on on is Tragedy of Cato. 
THE md to virtue is by verſe ſubdu'd, 

Ar | the true poet is a public good. 

This Britain feels ; while, by vour lines infpir'd, 
Her free-vorn ſons to wlori us thou! Ihts are fir'd. 
In Rome had vou efpous'd the vanquith'd 4 
Entam'd her ſenate, and vpheld her laws, 
Your mwnly feenes had liberty reftor'd, 
And viv'n the jutt ſucceſs of Cato's ſword. 
Wer Cxſar' arms your genius had prevail'd; 
And the mule — where the 1 tail d. 


— 


g 99. Jealouſy. 
Bedlam with him: i he ſcund in mind. 


—__ — 


VW ho il is ſeeking what he would get And? | Suil-atly ſtrong, and us deep buttom hi lea. 


| 


Book IV. 


$ 100. 
M's coach and fix !-—Whither in ſuch haſte 
ng ? 
But a ſhort journey—To his own undoing, 


§ 102. By LEONARD WEL5TEAD. 
1 OWE, ſays Thomas, much to Peter's care; 
Once only ſeen, he choſe me for his heir : 
True, : rm 3 hence your fortunes take their 
riſe 


IIis heir you were not, had he ſeen you twice. 


F 102. By Dr. KEN RICK. 
2 great — man, whom Fortune will 


May __ —_ fall, but not diſgrace. 

His facred perſon none will dare profane, 

He may be poor, but never can be mean. 

He holds his value with the wiſe and good, 
And proſtrate tcems as great as when he ſtood. 
So ruin'd temples holy awe diſpenſe. 


They loſe their height, but keep their reverence; 


The pious crowd the piles tho” fali'n deplore ; 
And what they fail to raiſe they ſtill adore. 


8 1093. Vidtrix Cauſa Diis placuit, fed vitta 
| Catoni. 


G. STEPNEY. 


T7 gods and Cato did in this divide— 
They choſe the conqu'ring, he the con- 
quer'd fide. 


— — 


— — 


$ 104. Y AARON HILL. 


OW is the world deceiv'd by noiſe and ſhow ! 
Alas! how diff rent, to pretend and know 
| Likea poor highway brook, pretence runs loud: 
zuſtliag, but ſhallow, dirty, weak, and proud; 
While, like ſome nobler ſtream, true know ledge 
glides, 


By 


med tw JAW BS 7, 


Book IV. 
$ nog. By Dean Snirr. 
8 beat your pate, and fancy wit will come: 


Knock as you will, there's nobody at Lonic- 


F 106. A Heer by Pare. Pn:oR. 
WHEN fam d Varelſt this little wonder drew, 
Flora vouchfaf'd the growing work to view: 
Finding the painter*s ſcience at a und. 
The Goddcts ſnarclt'd the pencil from his hand; 
And finiſhing the piece, the 1nilin'; tid ; 
Behold one work of mine that ne'er mall fade. 


8 107. By Lr Sau. GRT. 


CAN you count the ſilver lights 
That deck the ſkies and cheer the nights: 
Or rhe leaves that ffrew the vales, 
When groves are ſtript by winter gales : 
Or the drops that in the morn 
Hang with tranfparc* r pcarl the thorn : 
Or bridegroom's joys or miter's cares, 
Or guncſter's oaths, or hermit's pravers : 
Or cavy's pangs, or love's alarms, 
Or Marlbro's acts, or Molly's charms ? 


— _ —  —_ 


$ 108. The Royal Knotter. Sir Ci. S!DLEY. 


AE: happy pevple, ye muſt thrive, 
While thus the royal pair docs ſtrixe 


Both to advance vour glory; 
While he by's valour conquers France, 
She manufactures docs advance, 

And makes thread fringes for ve. 
Bleſt we ! who from ſich queens are ficed, 
Who, by vain ſuperſtition led, 

Are always telling beads : 
But here's a qucen now, thanks to God, 
Who, when ſhe rides in coach abroad, 

Is alwavs knotting threads. 
Then kafte, victorious Naiſau, haſte, 
And whey thy ſummer ſhow is paſt, 
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Let all thy trumpets ſound : 
The fringe which this campaign has wrought, 
T ho't cit the nation ſcarce a groat, 

Thy —_—— will ſurround. 


$ 100. What's Hun =—_ 


NOT to be captious : not unjuſtly fight: 
"Tis to confeſs what's wioug, — and do 
what's right. 


— 


$ 110, 


| no his own merit fees. This gives bim 
vr ide, 


That he ſecs more than all the world beſide. 


Ta 5 


By Patios. 
YEs. ev*ry poct is a foot: 
„ demonitratum Ned can how it: 
Happe, could Nets inverted rule 
Prove cv fool to be a poet. 


$ 112. Dean Swift's Curate. 
1 MARCH'D three miles thro? feorching ſand, 


W'irh gal in heart, and notes in Band; 
L rode four more to vreart St. Mary; 
Uſinz four legs, when two were ucary. 
To thrce far virgins | did! tic men, 
In the clute bands of picating Hvmen; 
I dipt two babes in hel v * arer, 
And purify'd their moth..: s after, 
Wuülnn na hour av che an hauf, 
preach'd tie congregations deaf, 
Which, thund'riag ow with lungs long-winded, 
1 choprt fo Fait, that few there maded, 
My emblem the laborious fun, 
Saw all theſe mighty labours done, } 
Before ene race of lus was run. 
All this pertorm'd by Robert Hewit; 
What mortal cle cou'd cer go through it? 


Tie 
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$ 113. The Miſer's Feaft. 
HU chimnev ſmokes! it is ſome omen dire 
w7 net; hbours are alarm'd, and cry out 
re. 


$ 114. 0% Sr Golfrey Kniller's Painting, for 
the Anthor, the Stutues of Apollo, Venus, and 
Eren. Pork. 


V HAT G q, what genius did the pencil 
When K neller painted thele * move, 
Twas tricn!ihip — warm as Phabus, kind as 
And ſtrong as Hercules. | Love, 


© ung. The Duke of Cl——s. Switr. 
AMES B—— was the Dean's familiar 
friend; ſend; 
ames grows a Duke: their friendſhip here muſt 
Surely the Dean obſerves a fore rebuke, 


From knowing James, to ſay he knows a Duke. 


$ 116. Die Paxcer of Time. Swirr. 


FF. nenher brafs nor marble can withiiand 

The mortal force of Time's deftruftive hand: 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 

And lets*niag rivers mourn their f untains * — 
When my old calfock, ſaid a Welch divine, 

Is out at clbos, why ſhould I repine ? 


F 127. Ferles occaſioned by Mr. Aikman': Death. 
THOMSON. 
S thoſe we love decay, we die in port, 

String after ſtring is ſever'd from the heart; 
Till loolen' I life, at laſt but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he, who lateſt feels the blow, 

Whote eyes have wept o'er ev'ry friend laid low, 
* ling'ring on from partial death to 


an, 


FT r1%. By Lord LaxSDOWNE. 


| DELIEVE me, Chloe. thoſe perfumes, that coſt 
duch ſums to ſweeten rhee, is treafure 1»; 

Not all Arabia would ſufficient be; 

T hou ſinell'ſt not uf thy tweers, they ſtink of thee. 


$ 119. To the Reverend Mr. Murdoch, Rr. 
of Str addi/tall, in Suffolk. IziD. 


Tu _ low, my friend, thou can'ſt not 
all; 


Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all; 
No noiſe, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 

Men, —_— and fields, all breathe untroubled 

life: 

Then keep cach paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me ! the tender are the moſt ſevere. 
Guard while *tis thine, thy philofophic eaſe. 
And aſk no joy but that of virtuvus 4 
That bids defiance to the ſtorms of 2 
High bliſs is oaly for a higher ſtate. 


F 120. By Dr. DoDpDRIDGE, on his Motte. 
| Dum vivimus, vivamus. 
LU while vou live, the Epicure will ſay, 
And take the pleaſure of the preſent day: 

Live while you live, the facred preacher cries, 
And give to God each moment as it flies, — 
Lord, in my view let both united be! 
| I live ia pleaſure when I live to Thee. 

$ 121. On the Publication of Mrs. Rowe's 
Poems, fince her Death. 


| Favs Philomela fung, on earth detain'd, 


While cumb'ious clay the riſing foul re» 
ſtrain'd: 
Now the freed ſpirit, with th'angelic choir, 
In fields of light attunes th'immortal lyre, 
And hymns her God in ſtrains more more 
ſtrong ;— 
There only could ſhe learn a loſtier fong, 


The 
4 
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$ 122. The Doffor and the Patient. 
— pL « Very well.” My draught 
« It did no harm; for yonder it hath ſtood. 


$ 123. By PR ion. 
WEN Tope vell thought fit from the world 


to retreat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat: 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he frid, 
He would be row'd back, —for he was not vet 
dead. { replv'd, 
Trim the boat, and fit quiet, fern Charon 
You may _ forgot, you was druak when you 
y* 


i... 


$ n24- 
RUTUS unmov'd heard how his Portia fell. 
wy 2 wife die, he would behave as 
* 


51256. By Dean Swirr. 


AF, giddy, helpleſs, left alone, 
To all my friends a burthen grown : 
No more | hcar my church's belt 
Than if it rang out for my kacll: 
Ar thunder now no more | ſtait 
Than at the rumbling of a cait : 
Nav, u hat's incredible, alack ! 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 


& 126, Or a Fan which bore the Story of Cepha- 
lus and Procris, with this Mette, Aura 
«© vent.” Pore, 
ME, gentle air, th*/Eol'an ſhepherd ſaid, 
While Piocris panted iu tl e facred ſnade; 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia crics, 
While at her fect her fwain expiring hies: 
Lo! the glad gales o'cr all her beauties fray ! 
Breathe ou her bps, and in her bolum play; 


A M S, &. 


In Delia's hand this ry is fatal found, 

Nor could that ta led dart moie furely wound 

Both gifts deſtructive to tae givers prove, 

Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love: 

| Yr guiltie(> too this bright deſtrover lives, 

At rasdom wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe 
ves: 

She BY the ſtory with attentive eves, 

And pities Procris while her lover dies. 
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| 9127. 
O * day ia Chelſca meadows walking, 
| 


Ot poet: v and fuch things talking, 
dars Ruph, a merry wag, 
An epigran, f {mart and good, 
| la all its cnucumſtances thou'd 
elke 2 jclly-bag. 
Your fimile. L own, is new, 
but how wilt make it out* ſays Hugh. 
Quoth Ral;h, Vil tell thee, friend: 
Make it at top both wide, and fit 


To hold a budget full of wit, 
And point it at the end. 


8 128. By Mrs. PILKINGTON. 


Sr.. \ and Flavia ev'ry hour 
U mumber'd hearts ſurpriſe; 
| In Stella's foul hes all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her eyes. 
More boundlels Elavia's conqueſts are, 
| And Stella's more contin d; 
All can d lcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mia.l. 
Stella. like Rritata's monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivared ſands; 
Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia :leigns 
To rule o'er barren tends. 


[ Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boatt your face, 


| | Your beaury's only ftore: 


Ea h dv that makes thy charmg decreaſe, . 
| Will give to Stel. a more. 
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He fought with all three, thrice ventur'd his 


$ r29. To Mr. Pope, on his Dunciad. 
T* raven, rook, and pert jackdum, 


Tho? neither birds of moral kind, 
Yer ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuft with ftraw, 
To ſhew us which way blows the uind. 
Thus dirty Enaves, or chatt'ring fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 
Teach mere by half than Dennis“ rules, 
And point inſtruction ev'ry way. 
With /ZEgypr's art thy pen may ſtrive, 
One potent drop let this but ſhed, 
And ev'ry rogue that funk alive 
Becomes a precious mummy dad. 


ꝓꝓ—Z2—u—ͤ—C — — — 


$ 1309. 
ZASON does never proſper: — what's the 


reaſon ? 


Why, when it proſpers, none dare call it treaſon. 


| 13H. 

Co: rich ſideboard ſeldom fees the light, 
Clean is his kitchen, and his ſpits are bright; 

His knives and forks'all rang'd in even rows, 

No hand moleſts, no ſervants diſcompoſe; 

A curious jack hung up to plcaſe the eye, 

For ever ſtill; whoſe flyers—never fly: 

His plates unſullied, ſhining on the ſhelf; 

For Curio dreſſes nothing but himſelf. 


C 132. By Dy. Swirr. 


AS Thomas was cudgell'd on day by his wife, 
He took to his heels, and he ran for his life. 

Tom's three drareſt friends came by in the 
| ſquabble, | the rabble; 
And ſcreen'd him at once from the threw and 
Then veutur'd to give ſome wholefome advice; 
But Tom wa fellow of honour fo nice, 


Too proud to take counſel, too wiſe to take | 


warning, | ſing. 


That ha feat to all three a challenge ncxt morn- 


Book IV. 


life ; by his wife. 
Tun went home, and was cudyell'd again 


$ 133. Ona Bee, flifled in Thney. 
| flow 'r to flow'r, with cager pains 
Sce the bleſt buty Jalyrer fly; 
When all that from ber toil the gains, 
Is in the tweets the hoards to dic. 
»Tis thus, would mon the truth believe, 
With life's ſoft ſaccte, each fav rite joy: 
If we taſte witely, they relieve; 
Bu: if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 


$ 134. On Mr. Pope's D. at). 
ARBE, ye glimmering ſtars of wit! 
For, lo! the Sun of Verſe is f{&t. 


$ 135. On Mr. Butler's Monument in 7H. 
minſer- Abbey. S. WESTL+Y. 
W HILST Butler,needy wretch ! was yet alive, 
No gen'rous patron wou'd a dinner give: 

See him, when ftarv'd to death, and turn'd ro 
Preſented with a monumental buſt ! [ dutk, 
The poet's fate is here an emblem thown ; 

He aſk'd for bread, and he receiv'd a ftone- 


$ 136. [nf ription for a Fountam arne with 
Queen Anne's and the Duke of Mariborougis 
Statues, aui the chief Rivers of the World round 
the Wor A. PRIOR. 


E ative ſtreams, where'er vour waters flow, 

Let, diſtaut climes, and Fartheſt nations 

know taught; 

What ye from Thames and Danube have been 

How Anne commanded, and how Marlbio' 
fought. a 


& r37. By W. CoOxnGREYE.' 
CE, ſee, the wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And no the ſun begtas to . le; | 


1 


9828083423215 
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Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams than her bright cycs. 
Wirth light united, day they give, 
But dift'rent fates ere night fulfill; 
Jow many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coldnets Kill! 


— 
— 


C 138. 
Lr Blackmore ſtill, in good king Arthur's 
vein, 
To Feckno's empire his juſt right maintain; 
Let lm his own to common ſenſe oppoſe, 
With _ and flanders maul both fiicads and 
Oes; s 
Let hin great Dryden's awful name prophane, 
And leirned Garth with envious pride diſdain; 
Let the quack ſcribble anv thing but bills, 
His ſatite wounds not, but his phy ſic Kills. 


{ 139. y Jostau Pippi, 
N. Varus hate's a thing that's baſe; 
I own indeed he's got a knack 
Of flatt'ring people to their face, 
But fcorrs to do't behind their back. 


$ 140. Under a Picture of Mr. Poynts. 

LYTTLETON, 

gUCH voy form, O Poyntz! but who ſhall 

n 

A hand or colours ro expreſs thy mind ? 

A mind unmorv*'d by ev'ry vulgar fear, 

Ta a falfe world that dares to be fincere : 

Wiſe without art; without ambition great; 

Tho” firm, vet pliant ; actixe, tho? ſedate; 

With all the richeſt ſtores of learning HNaught; 

Yer better ſtill by native prudence taught; 

That, ford the griefs of the dittreſt to heal. 

Can pity frailties it could never feel; [know 

That, when misfortune fu', ne'er fought to 

What ſect, what party, whether friend or foe ; 

Thar, fix'd on equal viitue's temp'rate laws, 


Deſpifes calumny, and ſhuns applaulc ; 


7 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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That. to his own pertections ſingly blind, 
Would for another think this praife deſigu d. 


400. By JosiAn RELPH. 
Wer from her boſom Arria pull'd the 


blade, BY 
Thus to her lord the tender heroine faid : 
The wound EL gave mviclf with eafe | bear : 
Alas! I die by that which kills my dear. 


$ 142. Tae Commun: Petition te King Caries 
the Second. ROCUESTER. 


| * all humility, we crave 


Our fovercivn may be our flave 
And humbly beg that he may be 
Betray'd by us moſt los alls. 

And if he pleaſe once to la down 

His tceptre, dignity, and crown, 

We'll make him, for the time to come, 
The greateſt prince in Chriſtendom. 


$ 143. The King's 4nfeer. 
CE ARLES at this time having no need, 
Yixanks you as much as it he did. 


C 144 The Wirm Dottor. J. RELPH. 
VSV 3, advanc'd on high, proclaims his (kill 
By cakes of wond'rous fuice the worms to 
kill: 
A ſcorntul car the wiſer fort impart, 
And laugh at Vagus's pretend art. 
But well can Vagus what he boatts perform, 
For man (as Job has wld us) is a worm. 


$ 14s. To a yorng Gentleman. 
HIATCRE has done her part : — do thou but 
18 thine 
by 
Learning and ſenſe let decency refine. 
For vain applauſe tranigreſs not tuc's rules; 


A witty ſinner is the wort of fools. * 


354 
$ 146. Or Plutarctt's Statue. From the Greek. 


DRYDEN. 
WISE. honeſt Plutarch! to thy deathleſs 
praiſe 
The ſons of Rome this grateful ſtatue raiſe: 
For why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame have 
thar'd, | 
Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd, 


Bur thou thvſe!f could'ft never write thy on; | 
Their lives had parallels—but thine has none. 


$ 1475. Ul:fes's Dog. Pore. 
WHEN wiſe Ulyſles, from his native conft, 

Long kept by wars, and long by tempeſts 
Arriv'd at laſt, poor, old, diſguis'd, alone, [toſt, 
To all his friends, and ev'n his queen unknown: 
Chang'd as he was, with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furruw'd his rev*rend face, and white his hairs, 
In his own palace forc'd to aſk his bread, 
Scorn'd by thoſe flaves his former bounty fed, 
Forgot of all his own domeſtic crev: ; 
The faithful dog alone his mater knew! 
Unfed, unhous'd, neglected, on the clay, 
Like an old fervant, now caſhier'd, he lay; 
And tho” een then expiring on the plain, 
Touch'd with reſentment of ungrateful man, } 
And longing to behold his ancient Lord again. 
Him when he faw—he roſe, and crawl'd to meet; 
wo al! he could, and fawn'd, and kifs'd his 

ect, 
Seiz d with dumb joy: then falling by his ſide, 
 Own'd his returning lord, look'd up, and dy'd. 


o 


$ 143. To King Charles I. on his Navy. 
VALLER. 

GHOULD nature's ſelf invade the world again, 

And o'er the center ſpread the liquid main, 
Thy power were ſafe and her deſtructive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command : 
Thy dreadful fleet would ftyle thee Lord of all, 
And riſe in triumph oer the drowned ball. 
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& 149. Cn the Statue of Niobe. From the Grrel. 
| 110 in 


The ſculptor's art has made her breath e again. 
| $ go. On Mrs. Barkiere's firff Abpearan® 
on > 


the Stage. 
Ne pleaſure no from Nicolini's tongue; 

In vain he ſtrixes to move us with his ſng: 
On 1 fair Syren we have fix'd our choice, 
And wait with longing ears for Barbiere's oice: 
| When, lo! the nymph by baſhful awe beray'd, 
Her fault'ring tongue denies her looks its aid: 
But fo much innocence adorns her fears, 
| And with ſuch grace her modeſty ſhe weurs, 
By her diforder all her charms increaſe, 
And, had ſhe better ſung, ſhe'd pleas'd 28 leſs. 


$ 151. On the Hectator. 

| WHEN firſt the Tatler to a mute was turn'd, 
| Great Britain for her cenſer's filence 
| mourn'd ; i 
Robb'd of his ſprightly beams, ſhe wept the night, 
Till che Spectator role, and blaz'd as bright. 

So the firſt man the ſun's firſt ſetting view d, 
And ſigh'd tyll circling days his joys renew'd; 
Yer doubtful how that fecond tun to name, 
Whether a b igt ſucceſſor, or the ſame; 

So we; but non from this ſuſpenſe are freed, 
Since all agree who both with judgment read, 

'T 1s the fame ſun, and does himielf fucceed. 


| : 

$ 152. To the Lord Chancellor King. { 
| to his Motto, „Labor ipſe valn ptas! / 
T* nut the ſplendor of the place, 

The guilded coach, the purſe, the mace, 

And all tle pompous train of ſtate, 
With crowds which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great: 
But when mankind you ftrive to bleſs, 


| With all the talents you poſlets; 


When 


Boox IV. 


When all the joys vou emn receive 

Flow from the benefits vou give: 

This takes the heart, this conquers ſpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light: 
True plcafure, rightly underſtood, 

Is only labour to do good. 


C 153, Written in a Lady's Milton. Paton. 
Wirn virtue ſtrong as yours, had Exe been 
a 


rm'd, 
In vain the fruit had bluſh'd. or ſerpent charm'd : 
Nor ha our bliſs bv penitence heen bought — 
Nor had frail Adam fell—nor Milton wrote. 


$ —_ From the Creek. PRIOR. 


TEMOcrITUs, dear droil, reviſit earth, . 
And with cur follies glut thy heiyhten'd 
Sad Heraclitus. ferious wretch, return, [mirth : 
In louder gricf our greater crimes to moura. 
Berween you both, I vnconcern'd ſtand by; 
Hurt, can I laugh? and honeſt, need I cry? 


C 1x5, A Claracter of an Ol! Rake. 

CCORN'D by the wiſe, deteſted by the good. 
Nor underſtanding aught, nor underſtood ; 

Profane, obſcene, loud, frivolous, an4 pert ; 
Proud without ſit, vain without def. rt : 
Aſſectiag pathions vice has long ſubdu'd ; 
Deſperate y gay—and impotently leu d: 
And, as thy weak companions round thee fit, 
For emiaence in folly deem'sd a wit. 


$ 156. Dr. Winter to Dr. Cleney, en is Books 
in favour of a Vegetable Det. 
me from whom, fat-hcaded Scot, 
Thou didſt thy ſy ſtem learn; 
From Hippocrate thou haſt it not, 
Nor Celſus nor Pitcairn. 
we own that ra:!k is good, 


Aad ſay the fame of grafs; 


[ 
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| 
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| 


| 


&e. 


The one for babes is only food, 
The other for an aſs. 

Door ſ one new prefcrirtion try 
(A friend's advice forgive) ; 

Eat giafs, reduce thyſelf, and die; 
Thy patients then may hive. 


— — 


$ 157. Dr. Cheney to Dr. Winter. 
M ſoſtemn. doctor, is my own, 
No tutor I preten- | — 
My blunders hurt my e alone, 
But your's vour dezreft friend. 
Were vou to milk and ſtrao confin'd, 
Thrice happy might vou be; 
Perhaps you might regain vour mind, 
And from vour wit get free, 
I can't your Kind prefeription try, 
But h arnly forgive; 
"Tis natural you ſhovid bid me die, 
That you vourſelf may live. 


133. On King William's Exploits, during twe 
1 Campaigns in Flunders. 
1 author ſure muſt take great pains, 

Who fene writes his ſtorv, 
n which of theſe two laſt campaigns 

He gain'd the grearcft glory: 

For, hill that he narch'd oa to fight, 

Like hero ncthins f-aring, 

Namur was taken ia his fight, 

And Mons within his hearing. 


6 1x9, art Ropert -. SWIFT. 
Cie Sylvia to 2 reverend Dean, 
What reaton can be given 
(Since marriage 1s an ha thing) 
That there are none in heaver ? 
There are »o worn, he reply't —» 
She quick returns the jolt — 
Women there are, but I afraid 
They cannot wad a prick. 
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$ 160. On Glover's L1onidas being compared I. ke balm the tickling nonſenſe head my wound, 


to rgii. 
LA.. to Virgil Alt may perhaps; 
Uut then, by Jove, tis Dr. Trapp's. 


— 


$ 161. On a bad Tranſlation. 


** work now done, he'll publifh it, no doubt, 
4 For ſure I am that murder will come out. 


5 152, To a had Filler. 
Oro Orpheus play'd fo well, he mov'd Old 
Nick, [ ſtick. 
Whilſt thou mov'ſt nothing but thy fiddle- 


$ 163. On Sir John FVanbrugh's Device of a 
Lieu and a Cork at Blenleim. 


HA Marth'rough's troops in Gaul no better 
foucht, 

Than Van, to grace his fame, in marble wrought, 

No more iu arms, than he in emblems ſkilled, 

The cock had drove the lion from the ſield. 


$ 164. To a Lady. A. HiLr. 


TF fixt on yours, my eyes in prav'r you ſec, 
You muit not call my zcal 1dulatry ! 

For fiace our Maker's throne is plac'd ſo high, 

That onlv in his works the God we fpy; 

And what's moſt bright moſt gives him to our 


I look moſt ncar him, when I look on you. [view, 


6 165. The Antidote. 


WHEN Leſtna firſt T ſaw, fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes fo bright, and with that awful 
air, 
I thought my heart, which durſt fo high aſpire, 
As bold as his who ſnatch'd celcftial tre : 
But, ſoon as cer the beauteous idiot ſpoke, 


Forth from her coral lips ſuch folly broke; 


And what her eycs eathrall'd, her tongue un- 
bound. 


§ 166. The Fmal, Prattley, 


FROM morn to night, from day to day, 
At al! times, and in cy'ry place, 
You ſculd, repeat. and ting and fav, 
Nor are there hopes you'll ever ccaſe. 
Forbear, my Fannia; On, forbear, 
If your own health or ours you prize 
For all mankind that hear vou, fwcar 
Your tongue's more killing than vour cyes. 
Your tongue's a traitor to your fice, 
Your fame's by your own n obſcur'd; 
All are diſtracted while the gaze, 
Bur, if they liſten, they are cur'd. 
Your filence would acquire more praiſe 
Than all vou tay, or all you write; 
One look ren rhoutund charms diſplays; 
Then huſh !—aad be an angel quite, 


$ 167. Tie Avars. 
12 to the maſter of a houſe, 
Which, like a church, would ſtarve a mouſe; 
Which never gueſt had entertain'd. 
Nor meat nor wine its floors had ſtain'd, 
IT faid,— Well, Sir, 'tis vaſtly neat; 
But where d'you drink, and where d'you cat? 


lf one may judge, by rooms fo fine, 


It cotts you more in mops than wine. 


§ 168, ENAral Malice. 


Or all the pens which my poor rhymes moleſt, 
Cotin's the ſharpeſt—and ſuccecis the bett ; 
Others outrageous ſcold, and rail downright 
With ſerious rancour, and true Chriſtian ſpite : 
Bur he, more flv, purfues his fell defign, — 
Writes {coundrel veries—and then ſays they're 
mine. 
On 


und, 
un 
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169. On a Regiment to Oxford, and a 
Pr: ſent of Books to Cambridge, by King George 
the Firft, 1715. By Dr. TRA. 
1 king obſerving, with judicious eyes, 
The ſtare of both his univerſities, 
To one he ſent a regiment; for why ? 
That learned body wanted loyalty :— 
To th'other he fent books, as well diſcerning 
How much that lovel body wanted learning. 
— . —— 
$ 179. Anjevercd by Sir William Broxene. | 
THE king to Oxford ſent his troop of horſe; 
Fer Tories own no argument but force: 


Mich cqual care to Cambridge books he ſent; 
Fer Whigs allow no force but argument. 


$ 171. The Friendly Conteft. 
VV HILE Cam and Ibs their fad tribute bring 
Of rival grief, to weep their pious king, 
The bards of Iſis half had been forgot, 
Had not the ſons of Cam in pity wrote; 
From their learn'd brothers they took off the 
curſe. [ worſe. 


And prov'd their verſe not bad—by writing | 


— -- 


F 172. Againſt Life. From the Greek of Po/ilippus 

WI AT tranquil road, unvex'd by ſtrife, 
Can mortals chute thro! human lite ? 

Attend the courts, attend the bar— 

There diſcord reigns, and endleſs jar: 

At home the weary wretches find 

Severe diſquietude of mind: 

To till the fields gives toil and pain; 

Eternal terrors fweep the main: 

If rich, we fear ta loſe our ſtore ; 


Need and diſtreſs await the poor: | 


Sad cares the bands of Hymen give; 
Friendleſe, forlorn, th'unmarricd live: 
Are children born ? we anxious groan; 
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| 


Chiluleis, our lack of hews we moan : | 


&c. 


Wild, giddy ſchemes our youth engage; 
Weah ness and wants deprefs old age. 
Would fate then with wy with coinply, 
I'd never live, or quickly dic. 


$ 173- Fr Life. From the Greet of Vetraderus, 
M Kix may rove, unvex'd by ſtrife, 


Thro' every road of human lite. 
Fair wiſdom regulates the bar, 
Aud peace concludes the worldly war: 
At huine autpicious mort:ls find 
Serene tranquillity of mind: 
Ail-beautcous nature decks the plain; 
And merchants plow for gold the main: 
Reſpect ariſes from our {ture ; 
Security from being poor : 
More jovs the bands of IHvmen give; 
Th'unmarry'd with more free:lom live : 
If parents, our bleſt lot we own; 
Childlefs, we have no cauſe to moan : 
Firm vigour crowns our youthful fiage ; 
And venerable hairs old age. 
Since all is good, then who would cry, 
© I'd never live, or quickly dic?“ 


$ 174. Tie Revenge of America. WARTOR 
W HIEN Cortez” furious legions few 


O'er ravag'd holds of rich Peru, 
Struck with his biceding people's woes, 
Out India's awful genus rote: 

He fat on Andes” ropmott ftone, 

And heard a thouſand nations groan : 

For grief his feathery crown he tore, 

To tee huge Flata foam with gore; 

He broke lis arrows, ſtamp'd the grourd, 
To view his cities fmoking rouy?, 

What woes, he cry'd, hach Luit of gold 
O'er my poor country widely rotl'd! 
Plund'rers proceed | my bow els rear, 

But ye ſhall mert deſtruction there, 5 
Fro 


From the vaulted mine ſhall riſe 
Ttrinfatiate fiend, pale Avarice; 
Whoſe fteps ſhall trembling Juſtice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 
I fee all Europe's children curſt 
2 lucre's univerſal _ 7 

e that ſweeps my ſons away 
My baneful gold thall well repay. 


$ 275. Mutual Pity. 
, ever jovial, ever gay, 
To apperite a flave, * 
Still whores and drinks his life away, 
And laughs to fee me grave. 
Tis thus that we two diſagree, 
So dift'rent is our whim ; 
The fellow fondly laughs at me 
While I could cry for him. 


$ 176. Univerſal Complaiſance. 
TI fervile flanery thou duſt all com- 


Who cares to pleaſe, whom no man can offend ? 


$ x77. Under the Statue of a Water Nymph, at 
Stourhead, Somerſetfhire. From the — 
O PE. 
Nene keep, 
And to the murmur of theſe waters fleep : 
Ah, ſpare my flumbers ! gently tread the cave, 
Or drink in filence, or in nlence lave. 


© 178. Or his own Grotto. Pork. 
Tou who ſhalt ſtop, where Thames“ tranſ- 


lucent wave 5 
Shines a broad Mirror thro? the ſhadowy cave; 
Where liag' ring drops from min' ral roofs diſtil, 
And pointed cryſtals bicak the ſparkling rill; 
Uapoliſh'd gems no ray on pride beſtow, 
And latent metals ingocently giow : 


| 
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Approach! Great Nature ſtudiouſly behold i 

And eve the mine without a with for gold. 
Approach but au ful Lo th'Egernan grot, 

W here, nol ly peuſive, St. Johan fac and thought; 

Where Pritith ſighs from dying Wyndham ſtole, 

And the bright flame was ſhet thro* Marchmont's 

foul. 

Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſacred floor, 

VW ho dare to love their country, and be poor. 


| $ 179- A Prudent Cioice. 
Wes Loveleſs marrv'd Lady Jenny, 
W hofe beauty was the ready penny; 
T cheſe her, favs he, like old plate, N 
Not for the fathion, but the weight, 


| — 
| © 180. Ona great Huſe adorned with Statues. 
| 1 walls are thick, the ſervants thin, 

The gods without, the dev't within. 


$ 1*1. On H Marriage. 

| MARRY'” ! tis well ! a mightr dleffing! 
But poor's the joy, no coin poſſeſſing. 

In ancient times, when folks did wed, 

'T was to be one at board and bed:“ 

| But hard's his ca e. who can't afford 

His charmer either bed or board ! 


8182. On the Pridge at Blenkrim. Dr. Evans, 
PRE lofty arch his high ambition ſhews, 
The ſticam, an emblem of his bounty, flows, 


C 183. On Cine a Mer at a Concert in 
S'ring-Gardens. 
MI has charms to ſoothe a ſavage breaſt, 
To calm the tyrant and relieve thꝰoppreſt: 
But Vauxhall's concert's more attractive pow'r 
Unlock 'd Sir Richard's pocket at threefcore : 
O ttranye eſſect of muſic's matchleis force, 


| 1. 


e 


8 


Vet, if he 
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& 184. The Incurious. 
5PHREE years in London Bobadil had been, 
Yet not the lions nor the tombs had ſcen; 
I cannot tell the cauſe without a fmile;— 
The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 


$ 135. To a Spendthrift diſinherited. 
IS whole eftate thy father, by his will, 
Gave to the poor—thou haft good uile fil. 


ꝗU——ꝛ—y 


$ x86. Or @ Pale Lady. 


WV HENCE comes it that, , in Clara's face, 
The lily only has a place *— 

Ts it, that the abſent roſe 

Is gone to paint her huſband's noſe ? 


$ 187. The Mufical Conteft. 
8 OME ſay that Signior Bononcini, 
Compar'd to Handel, 's a mere _ 
Others aver, that, to him, Handcl 
Is ſcarcely fit to hold a candle. 
Strange! that ſuch difference ſhould be 
Twixt Tweedledum and 12 — 


$ 188. The Happy 8 
you aſk why * Roome diverts you with his 


prints, is dull as other folks? 
You wonder at it — This, Sir, is the caſe; 
The jeſt is loſt—unleſs he prints his face. 


Swirr. 


$ x89. Or certain Paſtcrals. 
rude and tuneleſs are thy lays, 
The ry audience vow, 
Tis not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But 'tis his herds that lowe. 


® Author of a paper, called Paſquio, reſlecting on Mr. Pope. 


EPIGRAM Ss, &ﬆe, 


| $ 


190. On a Gentleman, who 
Fortune in He je-Racing. 


* run ſo long, and run ſo fait, 


his 


No woader he run out at laſt; 
e ran in debt, and then, to pay, 
diſtanc'd all—and ran away. 


8 191. Or the Cullur of a Dog preſented by Afr. 
Pope to the Prixce of Wales, 


I ANT his Highnefs“ dog at Kew ; 
Pray tell nic, dir, w hole dog are you? 


3 192. From the Greek. 

| A Blooming youth lies buried here, 
Euphemius, to his country dear: 

Nature adorn'd his miud and face 

| With ex ery muſe and every grace: 

Prepar'd the marriage ſtate to prove 


But Death had quicker wings than Love. 


| $ 193} Or Sophocles. 

| WIp, gentle ever- green, to form a ſhade 
Around the toinb where Sophocles is laid · 

Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 

With bluſhing roſes and the cluft'ring vine: 

Thus will thy laſting leaves, with beauties 

hung, 

Prove grateful emblems of the lays he ſung : 

| Whoſe foul, exalted like a god of wit, 

Among the muſes and thy graces wait. 


$ 194. On Mr. Rowe. Pore. 

| Bs hace reliques, Rowe! to this fad ſhrive we 
truſt, vuſt. 

And near thy Shakeſpeare place thy honow'd 

Oh! next him, ſkill'd to draw the render tear, 


For never heart felt paſſioa more uncere; 


To 


To noblet ſentiments to fire the brave, 

For never Briton more diſdlain'd a flare. 

Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſo reſt; 
Blets'd in thy genius, in thy love too blefs'd! 
And ble ꝗ. that timely from our ſcene remov'd, 
Thy toul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 


$ 295. On Mr. Futon. Pore. 


HIS modeft one, what few vain marbles can, 
May trulv fav, ** Here hes an honeſt man:“ 
A poer, bleis'd beyond the poct's fate, 
Whom Heav'n kept facred from the proud and 
reat, 
Foc — loud praife, and friend to learned eaſe,” 
Content with fcicnce in the vale of peace, 
Calmlv he look'd on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From nature's remp'rate feaft role fatisfy'd, 
Thank'd Heav'n that he had liv'd, and that he 
dy'd. 


$ 196. Intended for Dryden. Pops. 


IS Sheffield rais'd. The ſacred duſt below 
Was Dryden once. The reſt who does not 
know ? 


F 197. On the Counteſs Dowager of Pembroke: 
BEN Joas0N- 


TJ NPERNEATH this fable hearſe 
Lies the ſubject of all verſe, 
Svdney's ſiſter, Pembroke's mother. 
Death, ere thou haſt flain another, 
Fair, and wiſe, and good as ſhe, 
Time ſhall throw his dart at thee. 


$ 198. By BERN Jonsovn. 
TJ NDERNEATH this ſtone doth lie 
As much virtue as could die; 
Which, when alive, did vigour give 
To as much beauty as could live: 
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Tf ſhe hat? a ſingle fault, 
Leave it bury'd in this vault. 


$ 199. On Mr. Gav. Id. 

OF manners gentle, of affefticns mild; 

In wit a man; ſimplicity a child; 
With native humour temp'ring virtuous rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and. lah the age: 
Above temptation in a low eſtate, 
And uncorrupted ev'n among the great: 
A ſafe companion, and an eaiy friend, 
Unblam'd thro? life, lamented in his end. 
Theſe are thy honours! not that here thy buſt He 
Is mix'd with herocs, or with kings th duſt; No 
But that rhe worthy and the good fhall fav, 
Striking their penſixe boſfoms—Here lies Gay. 


— — W— 


$ 200. On Tom D'Urſey. 
HERE lies the Lyric, who, with tale and ſong, 
Did life to three ſcore years and ten prolong , 
His rale was pleaſant and his ſong was ſweet; 
His heart was cheerful—bur his thirſt was great. 
Griere, rcader ! grieve, that he, too ſoon grown 
His ſong has ended, and his tale has told. Cold, 


$ 201. T9 Aaron Hill, EV. S. RicyuarnsoN, 

VV HEN noble thoughts with language pure 
unite, 
To give to kindred excellence its right, 
Tho” unincumber'd with the clogs of rhyme, 
Where tinkling founds for want of meaning 
chime, { courſe, 

Which, like the rock ia Shannon's midway 
Divide the ſenſe, and interrupt its force, 
Well may we judge fo ſtrong and clear a rill 
Flows higher from the muſes facred Hill. 


8 


$ 202. Prior, on himſelf. 
me tis given to die, to thee tis given 


To live ; alas! one moment ſets us even; 
Mack how impartial is the will of Heaven 2 


Iv 


— 
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203. Inſcription on an Urn at Lord Corke's When ſhe'd liv'd enough, 
to the Memory of the Hog-Dodtor. "I A She made er lt pul 
ANG behold the mighty Hector pu her huſband much prais'd: 
rn __ . es he 2 


See ! ro what end both dogs and heroey come. 
Theſe are the honours by his matter paid 

To Hector's manes and ated ſhade : 

Nor words nor honours can enough commend 
The ſocial dog—nay more, the faithful friend! 
From nature all his principles he drew; 

By nature faithful, vigilant, and true; 

His — voice his inward thoughts ex- 
He Rear in „and in love careſs'd. 

No human falſchood lurk'd beneath his heart ; 
Brave without boaſting, gen'rous without art. 
When Hector's virtues man, proud man! dif- 


* 
Truth ſhall adorn his tomb with Hector's praiſe. 


$ 204. On an old Woman who ſold Pots at Cheſter. 

RENEATH this ſtone lies Cath'rine Gray, 
Chang's to a lifeleſs lump of clay: 

By earth and clay ſhe got her pelf, 

Yet now ſhe's turn'd to earth herſelf. 

Ye weeping friends, let me adviſe, 

Abate your grief, and dry your eyes; 

For what avails a flood of tears ? 

Who knows but in a run of years, 

In tome tall pitcher, or 

She in her ſhop may be again ? 


$ 205. To the Pye-Houſe Memory of Nell 
Batchelour, the Oxford Pye-woman. 
HERE, into the duſt, - 
The mouldering cruſt 
Of Elenor Batchelour's 3 
Well vers'd in the arts 
And che lucrative {kill of the oven. 


And makes a dirt pie, 
In hopes that her craft hall be raid. 


$ 206 On a Pari Clerk. 


HERE lies, within his tomb, fo calm, 
— 2 * pray found his knell, 

T t no ſong was like a pfalm 3 
No muſic like a bell. 


F 207. On Sir John Funbrugi, the Pact and 
Architect. 
By Dr. Evans, 
| LE heavy on him, earth ! for he 
Laid many a heavy load on thee. 


$ 208. Poſthumous Fame. 


A Monfter, in a courſe of vice grown old, 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain'd gold; 

| Now breathes his buſt, now are his virtues ſho 

Their date commencing with the ſculptur'd ſtone, 

It on his ſpacious marble we rely, | 

Piry a worth, like his, ſhould ever die! 

I credit to his real life we give, 

| Pity a wretch, like him, ſhould ever live. 


$ 209. On the Hyun. Simon Harcourt. Pope. 


1 this fad ſhrine, x hoc er thou art, draw near: 
Here lies the friend moſt loy'd, the fon moſt 


dear; | [ vide, 
Who ne'er knew joy, but friendſhip might di- 
grief - but when he dy'd. 


| Or gave his father 
How vain is reaſon, eloqtence how weak! 

If Pope muſt tell what Harcourt cannot ſpeak : 

| Yet let thy once-lov'd friend inſcribe thy ſtone, 


And, with a father's forrow, mix his own! 
R On 


$ 210. On General Withers, Port. 


Thy country's friend, but more of human-kind, 

O born to arms ! O worth in youth approv'd ! 

O foft humanity, in age belov'd ! 

Far thee the hardy v<t'ran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the ſigh fincere. 
Withers, adieu] yet not with thee remove 

Thy martial ſpirit, or thy ſocial love 

Amidſt corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still jeave ſome ancient virtues to our age: 

Nor let us fay, thoſe Englith glories gone, 

The laſt true Briton lies beneath this ſtone. 


$ 211. On W. Craggs. I21D. 
* yet friend to truth! of foul 
In action faithful, and in honour clear ! 

Who broke no promiſe, ferv'd no private end! 


— 4 d no title, and who loſt no friend 


himſelf, by all approv'd, flov'd. 
Prais'd, tr bo and honour'd—by the muſe he 


$ 212. On Sir Iſaac Newton. 
APPROACH, ye wiſe of foul, with awe di- 


. vine, ; 
Tis Newton's name that conſecrates this ſhrine ! 
That ſun of knowledge, whoſe meridian ray 
Kindled the of narure into day ! 
That foul — — » WY 
That genius which ennobled human kind ! 
— — [—ñ——̃—ͤ—ͤ— 
And half eſteem d an angel— till he dy'd: 
Who in the eye of Hea n like Enoch ſtood, 
6 d with 


Whole fame extends, a ſea without a ſhore ! 
Who but forſuck one world to know the laws of 
more. 


| 


I 
ö 


| 


| 
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$ 213. On the ſame. Pork. 
N Ga eee ee 


F 214. On a Toung Lady, MALLET. 
PH1S humble grave, tho' no proud ſtructure 


e, 
Vet nab ify the place: 
Vet blameleſs virtue, that adorn d thy bloom, 
Lamented maid! now weeps upon thy tomb: 
Eſcap'd from death, O fafe on that calm ſhore, 
Where fin, and pain, and paſſion are no more 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow'r decree, 
Regard and pity wait fincere on thee! 
Lo! ſoft remembrance drops a pious tear, 
And holy friendſhip fits a mourner here. 


F 215, On Mr. Aikman and his Son. TI81D. 
DR the wiſe and good, beneath this ſtone 
Here in peace, the father and the fon ! 
By virtue, as by nature cloſe ally'd, : 
painter's genius, but without the pride : 
Worth unambitious, wit afraid to ſhine, 
0 CO wt 
ivine, 
The fon, fair-riſing, knew too ſhort a date 
But oh! how more ſevere the parent's fate! 
He ſaw him torn untimely from his fide, 
Felt all a father's anguiſh, wept, and dy'd! 


$ 216. Or a Young Lady. 
HERE innocence and beauty lie, whole breath 
Was fnatch'd by early, not untimely, death. 
Hence did the yo juſt as the did 
Sorrow to know, before ſhe knew to fin. 
Death. that does fin and ſorrow thus prevent, 
Is the next bleſſing to a life well ſpeat. 


EE. Fer. ghz Or” FO Www W 
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$ 227. Or an Infan. 
the dark and filent tomb 
Soon I haſted from the womb ; 
Scarce the dawn of life began, 
Ere I meaſur'd out my ſpan. 
I no ſmiling pleaſures knew; 
I no gay delights could view : 
Jovleſs ſojourner was I, 
Only burn to weep and dic.— 
infant, early bleſs'd ! 


Reſt, in go ſlumber, reſt ; 
Early cu'd from the cares 
Which increaſe with growing years. 


No delights are worth thy ſtay, 
Smiling as they ſeem, and gay; 
Shorr and y are they all; 
Hardly taſted ere they pall. 

All our gaiety is vain, 

All our laughter is but pain: 
Laſting only, and divine, 
Is an innocence like thine. 


— 


0 $ 218. Another. 
BENEATH, a ſleeping infant lies; 
To earth her body's lent : 

More glorious thell hereafter riſe, 


Millions will wiſh their lives below 
Had been as ſhort as thine ! 


$ 219, Or Two Twin-Sifters. 
FAR marble, tell ro future days, 

That here two virgm-fiſters he, 
Whoſe life employ'd each tongue in praiſe, 
Whoſe death gave tears to ev'ry eye. 

In ſtature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew. they ſhone; 

80 much alike, fo much the fame, 

That death wiſtook them both for one. 


EPIGR AMS &e. 


363 


8 220. FromCowrLEy. 
w N | 
Nothing but poor and fordid duſt lies here, 


$ 221. To the M-mory of Mrs. Catherine 
Shuckburgh, ꝛu died at Bath, March 22, 
1764. 

EMOV'D from all the pains and cares of 
RE * 


Here reſts the pleaſing friend and faithful wife: 
Ennobled by the virtues of her mind; 
Conſtant to goodneſs, and in death reſign'd 3 
Who plac'd true practice in à wite reticat, 
Privately pious; and unknown, thy” great z 
Sure, in the filent fabbarh of the grave, 
To taſte that tranquil peace ſhe always gave. 
O early loſt, in virtue's faireft prime ! 
Thy pieties fupply'd life's want of t:me. 
No death is ſudden to a foul prepar'd, — 
When God's own hour brings alv a7s Co's 
reward. 
Thy death (aud ſuch, O reader, wiſh thy 
own!) 
Was free from terrors, and »'thout a groan t 
Thy ſpirit to himielf th Alm: ut: , 
Mild as his fun exhales th'aſcending dex. 


— 


F 222. Epitaph on Mrs. Mor, in tie Ca» 
thedral at Briſtol. S$.Aa<ONs 
PI my earth ! all that my ſoul holds 

1 


Take that beſt gift, which Hearn fo lately gave: 

To Briſtol's fount I bore, with trembling care, 

Her faded form. She bow'd to tude the wave— 

9 Does youth, does Le.uty read the 
1 I 


Does ſympathetic fear their breafts alarm? 
_ dead 2 breathe a ſtrain divine; 
ven from e thou ſhalt have to 
gravy power 
Ra Bid 
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Bil them be chaſte, be innocent, like thee : 

Bi! them in duty's ſphere as meckly mave : 
Au, if Jo fair, from vanity as free, 

As frm in fiieadGhip, aul as fond in love; 

Tell nem tho? tis an aweful thing ta die 
Lea en to thec) yer, the dread path nce trod, 
Hrav'n lifts its everlaſting portals high, [ God.“ 
And bids the pure in heart beho!d their 


& 2:3. Fyitaph on Miſs Drummond, in the 
Church of Brodfeorth, Yorkſhire. Maso. 


HERE flecps what once was beauty, ance was 


Grace, that vwirh renderneſs and ſenſe combin'd 
To ferm that harmony of foul and face, 
Where beauty ſhines the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the maid, that in the morn of yourh, 
In virgin innocence, in nature's pride, 

Bleſt with each art that owes iw charms ro truth, 
Sunk in her father's fond embrace and dy'd. 
He weeps: oh venerate the holv tear: 

Faith leads her aid to eaſe affliftion's load: 
The parent mourns his child upon the bier; 
The Chriſtian yields an angel to his God. 


— — 


$ 224 Epitaph on Mrs. Clarke. Gray. 


O! where this ſilent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother fleeps ; 

A heart, within whoſe ſacred cell 
The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell. 
Aﬀecttion warm, and faith ſincere, 
And ſott humanity were there. 
In agony, in death refhga'd, 
She felt the wound the left behind. 
Her infant image, here below, 
Sits imiliug oa a father's woe: 
Whom what awaits, while yet he ſtrays 
Along the lonely vale of days? 
A pang to ſecret forrow dear; 


A ſigh; an unavailing tear ʒ 
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Till time thall ev'ry grief remove, 
Wirh life, with mem'ry, and with love. 


| $225. On General Walſe : in the Church of 


Weofteram, in Kent — where he was borny 
1727. 
JV HILE George in forrow bows his laurell'd 
| head, 
And vids the artiſt grace the foldier dead,. 
| We raile no ſculptur'd trophy to thy name, 
Brave youth | tlie faireſt in the liſts of fame. 
Proud of thy birth, we boatt th'auſpicious 
car; 
Struck with thy fall, we ſhed the gen tal tear: 
Wh humble grief inſcribe one artleſs ſtone, — 
And from thy matchleſs honour date our own. 
& 226. The Praver of a Wiſe Heathen. 
Gar Jove, this one petition grant 
( Thou knoweſt beſt what mortals want): 
Aſk'd or unaſk d, what's good fupply; 
What's evil—to our prayers deny! 


$ 227. To the Right Hue. Lady C, 1763- 
WIEN lovely Portia glitters at the play, 
9 in her birth- night robes, outſhines 
day; 
From crowds diſtinguiſh d by her grace and air, 
Portia the faireſt feems, where all are fair: 
A kindling paiſion e' ry breaſt alarms, 


| Each tongue proclauns the triumph of her 


charms. 

| But when, retir'd amidſt their rural bow'rs, 

| She cheers th · illuſtrious patrior's calmer hours; 
Or, ſmiling, fits her infant tribe among, 
And 2 to virtue's paths the liſt' ning 

throng: 

Behold, amidft theſe pleafing cares of life, 
The tender mother, and th'engaging wife! 
More juſt applauſe theſe humbler virtues ſhare, 

And ———— good as ſhe is fair. 


SS 35 IRS hl 
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$ 228. Ar Incident in High Le. 
Bucks had din'd, and deep m council far; 
Their wine was brilliant —but their wit grew 


And lo! A race! a race?” in rapture crics : 

«© Where?” quoth Sir John: Why, fee! 
« two of rain 

Start from the ſummit of the ervital pane :— 

« A thouſand pounds! which drop with nwm- 
« bleft force 

« Performs its current down the ſſippery courſe !”? 

The berts were fix'd ; the dire ſuſpenſe they wait 

For victory, pendant on the nod of fate. 

Now down the ſaſh, unconſcious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll—like pearts from Chloe's eves. 
But ah the glittering joys of life are ſhort ! 
How oft two joſthng feeds have ſpoiPa the ſport 

Lo! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 
Th'approaching drops into ane bubble draws. 
my 0a his fate, that thus their projet 
crols'd : 
How hard their lot, who neither won nor loſt ! 


C 229, 4 Court Audience. 

O-2 South, a witty churchman reckon'd, 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second, 

But much too ferious for a court, 
Who at all preaching made a ſport. 
He ſoon perceiv'd his audience nod, 
Deaf to the zealous man of God ! 
The doctor ſtopp'd; began to call, 
« Pray wake the Earl of Lauderdale. 
« My lord! why, tis a monſtrous thing 
Lou ſnore fo ou' II wake the king.“ 


5 230. On 4 Diſpute between Dr. Ratcliffe 
and Sir Godfrey Kneller. 
SN Godfrey and Racclitie had one common way 
Into one common garden—and each had a key. 
h Kneller, **Pll certainly ftop up that door, 
If ever I find it unlock'd any more.” 
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Up tarts his lordſhip, to the window flies, flat. 
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© Your threats,“ rephies Ratcliffe, * &fturb dat 

my caſe; (pra. 
And fo you dont paint it, een do aht vou 
* You're ſmaxt,“ rejuias Kueller, © but, fay 


| © what vou will, 


In take any ching from you——but potion of 
pul.” 


| 

| — 

| $ 232. „ PRO. 

| Tes to the muſes ipoke the Cyprian Dame ; 


Adorn my altars, and revere my name: 

My fon ſhall elſe aſſume his potent 12 

Twang goes the bow ! my girls, have at your 

hearts, 

The muſes anſwer'd, Venus, we deride 

The ragrant': malice, and his mother's pride. 

Send him to uymphs who fleep in Ida's ſhade, 

To the looſe dance and u antun maſquerade : 

| Our thoughts are ſettled, and intent our look, 
On the inftruftive verſe and moral book; 

On female idlenefs his pow'r relies, | 

But hen be finds us ſtud ing hard he flies. 


| C 232. The Empty Gun. 
| AS Dick and Tom in fierce difpute 

And, face to face, the noiſy couteſt wage 3 
| «© Don't ac your chin at ine,” Dick ſmartly 
& cries; 
Fear not — his head's not charg'd,” 2 friend 
replies. 


| & 233. Or eredling a Minument to Shateſbrare” 
wnder the Direttzon of Mr. Pope, Lord Bur- 
lington, Sc. 

TCI her Shakeſpeare's worth and Bri- 

rows love, 

Let Pope deſign, and Burlington approve : 

Superfluous care! When diſtant times thall view 

{ This tomb grown old — his workz thall felt be 


new. 
| R 3 O0 


— 2 ——_— 
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234. On Mr. Nals Pifture at full Length, 
—_—  k of Sir Iſaac Newton and 
Mr. Pope, at Bath. CHESTERFIELD. 

In hicroglyphic drets, 
To give men pains in ſearch of it, 

And pleaſe themſelves with gueſs. 
Moderns, to hit the ſelf- ſame path, 

And exerciſe their parts, 

Place figures in a room at Bath : 

Forgive them, God of Arts! 
Newton, if I can judge aright, 

All Wiſdom does exprets ; 

His knowledge gives mankind delignt, 

Adds to their happineks. 

Pope is the emblem of true Wit, 

"The ſunſhine of the mind; 

Read o'er his works in ſearch of it, 

You'll endleſs pleaſure find. 

Naſh repreſents man in the maſs, 

Made up of wrong and right; 
Sometimes a king, ſometimes an aſs: 

Now blunt, and now polite. 

The picture plac'd the buſts between, 

Adds to the thought much ſtrength; 
Wiſdom and Wit are little ſeen, 

But Folly's at full length. 


$ 235. The ng Lines were handed up to a 
beautiful young Lady who was attending the 
Trial of Criminals at the Aſizes in Surrey. 

HILST offences and felonies ſmart, 

W Is there no. — for ſtealing one's 

heart? [“ defy you ;” 

You, fair one, will ſmile and cry, © Laws, I 

Aſſur'd that no peers can be ſummon'd to try 


3 
For the muſes and graces will juſt make a jury. 


\ 
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$ 236. The Dropfical Man. TAVYTOR. 
A Jolly, brave toper, who could not forbear, 
Though his life was in danger. old port 
and ftale beer, {drink on, 
Gave the Doctor the {ll would 
Till the dropſy had ſwell'd him as big as a ton; 
The more he took phyſic the worſe ſtill he grew, 
And tapping was now the laſt thing he could do. 
Affairs at this criſis, and doftors come down, 
He began to confider—to ſent for his fon. 
Tom, fee by what courſes I've ſhorten d my life, 
I'm leaving the world ere I'm forty and five; 
as Sx probable tis, that in twenty · four 
ours, 
This manor, this houſe, and eſtate will be 3 
My early exceſſes may teach you this , 
That 'tis working for death to drink hard in 
. _ youth. I foirit, 
ays Tom (who's a a generous ſpiri 
And — hke young rakes, who're in haſte to 
inherit) 


Sir, don't be diſhearten'd; altho? it be true, 


Th'operation is painful, and hazardous too, 


_ 'Tis no more than what many a man has gone 


through. 
And then, as for years, you may yet be call'd 


oung, 

Tent life after this may be happy and long. 
Don't fatter me, Tom, was the father's reply, 
With a jeſt in his mouth, and a tear in his eye: 
Too well by experience, my veſſels, thou know'ſt» 
No ſooner are tapp'd, but they give up the ghoſt» 


EPIGRAMS FROM MARTIAL. 


$ 237. To James Harris, Eſq. 
MaRrTIAL, Book iv. Ep. 87. 
WW OoULD'ST thou, by attic taſte approv'd, 
By all be read, by all be lov'd, 
To learned Harris curious 


eye, 
By me advis d, dear Muſe, apply: 


Th 
No 
If 1 
An 
Or 
C 
T 
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A 
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In him the perfect judge vou'll find, Book viii 
In him the candid friend, and kind. ——_—— 7. 
re If he repeats, if he approves, A a wakes Laſband, . = ife, 
3 If he the — —— moves, She a ſcold, a bully he,— *: 
Thou nor the crine's ſnecr ſhalt mi | r in Sw 
; | fmt — — 22 
P ; be condemns, away you fly, F 244+ Book xii. Ep. 23. 
Or dead 'mong(t Grub-ftreet's records lie. from Bolner. F 
Y $ 238. Book i. Ep. 11. Was not an eye w be had for money ? 
CURMUDGEON the ich widow court; $ 245. Book xii. Ep. 30. 
r Nor lovely ſhe, nor made for ſports ; ED is a ſober fellow, they pretend 
Tis to Curmudgeon charm enough | Such would ? have my coachman, not my 
5 That ſhe has got a church yard cough. friend. 
a Wen Arc from her 22 vo nnn 
i wounded ſide {ell ; ich i 
1 To 2 the reeking ficel, | _— is „ * 
not what I've done, the cry'd; The price once paid, away the purchaſe 
of What Pætus is to do—!I feel. But the a better bargain . — 8 
$ 240. Book iu. Ep. 43. 2 1 
EFORE a ſwan, behind a crow, $ 247. Book i. Ep. 40. 
2 1 — neꝰ er - od _ FP oo t'enroll amongſt the friendly few, 
your arts— death knows re name tanh and l fame 
4 —— — r Mets 
$ 241. Book iv. 78. Is there, enrich'd with virtue's honeſt ſtore, 
Wen 123 * de man, . and Achenian lore ? 
And I muſt dine with Lady Anne. r 
: A filver ſervice loads the board; * ows a with. that Heaven can refuſe ? 
Of tins rw trad $ there, who can on his great (elf depend? 
. . viſtuals fourc 3 Now let me dic, but Harris is ch.s friend. 
« I came to dine, and not to ſtare.” 243. Bock ii. Ep. 80. 
Book vis . WHEN Fannius ſhould have 'ſcap'd his fae, 
_ \ — Pp 4 4; | His own hands ſtopp'd his breath: 
W To rule their roaſt, and ſmack == » 2 And was't not madnets, I would know 
Or tabe thee to their country-ſear, y By cying w/kage drach? 
To mark their dogs, and blefs their meat ; | $ 249. The ſame. 
——, dream not on preferment foon, HIMSELF he flew, when he the foe would fly; 
; Thoy'rt pot their friend, but their buſſoon. | What madneſs this—for fear of death to met 
|... wy . 


$ 250. Book v. Ep. 78. 
WY ARUS did lately me to ſupper call; 

The furniture was large, the feaſt but ſmall, 
The table's ſpread with plate, not meat; they put 
Much to accoſt the eye, not for the gut. 

We came to feaſt our bellies, not our eyes; 

Pray take away your gold; give us ſome pies. 
5281. Book i. Ep. 16. 

1 , whom (if faith or honour recommend 

A friend) I rank amongſt my deareſt fricads, 
Remember yo"! are now almoſt three ſcore; 

Few days of lite remain, if any more: 
Defer not what no future rime inſures, 
And only what is paſt, eſteem that yours. 
Succefhve cares and troubles for you ſtay; 
Pleafure not fo! it nimbiy Reets away; 
Then ſeize it faſt : embrace it ere it flies; 
In the embrace it vaniſhes and dies. 
I'll live to-morrow,” will a wiſc man ſay ? 
To-morrow is too late; then live to-day. 
$ 252. From Martial, literally tranſlated. 
A Landlord of Bath put upon me a queer him: - 
1 ak'd him for punch, —and the dog gave 
me * mere rum. 
$ 253. Book ii. Ep. 41. 
; I ſubmit, my lord; you've gain'd your 
199 end; : F n 
I'm now your ſlave that would have been your 
Fil bow, I'll cringe, be ſupple as your glove ;— 
Reſpect, adore you e' ry thing but love. 
$ 254. Book viii. Ep. 19. 
H ſays he's poor, in hopes you'll ſay he's 
not; | { groat. 
But take his word for't, Hal's not worth a 
$ 255. Book ix. Ep. 82. 
M* works the reader and the heorer praiſe 
They're incorrect, a brother poct ſays: 
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| 


Boox IV. 


But let him rail; for, when I give a feaſt, 
Am I to pleaſe the cook, or pleaſe the gueſt ? 
$ 256. Book i. Ep. 16. 
WEN from her breaſt chaſte Arria ſnatch'd 
the ſword, 
And gave the deathful weapon to her lord ; 
My wound, ſhe faid, believe me, does not ſmart, 
But thine, alone, my Pætus, pains my heart. 


$ 257. Book i. Ep. 34- | 
HER father dead alone no grief ſhe knows; 


Th'obedient tear at every viſit flows. 
No mourner he who muſt by praite be feed; 
But he who mourns in ſecret mourns indced ! 
| $ 258. Book i. Ep. 39. 
T* verſes, friend, which thou haſt read, are 
mine; 
But as thou read'ſt them, they may pals for thine, 
| $ 259. Book ii. Ep. 3. 
you ſav, you nothing owe; and fo I ſay: 
| He only owes, who ſomething has to pay. 
$ 260. Book ii. Ep. 58. 
YOU'RE tine, and ridicule my thread-bare 
gown ; 
Thread-bare indeed it is; but tis my own. 


| 8261. 
1 Dropt a thing in verſe without a name ; 
I felr no cenſure, and I gain'd no fame: 
The public faw the baſt ard m the cradle, 
But ne er enquir'd; fo le*t it to the beadle. 
A certain nobleman takes up the child, 
The real father lay perdue, and ſmil'd. 
The public now enlarges every grace, 
What ſhining eyes it has! how fair a face! 


Of parts what ſymmetry ! what ſtrength divine! 
| The noble brat is ſure of Pelops hue. 


* Merum is not tranſlated at all, 


The 


2 
2 


eee 


Book IV. 


$ 262. The Malle. TavLlon. 


A Cannon Hall, one bloody day, 

Took a poor failor's ley away; 
And as on his comrade's back he made of, 
A fecond fairly took his head off. 
The fellow, on this odd emergence, 
Carrics him pick-back to the turgeon's. 

2—— dds crics the doctor, are you drunk, 

To bring me here a headleſs trunk? 
A lying dog cries Jack —he ſaid 
His lag was off, and not his head. 


$ 263. Ar Epitaph to the Memory of Lucy 
Lyttleton. 


Tho” PS, AI tho? witty, wile; 

Polite, as all her life in courts had beea : 

Vet good, as ſhe the world had never ſeen 

The noble fire of an exalted mind, 

With gentle female tenderneſs combin'd. 

Her ſpeech was the melodious voice of Love; 

Her ſong the warbling of the vernal grove ; 

Her eloquence was tweeter than her ſong, 

Soft as her heart, and as her reaion ftrony ; 

Her form each beauty of her mind exprets'd ; 

Her mind was virtue by the graces dret>'d. 

$ 264. An Inſcription on the Tomb raiſed to the 
Memory of the Author's Father, and others 


e. 


his Anceftors. Lord CLARE. 
[]NMARE'D by trophics of the great and 
vain, 


Here fleeps in filent rombs a gentle train. 

No folly waſtcd their paternal ſtore, 

No guilt, no fordid av'rice made it more: 

With honeſt fame, and ſober plenty crown'd, 

They liv'd, and ſpread their checring influence 
round. 

May he whoſe hand this pious tribute pays, 

Receive a like return of filial praiſe! 


34 


Mik to engage all hearts and charm all 


ST FO kAM Sa aa 


| 


| 


| $ 268, 


$ 265, 
I LOV'D thee beautiful and kind, 
And plghtcd an eternal vow ; 
Sv alter'd are thy face and mind, 
"DT were perjury to love thee now. 


92 


$ 266. 


QINCE firſt you knew my am'rous ſmart, 
Each day augmeats your proud diſdam 
'T was then enough to break my heart, 
And now, thank Heav'n, to break my chain, 
Ceafe, thou ſcorner, ceaſe to ſhun me 
Now let love and hatred ccafe ! 
Half that rigour had undone me, 
All that rigour gives me peace. 


$ 267. 
\ TY heart f ill hovering round about you, 
M i rh2ught I could not live without you; 


. 


Now we have liv'd three months: 7 


| How L hiv'd with you's the wonder. 


— 
-- 


Di.ulygue between an ald Incumbent 
ard the Perſon prom jed the next Preſentation. 


1 glad to fee you well, —O faitklefs breath! 
What, glad to ſec me weil, aud wii my 
death 
No more, replies the youth, Sir, this miſgiviay, : 
I with not for your death, but fur your living, 


§ 269. The Caſe of Conicience. Addreſſed to a 
certain Dig uitury of the Church, on us late 
Narcotic Expoſition of the following Text, 

&« Watch and pray, leſt ye enter into Temptation." 

BY our Paitor perplext, 

How thail we determine? 

„Watch aud pray,” fays the Text; 
« Go to ſlecp, lays the Sermon | 
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8 270. 


PHO! cheerful, diſcreet, and with freedom 


well bred, 


She never repented an idle word ſaid: 
Securely ſhe ſmiles on the froward and bold, 
They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold, 


But now on fortune's 
High- borne, in all the pom 
. 


| 


271. 


I SWORE I lov'd, and you believ'd; 
Vet, truſt me, we were both deceir'd, 
Though all I fwore was true. 
I lov'd one gen'rous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind; 
And thought that form was you. 


$ 272. On one who firſt abuſed, and then made 


Love to a Lady 


with graceleſs verſe, 
dar'd aſperſe; 


But when he ſaw her well — OY 
Her reputation ſtainꝰd and tatter'd; 

He gaz'd and lov'd the hideous elt, 

She look'd fo very like himſelf. 

True ſung the bard well known to fame, 
telf-iove and ſocial are the ſame. 


UL 
The noble 


gHE who in ſecret yields her heart, 
Again may claim it from her lover; 
But the who plavs the trifler's part, 
Can ne er her ſquander'd fame recover. 
Then grant the boon for which I pray ! 
Tis down b lend than throw away. 


$ 273- 
WE thought you without titles 
And wealthy with a ſmall e 
While by your humble ſelf alone, 


You ſcem'd unrated and unknown, 


Ls 
pomp . 
— 8 vain, and fond of pelf, 

'Tis plain, my lord, you knew 


F 274- 

M thought a wild great, 
. 
| Will thinks the wealthy are ador d, 
| And gleans what miſers bluſh to hoard. 
Their paſſion, merit, fate, the fame ; 

They thirſt and ftarve alike for fame. 


| 

| $ 275. 

| HY like a tyrant wilt thou reign, 

W When thou may'ſt rule the willing mind) 


hy e of n 
Repay t yk oye thru te kind? 


266 
| r 
| Condemn'd to feel a double fmart, 
| To hate myſelf, and burn for thee. 


98276. 


| [VER buſy, ne'er employ'd, 
Ever loving, ne'er enjoy'd, 


| Ever doom d to ſeek and miſs, 


And pay unbleſs d the price of bliſs. 


$ 277. On Shakeſpeare's Monument at Strat« 
ford upon fue. SEWARD. 


| GREAT Homer's birth ſev'n rival cities claim, 
Too mighty ſuch monopoly of Fame; 

Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 

His wond'rous worth; what Egypt could be- 


| ſtow, 


® Pope. 


With 


wils jj © 


Book IV. 


Wich all the ſchools of Greece and Aſia join'd, 

Enlarg'd th'immenſe expanſion of his mind. 

Nor yet unrival'd the Maonian ftrain, 

The + Britiſh Eagle and the Mantuan Swain 

Tow'r equal heights. But happicr Stratford, 

With inconteftcd laurels deck thy brow : 

Thy bard wo thine unſchool'd, and from thee 
c 


broug 
More than all Egypt, Greece, or Aſia taught. 
Not Homer's felt ſuch matchleſs honours Son; 
The Greek has rivals, but thy Shakeſpeare none. 


9278. 
VVXLI hath Heaven denounc'd the wo- 
man's woes; [ throes : 
Thou know'ſt no tender cares, no = 
Unfelt your offspring comes, unfelt it goes. 


$ 279. 
Pollard oak, hollow at heart, 
Tremendous lightning darted. 
Tremble at God's aveng'ing dart, 
O all ye hollow-hearted. 


When all carry thither a little 3 day, 
And we meet with fo few who bring any 
away. 


$ 281. On a Statue of Apollo crowning Merit. 
MENT „if thou'rt bleſt with riches, 

For God's fake buy a pair of breeches, 
And give them to thy naked brother ; 
For one good tun deſerves another. 
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$ 282. A Sonnet. Imitated from the Spaniſh 
of Lopez de Vega. Menagiana, tom. iv, 
p. 176. EDWARDS. 


66 Wray a ſonnet needs muſt 

ave; 
I ne'er was fo put to't before: a fonnet ! 
Why, fourteen vers muſt be ſpent upon it: 

"Tis good howe'er, have conquer'd the firſt 

ve. 

Yet I ſhall ne'er find rhymes enough by half, 

Said de 1 found myſelf i'the midſt o'the ſe- 


cond. 
If twice four verſes were but fairly reckon'd, 
I ſhould turn back on th'hardeft part and laugh. 
Thus far with good ſucceſs I think I've fcrib- 
bled, 2 ten. 
And of the twice ſeven lines have c got 
Courage! another'll finiſh rhe firſt triplet. 
Thanks to thee, Mute, my work begins to 
thorten. [dri 
There's thirteen lines got through, driblet by 
*Tis done! count how you will, I warrant 
there's fourteen | 


$ 233. On a bad Singer. 


HEN {creech-owls fcreek, their note 
W te nds th 


To fooliſh mortals death of friends: 


But when Corvina ftrains her throat, 
E'en ſcreech-owIs ficken at the note. 


$ 284. On Sleep. 
A E-THOUGH foft ſlecp death's fad reſem» 
| blance wears, 
Still do I with him on my couch to lie; 
Come, balm „for {weetly it appears, 
Thus on ife to live, 28. 
do 


+ Milton. 
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$ 235. 
A® Quin and Foote 
One day walk'd out 

To view the country round, 
In merry mood 
They chatting ſtood 

Hard by the village-pound. 
Foote from his 
A ſhilling took, 

And faid, I'll bet a 4 
In a ſhort ſpace, * 
Within this place, 

Pll make this piece a guinea. 
Upon the hte 

thin the pound, 

The ſhilling ſoon was thrown ; 
Behold, ſays Foote, 

The thing's made out, 
For there is one pound one. 
I wonder not, 
9 uin, that thought 
hould in your head be found, 
Since that's the way 
Your debts you pay— 
One ſhilling in the pound. 


$ 256. 
O let me die in peace ! Eumenes cry 'd, 
To a hard creditor at his bed-fide. [evade 
How die! roar'd Gripus; — thus your debts 
No, no, Sir, you ſha'nt die till I am paid. 


9287. 
Uebe haſty errand Tom was ſent, 
Aud met his pariſh curate as he went ; 
But, juſt like what he was, a forry clown, 
It ſeems he paſt him with a cover'd crown. 
The gownman ſtopp'd, and, turning, ſternly 
laid [fed ! 
I doubt, my lad, ycu*ce far worſe taught than 


T 
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Why aye! ſays Tom, ftill jogging on, that's 

true: vou. 
Thank God, he feeds me! but I'm 


t by 
$ 233. Epitaph on a certain Miſer. 
HERE lies one who for med'cines would not 

ive 
A little gold, and fo his life he loſt : 
I fancy now he'd wiſh again to live, 
Cou'd he but gueſs how much his fun'ral 
coſt 


$ 289. On Captain Grenuille. 
Lord LYTTLETOY, 

E weeping muſes, graces, virtues, tell 
Y If, — Jon all-aceompliſh'd Sidney fell, 
You, or afflicted Britain, e'er deplor'd 
A loſs like that theſe plaintive lays record 
Such ſpotleſs honour ; ſuch ingenuous truth; 
Such ripen'd wiſdom in the bloom of youth! 
So mild, fo gentle, ſo compos'd a mind, 
To fuch heroic warmth and courage join'd ! 
He too, like Sidney, nurs'd in learning's arms, 
For nobler war forſook her fofter charms : 
Like him, poſſeſt of ev*ry g art, 
The ſecret with of every female heart; 
Like him, cut off in youthful glory's pride, 
He, unrepining, for his country dy'd. 


$ 290. Upon à young Gentleman ref to 
walk with the Author in the Park, becauſe he 
was not dreſſed well. GARRICK, 


] RIEND Col and I, both full of whim, 
To ſhun each other oft agree; 
For I'm not beau enough for him, 
Aud he's too much a beau for me. 
Then let us from each other fly, 
And arm in arm no more appear ; 


That I may ne'er offend your eye, 


That you may ne'er oſſend my ear. 


"i. 
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$ 292. Defigned for the Monument of Sir Iſaac 


Newton. 

RE than his name were leſ twould ſeem 

to fear {it here. 
He who increas'd Heav'n's fame, could want 
Yet—when the ſun he lighted up ſhall fade, 
And all the worlds, he found at firſt, decay d; 
Then void and waſte eternity ſhall lie, 
And time and Newton's name together die. 


$ 292. On Mrs. Clive's reſenting being put out 
of the Part of Portia, and ſaying the was ſurely 
as well qualified to wear Breeches as Mr. 
Garrick was to play Ranger. GARRICK. 
AR Kate, it is vanity both us bewitches, 
Since I muſt the truth on't revcal; 
For when I mount the ladder and you wear the 


breeches, 
We ſhew—«u hat we ought to conceal. 


$ 293. On Mr. Quiz. Ie. 
GAYS Epicure Quin, thould the devil ia hell 
In fiſhing for men take deliglit, 
His hook bait with ven'fon, I love it fo well, 
Indeed I am fure I ſhould bite. 


$ 294. Extempore, on hearing a certain imper- 
tinext Addreſs in the Newſpapers. By Garrick, 
Thomſon, &c. | 
1 eſlence of dock, of valerian and ſage, 
At once the diſgrace and the peſt of this 
age, [ crimes, 
The worſt that we wiſh thee, for all thy bad 
Is to take thy own pbyſic, and read thy own 
rhymes. 


$ 295. Dr. Hill's Reply to the Tunto's Epigram. 


E deſperate junto, ye great or ve ſmall, 
Y Who combat dukes, doctors, the deuce, and 


EPIGRAM S, &. 
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Whether gentlemen, ſcribblers, or poets in jail, 
Your impertinent curſes ſhall never prevail: 
Fil rake neither fage, dock, nor balſam of 
honey; . [ money. 
Do you take the phyſic, and Pll take the 
$ 296. Anſwer to the Junto. 
'PHEIR wiſh muſt be in form revers'd, 
To ſuit their doctor's crimes ; 

For, if he takes his phy ſic firſt, 

Hcl never read his rhymes. 


$ 297. Written ſoon after Dr. Hils Farce, 
called The Rout, was act. GARRiCK. 
FOR pliy ſic and farces, 
His equal there ſcarce is; 
His farces are phy ſic, 
His phy ſic a farce is. 


$ 298. T Dr. Hill, upon his Petition of the 
Letter I, to Mr. Garrick. Irib. 

FF 'tis true, as you fay, that I've injur'd a 
letter, 

I'll change my note ſoon, and I hope for the 
better; 5 

May the right uſe of letters, as well as of men, 

Hercafter be tix'd by the tongue and the pen; 

Moſt devoutly I with that thev both have their 

And that I may be never miſtaken for U. ¶ due, 


$ 299. To the Author of the Farmer's Letters, 
roi e were written in Ireland, in the Year of 
the Rebellion, by Henry Brooke, Eſq. 174<- 

IziD. 
Ot thou, — whoſe artleſs, free-born genius 
charms, 

Whoſe ruſtic zcal each patriot boſom warms ; 

Purſud the glorious taſk, the pleaſing toil, 

Forſake the fields, and till a nobler foil ; 

Extcad the farmer's care to human kind, 

Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind; 
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There plant religion, reaſon, freedom, truth, | « Away with fear,” the phantom faid, 
And ſow the feeds of virtue in your youth: As ſoon as he had heard his tale: 

Let no rank words corrupr, or brambles choak, „Take my advice, and mend your trade; 
And ſhake the vermin from the Britiſh oak: «© We both are if you fail. 

From northern bla{ts proteſ the vernal bloom, Go write, your wit in ſatire ſhow, 


And guard our paſtures from the wolves of 
Rome. 

On Britain's libertv i1graft thy name. 

And reap tl harvelt of immortal fame. 


— — — - - 


$ 300. Colloguial Epigram*. GARRICK. 
W:!mot. 
U ſhould call at his houſe, or ſhould fend 
him a card, 
Can Garrick alone be fo cold? 
Carrie. 

Shall I, a poor player, and ſtill poorer bard, 
Shall fo'lv with Camden make bold ? 
What joy can 1 give him, dear Wilmot declare ? 

Promotion no honours can bring ; 
To him the Great Seals are but labour and care, 
Wiſh juy to your country and king. 


$ 3or. Death and the Doctor. Occafioned by 
a Phyfician's Lumpooning a Friend of the Author. 
IIIb. 
As Doctor — mufing ſat, 
Death ſaw and came without delay: 
E:ters the room, begins the chat, 
With, 4 Doctor, why fo thoughtful, pray?“ 


The Doctor ſtarted from his place, 
But ſoon they more familiar grew: 

And then he told his piteous caſe, 
How trade was low, and fricads were few. 


© No matter whether ſmart or true; 
Call —— names the greateſt foe 
To dulneſs, folly, pride, and you. 


«© Then copies ſpread, there lies the trick, 
your friends be ſure you fend em; 

For all who read will ſoon grow fick, 

© And when you're call d upon, attend em. 


„Thus, trade increaſing by degrees, 
Doctor, we both ſhall have our ends: 
For you are ſure to have your fees, 
| „ * 


$ 302. Upon a Lady's Embroidery, 
RACHNE once, as poets tell, 
A goddeſs at her art defy'd; 
But foon the daring mortal fell 
The hapleſs victim of her pride. 
Oh then beware Arachne's fate, 
ge prudent, Chloe, and ſabmit; 
For you'll more fureiy feel her hate, 
Who rival both her heart and wit. 


1 0 


I 51D. 


8 303. Upon a certam Lord's giving ſome 
| , Thouſand Pounds for a Houſe. 2 1 4s 
O many thouſands for a houſe, 

For you of all the world, lord Mouſe ! 

A little houſe would beſt accord 

With you, my very little lord! 
And then exactly match'd would be 

Your houſe and hoſpitality. 


®* Soon after the promotion of Lord Camden to the Seals, Mr. Wilmot, his Lordſhip's purſe-bearer, called 


at Hainpton, where, learning that Mr. Garrick had not 


verſation between the two 


on that truly patriotic 


paid his c compliments, the con- 


gentlemen furniſhed Mr. Garrick with the ſubject of the Epigram; in which, 
with an admirable addreſs, our Engliſh Roſcius has turned an imputed negledt into a very elegant 


Panegyric 


Tom 


w 3 SgF0OJ HO OP 


Ara 


S Nenn 


. 
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& 304. Tom Fool to Mr. Hains, his Counſellor | 


and Friend. GARRICK. 
O * — the Races of my 


* 

The poſſeſſion I mean of the houſe in diſpute. 

Conſider, my friend, an attorney's my foe, 

The worſt of his tribe, and the beſt is ſo-ſo. 

O let not his quiddits and quirks of the law, 

O let not this harpy your poor client claw ; 

In law as in life, I know well tis a rule, 

Thar a knave ſhould be ever too hard for a fool. 

To this rule one exception your poor client im- 
[ of doors. 


plores, 
That the fool may for once beat the knave out 


$ 305» An Epitaph upon the celebrated Claudius 
Philips*, Maſcian, who died very poor. 
| Iz1D. 
PHILIFS, whoſe touch harmonious could re- 
move 


of guilty pow'r and hapleſs love, 
no more; 

Here find that calm thou gav'ft ſo oft before. 
Sleep, undiſturb'd, within this peaceful ſhrine, 
Till angels wake thee with 2 note like thine. 


The pangs 
Reſt here, diſtreſs'd by poverty 


$ 306. Upon ſeeing My. Tavbr's Pifures of 
Bath, and hearing a Conmouſſeur declare that 
« they were finely painted for a Gentleman.” 


I81D. 

FELL me the meaning, who can, 
Of finely for — — 

Is genius, rareſt gift of Heaven, 

To the hir'd artiſt only given? 

Or, like the Catholic falvation, 

Pal'd in for any claſs or ſtation ? 


- 


Sg PP IO RA MS as 


Whoſe piftur'd morals ch rm the mind, 


Is it bound 'prentice to the trade 
Which works, and as it works is paid? 
Is there no ſkill ro build, invent, 

Un'ch infpir'd by five per cent. 

And thalt thou. Tavler, paint in vain, 
Unleſs impell'd by hopes of gain? 

Be wiſe, my friend, an take thy fee, 
That Claude Loraiue may yield to thee. 


$ 307. Epitaph on William Hogarth +, in Chi 
wick Cinrch-] ard. IzD. 


FAREWELT. gre at pale -* mankind, 
Who react!,'d the wobleft point of art 


And thiro' the eve c + ect the keart? 
If genius fire tlice, tender, ſtar ; 

If nature touch thee, drop 2 tear. 
If neither move thee, turn a , 


For Hova:ih's nnd dull lies here. 


F 308. Epitaph on Tame: Qin}, in Bath Ca* 
__ theadral. Iz1D. 


THAT tongue, which ſet the table on a roar, 
And charm'd the public ear, is heard ne 
more ! 
Clos d are thoſe eyes, the harbinger of wit, 
Which ſpoke, before the tongue, what Shake» 
ſpeare writ. [ſfrerch'd forth, 
Cold are thaſe bands, which, living, were 
At friendſhip's call, to ſuccour modeſt worth. 
Here lies James Quin: deign, reader, to be taught 
(Whatc'er thy ſtrengthof body, force of thought, 
In nature's happieſt mould however caft) 
To this complexion thou muſt come at laſt. 


Thie Epitaph has been aſcribed to Dr. Johnſon, but was really written by Mr. Garrick. See European 


Magazine, January 1785. 
+ He died October 26, 1764- 


T Mr. Quia died January 1766. 
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$ 309. From the Spanih. GaRrRick. 


FOR me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flowers in union mecty 
As oft the kiſs'd the gift of love, 
Her breath gave ſwectneſs to the ſweet. 
A bee within a damaſk roſe 
Had crept, the nectar'd dew to ſip; 
But leffer fwcets the thief foregocs, — 
Aud fixes on Louiſa's lip. 
There rafting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd by the ripening breath of May, 
Th” | ſpoiler left his ſting, 
And with the honey flew away. 


$ 310. Epitaph on Laurence Stery-*. Torn. 


Sal pride a heap of ſculptur'd marble raiſe, | 
Some w „ unmourn'd titled fool to 


praiſe ; 
And ſhall we not by one poor grave-{tone learn, 
Where genius, wit, and humour, fleep with 
Sterne ? 


$ 311. Epitaph on Mr. Beiphton, who hat | 
been Ficar of Egham borty-f ove Years. 1810. 


NEAR — an age, with every good man's 
raiſe, 
Among his flock the ſhepherd paſs'd his days; 
The friend, the comfort of the ſick and poor; 
Want never knock'd uahceded at his door; 
Oft when his duty call'd, diſcaſe and pain 
Strove to confine him; but they ſtrove in vain. 
All moan his death, his virtues long they try'd, 
They knew not how they lov'd him till he dy'd. 
Peculiar bleſſings did his life attend, 
He had no foe, and Camden was his friend. 
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$ 312. Epitaph on Paul Whitehead, Eſq. 181D. 


Near this place 
Are 3 the remains 


Patt. Wir EnEAD, Eſq. 
Who was born January 28, 17103 
And died Dec. 30, 17744 
Aged 6:. 

Here lies a man misfortune could not bend ; 
Prais'd as a poet, honour'd as a friend: - 
Tho” his youth Kindled with the love of fame, 
Within his boſom glow'd a brighter flame. 
Whene'er his friends with ſharp affliftion bled, 
And from the wounded deer rhe herd was fled, 
W hitcheal ftood forth the healing balm apply'd, 


dor quitted their diſtreſſes—till he dy'd. 


| 9 3 13. A Tribute, by Mr. Garrick, to the Me- 
| 7 of aCharatter he long knew an reſpeted. 


Epiiaph on Mr. Havard, Comedian +. 
„An honeſt man's the nobleſt work of God !” 


| H AV ARD from forrow reſts bencath this tone ; 
An honeſt man—belov'd as foon as known; 
Howe'er defective in the mimic art, 
In real life he juſtly play'd his part 
The nobleſt character he ated well; 
And Heavca applauded—when the curtain fell. 


, 


— 


$ 314. Inſcription on a Grotto of Shells at Crur- 
Eaſton , the work of Nine Young Ladies ||. 
Pork. 
HEN. ſhunning idleneſs at once and praiſe, 
This radiant pile nine rural fiſters raiſe ; 
The glittering emblem ot each ſpotleſs dame, 


| Clear as her foul, and ſhining as her frame; 


* Mr. Sterne was born at Clonmell in Ireland, November 24, 1712; and died in London, March 18, 1768. 


| He died 2oth February 1778. 


t In the county of Hants, the teat of Edward Lille, Efq. 


Mits Lules, daughters of Edward Lille, Eſq. and fibers ro Dr Lille, 


Beauty 


. 


\ 4 
* 
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Beauty, which nature only can impart, 
And ſuch a polith as diſgraces art; 


But fate diſpos'd them in this humble fort, 
And hid in defarts what would charm a court. 


— 


Verſes occaftoned by ſeeing a Grotto built 
by Nine Sifters. HERBERT. 


much this building entertains my ſight, 
Nonght but the builders can give more de- 
light: 
In them — maſter- piece of nature's ſhown, 
In this I ſee art's maſter- piece in ſtone. 
O! Nature, Nature, thou haſt conquer'd art; 
She charms the ſight alone, but you the heart. 


$ 315- 


— 


$ 316. Lines written by the celebrated Thou- 
SON, to his \ MANDA; with a Copy of the 
SEASONS.—Newer before publifted. 


AECEFT dear Nymph! a tribute due 
To facred friendſhip, and to you 
But with it take, what breath'd the whole, 
O] take ro thine, the Poet's foul ! | 
If Fancy here her pow'r diſplays, 
Or, if a heart exalt theſe lays, 
You faireſt in that faney ſhine, 
And al: that heart is fondly thine ! 


$ 317. Epitaph on Mrs. Ellen Temple, late Wife 
of Mr. 7 2 Temple, of Malton, Surgeon. 
By Mr. GENTLEMAN. 


HERE in juſt hope, above the ſtars to riſe, 

„Te mortal part of ELLEx TEMPLE hes, 
Ia whom thoſe beauties of a ſpotleſs mind, 
Faith, and good works were happily combin'd ; 
A patient, careful, conſtant, loving wife, 


The foe of ſcandal, and domeſtic ſtrife; | 


The tender mother, undiſſembling friend, 
Who grac'd thoſe virtues with a pious end; 
Who, ſtill preferving an unblemith'd name, 


EPIGRAM S. 


| 


Neꝰ er meanly ſtrove to taint a neighbour's fame; | 


&c. 
Who play'd—as reader thou ſhou'dſt do—her 


part, 
With inward peace, and reftitude of heart; 
Who, chriſtian-like, reſign'd her final breath, 
And, dying free from cenſure, ſmil'd at death. 
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$ zrs. An . 


A Member of the modern great, 
Paſs'd Sawney with his budget; 
The peer was in a car of fate, 
The tiaker fore“ ro trudye it. 
But Sawney ſhall receive the praiſe 
His Lordſhip wou'd parade for : 
One's debtor for his dapple greys, 
And th'other's thoes are paid for. 


$ 319. Epigram. 
gAYS a beau to a lady, Pray name if you cams 
Of all your acquaintance, the handſomeſt man? 


The lady reply'd, If you'd have me ſpeak true, 


He's the handſomeſt man that's the moſt unlike 
you. 


$ 320. The Lawyer and Client. 


12 Lawyers, when a knotty cauſe was o'er, 
Shook hands, and were as good friends as 


before ; 
« Zounds !” fays the client, How come yaw 
To be ſuch tri who were ſuch foes juft 
naw **” 


Thou fool, ſays one, we lawvers, tho” ſo keen, 
Like thears, ne'er cut ourſelves, but what's be- 
rween. 
——— — — 
C 321. Another. 
CRIES > to his neighbours, as onward they 
preit, 

Convevirg his wife to her place of long reſt ; 

Take, friends, I beſeech you, a little more leifure; 

For, why ſhould we thus make a toil of a pleaſure! 
On 
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$4322. Ona Brul of Punch. 


VW HENEER a bowl of punch we make, 


Four ſtriking Nnes we take; 


T mix'd, moſt kindly meet ; 
uk they happily nat, 
The bowl © is pregnant with delight: 
In converſation thus we find, 
That, four men differently inclin'd, 
With talents each diſtinct; and each 
Mark's by peculiar powers of ſpeech ; 
With tempers too, as much the fame 
As milk and verjuice, froſt and flame ; 
Their by properly ſuſtaining, 
May all prove highly entertaining. 


$ 323. A Deſcription of Londor. 
Hbusxs. churches, mixt together, 
Streets unpleaſant in all weather; 
Priſons, palaces contiguous, 
Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous ; 
Gaudy things, enough to tempt ye, 
wy outſides, inſides empty; 
Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and carts z 
Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, 
2 of laundreſſes * 
ogues, that nightly rob and ſhoot men, 

E — — 3 

wyers, poets, prieſts, ſicians; 
Noble, fimple, all — 2 ; 
Worth beneath a thread-bare cover, 
Villany bedaub'd all over ; 
Women—black, red, fair, and greys 
Prudes, and ſuch as never pray; 
Handſome, ugly, noiſy, ſtill; 
Some that will not, ſome that will; 
Many a beau without a ſhilling, 
Many a widow not unwilling ; 
Many a bargain, if you ftrike it. 
This is Loadon—How & ye like it? 


The ſtrong, the ſmall, the ſharp, the ſweet, 


nos wy 2 a 
an w virtue d, 
B Minerva's head on Venus” ders 6 
Kind nature here diſplays her niceſt art; 

With ſweet relie vos hides the ſoundeſt heart; 
But while it hides, it elegantly tells 

With what benevolence her boſom ſwells. 

| Here's beauty mental, moral, and divine, 

To charm the lover, and his thoughts refine, 

| 


$ 325. PARADOX. 
FR people fat down, in one evening to play, 
F They play's all that eve. and parted next day; 
9 think, when you're told, as _—_— 
bet: 
No other play'd with them, nor was there one 
| Yet, when they roſe up, each gained a gumea, 
| Tho' none of em loft to th amount of a penny. 
Anſwer. 
Four merry fiddlers play'd all night 
| To many a dancing ninny; 
And the next morning went away, 
And each receiv'd a guinea. 


326. ions over a Pipe of Tobacco and 
, _ a Pinch of Snuff. 
WHILST ſmoke ariſes from my pipe, 
Thus to myſelf I fay : 

Why ſhould I anxious be for life, 

Which vaniſhes away? 
Our ſocial ſnuff- boxes convey 

The fame ideas juſt : 
As if they filently would fay, 
Let's mingle duſt to duſt. 


| $ 327. Epitaph am a Lawyer. 

FENTOMED within this vault, a lawyer lies, 
Whom fame aſſureth us, was juſt and wiſe ; 

An able advocate, and honeſt roo!— _ [rrue, 


| That's wondrous ftrange, indeed ! — if == 
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$ 328. On the Fifi of November. 


By an In154 BELLMAN. 
Teuer the day, I fpeak it with great 
forrow, 2 [morrow ! 
That we were all thave been blown up to- 
Therefore take care of fires and candle-light ; 
'Tis a cold froſty morn, and fo good-night. 


& 329. A Country Quarter Seſſions. 
FP HREE or four perſons, full of October ; 
by + or four *{quires, betwe-:n drunk and 
Three or four lawyers, three or four lyars; 
— hree or my conſtablees three or four cryers ; 
or parithes, bringing appeals 
Three or four writings, — or four ſeals; 
Three or four baſtards, three or four whores, 
Tag, rag, and bobtail, three or four ſcores ; 
— or — ſtatutes, miſunderſtood; 
ree or paupers, all praying for food; 
Three or four roads, that — —_ mended ; 
Three or four fcolds—aud the ſeſſions is ended. 


$ 330. Epigram. . 

WHAT legions of fables and whimſ.cal tales 

Pais — for goſpel, where prieſtci a(t 

evails ! 

Our anceſtors thus were moſt ſtrangely decerv'd ; 
What ſtories and nonſenſe for faith they belicv' d 
But we, their wiſc ſons, who theſe fable rejefts 
Even truth, now-a-days, are too apt to ſuſpect; 
From believing too much, the right faith we let 
So now we believe, faith! nothing at all. fall; 


$ 331. On Six Sorts of People, who heep Fafts. 


reedy mind to ſpare ; 
The glutton faſts, to cat the greater ſhare; 

The hypocrite, he faſts, to ſeem more holy; 
The righteous man, to puniſh fin and folly. 


; 


| 
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$ 332. To ———, Eſq. Antiquary and N. R. &. 
GIVE me the thing that's pretty, odd, ang 

new : 
All ugly, old, odd things—T leave to you. 


$ 333. Epitaph on a Blackſmath. 


MY fledge and hammer lie declin'd ; 
My bellows too have loſt their wind; 

My fire's extinct, my forge decay d; 

My vice is in the duſt all laid; 

My ccal is ſpent, my iron gone, 

My nails are drorc, my work is done. 

My fire-drv'd corpſe lies here at reſt, 

My foul, fmoke-like, ſoars tu be bleſt. 

6 334. A rwehimfical Ejitaph, taken from @ 

Stone in a Church. 

Hr hies the body of Sarah Sexton, 

Who as a wife did never vex one; 


We can't fav that for her at th'next ſtone. 


$ 325. On Qradrille. To a young Lady. 


Dries lovely nymph, to hear the leaſt of 
bards, 
Who draws inſtruction from a game of cards; 
What tho” Quadrille perplex you, here is ſhown, 
How hard the tak for her who plays alone. 
But, wou'd you then conſent to be a wife? 
Think fir, Oh think ! you play your cards for 
life ! [will, . 
Shou'd ſordid friends controul your right 
Beware the wretched ſtate of forc'd Spadille. 
Shou'd man, by grandeur, ftrive your heart to 
re, 
A crofs fiſh well denotes a purſe-proud *ſquire ; 
Then, paſs by wealth and pow er; for better, ſure, 
It is, with ſome kind ſwain to play fecure; 
And he, dear girl, who does vour charms adore, 
Now atks you leave, Oh! let him ſoon fay more. 
To- marrom 


$ 336. To-morrow. An Epigram. 

TOMORROW ou will live, you alw avs cry; 
In what far — does 2— 3 

That 'tis ſo mighty long ere it arrive ? 
Beyond the Indies does this morrow live ? 
Tis fo far ferch'd, this morrow, that I fear 
*T will be both very old and very dear. 
'To-morrow I will live, the fool docs fav, 
To-day's too late; the wiſe liv'd yeſterday. 


$ 337. Spoke extempore by the Earl of Rockefler 
to a Pariſh Clerk. 
TERNHOLD and Hopkins had qualms 
8 When they tranſlated David's Prams, : 
To make the heart full glad: 
But had it been poor David's fate 
To hear thee ſiug, and them tranſlate, 
By Jove, twould made him mad. 


$ 338. Rhyme to Liſbon. By the ſame. 
FEE a health ro Kare, 
Our Sovereign's mate, 
Of the Royal Houle of Liſbon; 
Bur the Devil take Hyde, 
And the Biſhop beſide, 
That made her bone his bone. 


- — 


$ 339. Or Punch. 
FENCE, reftlefs care and low defgn ! 


Hence, foreign compliments 2r 4 wine! 
Let generous Britons, brave and free, 
Still ooaſt their punch and honcſty; 
Life is a bumper, fill'd by fate, 
And we the gueſts, who ſhare the treat; 
Where ftrong, inſipid, ſharp, and tweet, 
Each other duly temp'ring, meet ; 
A while with joy the ſcene is crown'd, 
A while the catch and toaft go round ; 
And, when the full carouſe is o'cr, 
Death puffs the lights, and ſhuts the door. 


| 
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Say, then, phyficians of each kind, 
Who cure the body or the mind ; 
What harm in drinking can there be, 
Since punch and life fo well agree ? 


$ 340. The Diſapprinted Huſband. 
Scolding wife, ſo long a ſleep poſſeſs'd. 
* preſum'd her foul was now at 
rc 


Sable was cail'd to hang the room with black; 
And all their cheer was fugar, rolls, and fack. 
Two mourning ſtaffs ſtobd centry at the door; 
And filence reign'd, who ne'er was there before 
The clokes, and tears, and handkerchiefs, pre- 
par'd, ſyard; 
They march'd, in wocfu! pomp, to the church- 
When, fee, of narrow fircets what miſchiefs 
come ! 
The very dead can't paſs in quiet home 
By ſome rude jolt the coffin- lid was broke, 
And Madam, from her dream of death awoke. 
Now all was fpoil'd ! the Undertaker's pay, 
Sour faces, cakes, and wine. quite thrown away, 
But fome years after, when the former ſcene 
Was acted, and the coffin nail'd again, 
The tender huſband took eſpecial care 
To keep the paſſaye from diſturbance clear; 
Charging che bearers that they tread aright, 
Nor put his dear in ſuch another fright. 


——  - ——_—_— — 


C 341. Arn Eprigram. 
Mes a crot: net, the ſober think vain; 
The fid4le's a wooden projection: 
Tunes are but flirts of a whimtical brain, 
Which the bottle brings beſt to perfection: 
Muticians are half-witted, merry, and mad; 
The ſame arc all thoſe that admire em; 
They're fools if they play, unleſs they're well 


And the ohen are blockheads o hire 'em. | 


Book IV. EPIGRAMS, Ke. 38: 


$ 342. An Epigram. Our of a rib, Sir, from his ſide, 
GAYS Johnay to Paddy, * I can't for my life, Was form'd this neceffary bride : 
« Conceive how a dumb pair are made man But how did he the paia beguile? 


and wife, Huw ?—He ſlept {weetly all the while 3 
« Since they can't with the form and the parſon — „* re-apply'd, 
accord.“ oman Adam ; 
Says Paddy, V ou fool they take cach other's Hos then. pray you, did it anſwer ? 
Word.“ He never flept fo ſweet again, Sir.“ 
A * 
$ 343. The Biter Bit. $ 346. Fpigram. 
$ A Ceram prieſt had hoarded up | Occafioned by the Words * OxE Prion,” in 
* A ſecret mals of gold; Eurnet's Hiftory. 
F But where he migkt beſtow it ſafe NE PRIOR !—and is this, thi 
ret By fancy was not told. 6 | O The Poet from — 1 „ 
. At * = into wy hy = N verſe poſterity ſhall quote, 
rd; t mac | ti Bur 
ch- Within the chancel ; and he wrote | 83 — 
ucts Thereon, Hie Deus ft. 
A merry grig, whoſe greedy mind 2. 5 347- qe Content. An Epigram. 
. IT 
d not the w - 7 ; 
© That on 33 lay. Id is a gn from Heaven ſent, , 
Took out the gold, and blotted out ho” not to thee or me. 
ay, Thewprieft' inſcript thereon ; | It is not in the Monarch's crown, 


Wrote, R-/urrcxit non oft hic, | Tao” he'd give millions for't; 
« Your God is role and gone.” It dwells not in his Lordſhip's frown, 
Or waits on him to court. 


$ 344. On the Death of Dr. Secher, late ei- © i 295 in a coach and fix, 


/ It is not in a garter ; 
biſhop of Canterbury. { 'Tis not in love, or politics, 


THILE Secker liv'd, he ſhew'd how Seers Bur d in B he ; 
V 5 ſhould live; 0 ſeye; | ns. es 
Waile Secker taught, heav'n open'd to our —_— 
When Secker gave, we knew how angels give; $ 348. Similies. To Molly. 


When Secker dy'd, we knew cen Saints MY pathon is as muſtard ſtrong; 


muſt dic. I fit all ſober fad; 
: Drunk as a piper all day long, 
| $ 345- The Firſt Pair. ! Or like a March hare mad. 
; A PAM alone, could not be cafy, | Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
well So he muſt have a wife, an' pleaſe ye; I drink, yet can't forget her; 
And how did he procure this wife, For, tho' as drunk as David's fow, 


To deer his ſolitary lite? | I love her ſtill the better. 


382 THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Pert as a pear-monger, I'd be, 
Tf Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a cucumber, could ice 
The reſt of womankind. 
Like a ſtuck pig, I gaping ſtare, 
And eye her o'er and oer; 
Lean as a rake, with fighs and care, 
Sleak as a 1 — 
Plump as a partridge was own, 
And loft as filk my ſkin; 
My checks as fat as butter grown; 
But as a groat, now thin! 
I, melancholy as a cat, 
Am kept awake to weep; 
But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a top can flecp. 
Hard is her heart, as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſec me pale; 
Aad, as a grig, is grown, 
And briſk as bortled ale. 
The God of love, at her approach, 
Is buſy as a bee ! 
Hearts found as any bell, or roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 
Ay me! as thick as hops, or hail, 
The fine men crowd about her; 
But ſoon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 
Strait as m her ſhape appears 
9 we join'd together 
My heart would be ſcot free from cares, 
And lighter than a frather. 
As fine as five -pence is her mien, 
No drum was ever tighter; 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 
| And not the fun is brighter. 
As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are; 
Methinks I taſte them yet; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 
As ſmooth as glaſs, as white as curds, 


Her pretty hand (a/7ites 


Sharp as a needle are her words ; 
| Her wit like bites. 

Briſk as a body-louſe ſhe tri 

Clean as a penny brett; . 
Sweet as a roſe her breath and li 

Round as a globe her breaſt. 
deat | ty 

And happy as a king ! 
Good Lord ! how all men envy'd me! 

| She lov'd like any thing ! 

But falſe as hell, ſhe like the wind, 

Chang'd, as her ſex muſt do; 
Tho? ſecming as the turtle kind, 

And like the gofpel true. 
If I and Molly could agree, 

Let who would take Peru; 
Great as aa Emp'ror ſhould I be, 

And richer than a Jew. 
Till you grow tender as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poſt ; 
Let us like burs together ſtick, + 

And warm as any toaſt. 
You'll find me truer than a die, 

And wiſh me better ſpeed ʒ 
Flat as a flounder, when I lie, 

And, as a herring, dead. 
Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 

And figh, perhaps, and wiſh, 
When I am rottea as a pear, 

And mute as any fiſh. 


$ 349- On the Shortneſs of Human Life. 
1 as a damaſk roſe you ſee, 

Or like the bloſſom on the tree; 
Or like the dainty flower in May, 
Or like the morning to the day; 


Or like the ſun, or like the ſhade, 


| Or like the gourd which Jonah had ; 
E'en ſuch is man, whoſe thread is 


Wahers 


| Drawa out, and cut, and ſo is done; 


? yk — 4 — _ $ 351. On the Word REPRESENTATIVE. 

T er morning 3 repreſent, is but to per! 
The fun doth fer, the ſhadows fly, 1 Wiks Gard de way — 
The goucd confumes, and die. } Thus they, who're fairly choſe without a fee, 

Like to the graſs that's newly ſprung, Should give their votcs, no doubt, with liberty; 
- — Y oO —— But when a feat is fold by th'venal tribe, 

mY * ; tents them beſt—w 

Or like the pearled dew of May; oC — takes a bribe. 
Or like an hour, or like a ſpan, ; 
Or like the finging of — $ 352- 1 5 Life. 
—— * life 74 ME fit by my fide, while this picture I draw, 
The grafs decays, the tale doth end, Cina charrring a magpyC, in pride a jackdaw; 
The bird 15 flown, the dews aſcend ; A temper, the devil himiclt cou'd not 
The hour is ſhort, the ſpan not long, Impertinent mixture of buſy and idle; 
The fwan's near death, man's life is done. | As rude as a bear, no mule half fo crabbed; 

Like to the bubble in the brook, She ſwills like a fow, and the breeds like a rabbit; 
Or in a glaſs much like a look; - Gays — in — - table a flatrern, 
Or like the ſhuttle in the hand Or ali an Exampre, ror no one à pattern; 
Or like the writing in = fan; Now — 1 * omas, + Ford, + Grattan 
Or like a thought, or like a dream, a mer an, ; 
Or like the gliding of the fiream ; MN Has this any likenets to good Madam Sheridan. 
E'en ſuch is man, who lives by bre 3 ns Foe $a Sy 
Is here, now there, in life death ; 9353. 2. . 
The bubble's burſt, the look's forgot, - „ 
The ſhuttle's flung, the writing's. blot; F. 
The thought is paſt, the dream is gone, 1 fee a Lady of ſuch grace, 
The water glides, man's life is done. 


With fo much ſenſe and ſuch a face, 

So ſlatternly, is ſhocking; 

$ 350. Epitaph on Captain Jones, Oh ! if you would with Venus vie, 

Who publiſhed ſome Marvellous Accounts on his | Your pen and poetre lay by, 
Travels; the Truth of all which he thought } And learn to mend your ſtocking. 
proper to teſtify by " = 


AFFIDAVIT. $ 354. An Ebigram. 
EAD foftly, mortals, o'er the bones AS Tom was, one Cay, in deep chat with his 
Of the world's wonder, Captain Joucs ! fricnd, : 
Who told his glorious deeds to many, He gravely advis'd him his manners to mend : 
But never was believ'd by any. That his morals were bad, he had heard it from 
Pofterity, let this Cale, | many. 
He ſwore all's true, yet here he lies. They lic, reply'd Tom, for I never had any. 


#* Dr. Sheridan. 1 The Dean's friends, —Þþ Ni. D. Jackfon. Fe 
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$ 355. On Time. 


AY, is there t that can conv 
8 An image _— — ſtay! 10 
is an hand's breadth; tis a tale; 
Tu a veſſel under fail; 
Tis a courſer's ſtraining ſteed; 
Tis à ſhuttle in its : 
"Tis an eagle in its way, 
Darting down upon its ; 
"Tis an arrow in its flight, 
Mocking the purſuing fight : 
"Tis a vapour in the air; 
'Tis a whirlwind ruſhing there; 
Tis a hort-liv'd fading flower; 
'Tis a rainbow on a ſhow'r; 
»Tis a momentary ray, 
Smiling in a wiater's day; 
*T'is a torrent's rapid ſtream ; 
”Fis a ſhadow ; 'tis a dream; 
"Tis rhe cloſing watch of night, 
Dying at approaching light ; 

is a landſcape, vainly gay, 
Painted upon crumbling clay ; 
»Tis a that waſtes its fres ; 
"Tis a ſmoke that quick expires; 
Tis a bubble; tis a figh ; 
Be prepar'd, O Man! to die. 


$ 356. 4n Anatomical Epitaph on an Invalid. | 


Written by HIMSELF. 


JL. TRE lies an head, that often ach'd: 
Here lies two hands that always ſhak d; 
Here lies a brain of odd conceit; 

Here lies a heart that often bcar : 

Here lie two eyes that daily wept, 
And in the night but ſeldom flepr ; 
Here lies a tongue that whining talk'd ; 
Here lie two feet that feebly walk'd ; 
Here lie the midriff and the breaſt, 
Winh loads of indigeſtion preft ; 


_— 
— — 


| 


| 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Here lies the liver, full of bile, 


That ne'er fecreted proper chyle ; 
Here lie the bowels, human tripes, 


Book IV, 


Tortur'd with wind, and twiſting gripes ; 


Here lies the livid dab, the ſpleen, 


The ſource of life's fad tragic ſcene ; 


That left fide weight that clogs the 
And ftagnates nature's circling flood ; 


blood, 


Here lie the nerves, fo often twitch'd 
With painful cramps and poignant ftitch ; 
Here hes the back, oft with pains ; 
Corroding kidneys, loins and reins ; 


Here lies the ſkin, by ſcurvy fed 
With pimples and eruptions red; 


Here hes the man from top to toe, 


That fabric fram'd for pain and woe. 


$ 357. A Poem. 


By Sir WALTER RALEIGH. 


GHALL I, like an Hermit, dwell 


On a rock, or in a cell, 
Calling home the finalleſt part 
That is miſſing of my heart, 
To beſtow it where I mav 
Meet a rival ev'ry day ? 

If ſhe undervalue me, 
en 
Were her treſſes | gold, 
If © nine ca bln 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 
To convert them to a 
And, with little more ado, 
Work them mto bracelets too ; 
If the mine be grown fo free, 
What care I how rich it be ? 
Were her hand as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
If the lay them out to take 
Kiſſes, for good manners ſake; 
And let ev*ry lover ſkip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 
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Yet, 


I might be ſure ſhe was my own; 
Be thou then but ſuch to me, 


What care I what elſe thou be? 


— ——— — —  — 


$ 359- The Stage Coach. +» 


| RESOLVDD to vim a far diſtane friend, 


porter to the Bull-and-Gate, I ſend, 
And bid the ſlave at all events er 


Some place or other in the Cheſter ſtage; 

The e — as foon as ſaid — 

Your honour's ſure when once the money's paidy 

My brother whip, impatient of delay, 

Puts too at three, and ſwears he cannot |: 

(Four diſmal hours before the break of dav.) 

_—_ ſound fleep, thrice catl'd, at ength 
, cyesz 

Yawning, ftretch out my arms, half My my 

By ſteps and lantern enter the machine, 

And take mv place, how cordially ! between 

Two aged matroas of exceſſive bulk, 

To mend the matter too, of meaner folk; 

While in like mode, jamm'd in on Yother 


A bellring Caguin cafe fol ens ride; 


* 
While our plump landlord, train'd in utherl ore, 
Slumbers at eaſe, nor yet aſham' d to ſore; 
And maſter Dicky in his mother's lap, 
Squalling, brings up at once thrice meals of pap; 
Sweet company next time, I do proteſt, Sir, 
Tu walk to Dublin ere I'll ride to Chetter. 


$ 360. Mr. Garrick bring Sd by a Nobleman 


3 diel not intent! to fit in Parliament, gate 
m 


an Anſtuer in the following Lincs. 

ORE than content with whatmy talents gai 
M OF peidic frvans, chaugh © Hake rain; 
Yet not j© vain my mind, fo madly bent, 

To with to play the fool in Parliament; 

In each dramatic unity to err; 

? ing time and and character 
Were it my fate to quit the mimic art, 
F's © firut and fret” no more in any part; 
No more in public ſcenes would I engage, 
Or weur the cap and maſk on any ſtage. 


$ 36r. The Thought; or, A Song of Similics. 
F'VE thought, the fair Narciſſa cries; 

What is it like, Sir ?*—* Like your eyes 
% 'Tis like a chair—'tis like a key 
« *Tis like a tis like a flica— 
& 'Ts like a ike the fun— 
« Tis like the is like the moon 
4 *T's like a kilderkin of ale 
% Tit like a DoCtor—like a whale—" 


Wr art my eyes, Sir, like a Swono? 
Far thar's the Thought, upon my word. 


HE POETICAL EPITOME, 
„ Ah! witneſs every 


Book IV. 
1 feel, | 


y pang | 
| > The deacks they gran, a mats al, 
A ſword is like a chair you'll find, 

* Becaulſt, tis moſt an end behind. 

«Tis like a key, for't will undo one; 

_ «»Tis like a purge, for't will can thro? ane; 
„ 'Tis hke a tica, and reaſon good, 

« Tis often drawing human blood.” 

| Why like a beggar ?—* You thall hear; 

| Tis often carry'd 'fore the May'r; 

« 'Tis like the fun, becauſe tis gilt; 

% Befides, it travels in a belt. 

« Tis like the Dutch, we plainly fee, 

« Becaufe that ſtate, whenever we 

« A puſh for our own int'reſt make, 
Does inſtantly our fides forfake.” 
The moon ?—** Why, when all's faid and done, 


A ſwurd is very like the moon; 
For if his Majeſty (God blets him) 

« When County Sheriff comes t'addrefs him, 
| « Is pleas'd his faveurs to beſtow 

„On him, before him kneeling low, 
| 3» This our Mi om gh, 1 
And gives the glory to the Knight (night): 
| <6 Tis like a kilderkin, no doube, ' 

For its not long in drawing out. 

4% ”Tis like a Doctor; for who will 
„ Diſpute a Doctor's to kill?“ 

But why a ſword is a whale 
| Is no ſuch ealy thing to tell; 

Hut ſince all ſwords are iwords, dye fee, 
«« Why, let it then a backſword be, 


„Which, if well us's, will ſeldom fail 
To raife up ſomewhat like a whale.” 


C 352, The Aftronemer's Room. 
| OE dav I call'd, and, Putt o out, 
Jop'd the door, and look”: about; 
When, all his goods being full ia view 
L took this inventory aug: 4 


Item. 


Boox IV, 
Item.— A bed without a curtain, 
A broken jar to e: dirt in; 


A cand eſtick, a grealy nigiut-cap, 

A ſpitting-pot to catch what might hap; 
Two ſtoc . # mak darn'd with numerous tatches, 
A piece of thirt, pair of breeches; 

A three d ſtoul, a four-legg'd table, 
Were fill'd with books unfit for rabblc, 
Sines, eangents, ſecants, radius, c--lines, 
Subrangents, ſegments, and all thulc ſigus; 
En to ſhew the man who made em 
Was full as mad as he who read*en : 

An almanack of fix years ſtandiny. 

A cup with ink, — one with land in 3 
One corner held his books and cheſt, 

And round the floor was firew'd the reſt j 
That all things might be like bimtclf, 
He'd neither cloſer, drawer, or ſhelt; 


ringlets 
Some ſquare, ſome oval, and ſorne round; 
The antiquarian there may find 
Each lyphic to his mind; 
Such faces there may fancy trace, 
As never yet knew time or place 
And he who ſtudies maps or 
Has all the work done to his ; 
In thort, the room, the goods, and author, 
Appear'd tu be one made for t other. 


EPIGR AM 8, Ke. 


' 


I 


| 


FAREWELL, my beſt belov'd, whoſe — f 


Genius and virtue, 
Devotion undebas ' d by pride or art, 
With merk ſumplicity and joy of hearty 


with ſoftneſs join'd, | 
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Tho ſprightly, gentle; tho? polite, ſincere, 

And onlv of thytelf a judge ſevere 

Unblam'd, —— in each iphere of life, 
The tendereſt daughter, fiſter, parent, wife j 

In thee, their troneſs, thꝰ afl icted loſt; 

Thy friends, pattern, ornament, and boaſt z 
And I—bur ah! can words my lots declare, 

Or paint th'extremes of and deſpair ; 

O thou, beyond what verſe or fpecch can tell, 
My guide, my friend, my beft belov'd, farewell ! 


$ Nn. ..- - 
dreſſed at a Ball. 9 


he ane” that our foldiers fo lazy are grown, 
ith pleaſure and plenty undone, 
That n CRIB 
are 
ass 
Le Go wage » fince it 
exclaim out ſtill louder and louder; 
But there ne'er was more money expended in balls, 
Or a greater conſumption of poder. 


$ 365. Ar original Epitaph, 
HERE lies faſt „awake me who can? 
That of pathons and follies, a Man; 


Who fometimes lov'd licence, and ſometimes re- 
ſtrait, 


Too much of the finner, too little of ſaint; 
From quarter to quarter I ſhifted my track; 
*'Gainſt the evils of life a moſt notable quack; 


Bur, alas I ſoon found the defects of my ſkill, 


From life's certain ills, *twas in vain to ſeck caſe, 

The remedy oft prov'd another diſeaſe: 

2 rapture began, often ended in ſorrow 3 
And the pleaſure to-day, brought reficQion to- 
yak 

2 


When 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Boox IV. 
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— $ 369. A Rhapſody. 
a + | A SI walk'd by myſelf, I faid to myſelf, 
Then I view'd wich furprize the irange thing A 2 — | 
yy . Look to thyſelf, take of thyſclf, 
My body and mind were fo oddly contriv'd, | — ime Be Gen | 
unmengen 
4 the * | 
Imprudence of mind brought on and Look to thyſelf, or look not to thyſelf, va 
| ba + i yung cog — 'Tis the ſelf-ſame thing to me. 
Till — . — 
at 
Teer Heer finiſh d my courſe, $ 370. To-Day and To-Morrow. 
Am it is bed · time, and things are no worſe. 12. man's dreſs'd in and filver brigh 
* 9 — 
: To-Day he's feeding on delicious food, 
$ 366. Epitaph on an Honeſt Sailor. To- Morrow dead, unable to do 3 


HETHER ſailor or not, for a moment avaſt 
Poor Tom's mizen top-fail is laid to the 


* 


He ever was briſk, and tho? now gone to wreck, 
When he hears the laſt Whiſtle he'll jump upon 


Deck. 


$ 367. The Conſi ultation. 
EE Doctors met in 

Proceed with great deliberation ; 
The cafe was deſperate all agreed; 
But what of that: they muſt be feed; 
They write then, as twas fit they ſhould, 
But for their own, not patient's good; 
Corffulting wiſely, don't miſtake, Sir, 
Not what to give, but what to take, Sir. 


$ 368. Or a Landlord, drunk. 


12Kͤ⁵E waketes, now even is the wine, 
For thou has pierc'd his hogſhead, and he 


To-Day he's nice, and fcorns to on 

| To- Morrow he's himſelf a diſh for worms; 

To-Day he's honour'd, and in vaſt eſteem, 

| To- Morrow not a beggar values him; 

To-Day he riſes from a velvet bed, 

To Morrow lies in one that's made of lead; 

| To-Day his houte, tho” large, he thinks but fmall, 
To- Morrow no no houſe at all; 

To-Day has forty ſervants at his gate, 

To- Morrow ſcorn'd, not one of them will wait! 

To-Day pertum'd, as ſweet as any roſe, 

| To-Morrow ſtinks in every body's noſe ; 

To Day he's grand, majeſtic, all delight, 

 Ghaſtful and pale before To-Morrow night; 
True, as the ſcripture ſays, * man's life's a ſpan.” 

The preſent moment is the life of man. 


An Inſcription over a Gentleman's 
Clhimney-Piece, near Barnſley. 
my beſt, my friends are free; 
Free with that, and free with me; 
Free to paſs the harmleſs joke, 
And the tube ſedarely ſmoke; 


Free to drink—juſt whar they pleaſe, 


$ 371. 


| As at home, and at their caſc; 


\Exee 


resp. aF FFF 


ut ! 


2, 


11's 


Fond of improv 


Book IV. 
Free to ſpeak, and free to think— 
No informers with me drink; 
Free to ſtay a night or fo; 

When uneaſy, free to go. 


expreſs; 
A life, where love and truth are ever join'd, 


A nature ever great, and ever kind; 


8 ſolid, and a judgment clear, 

ſimile indulgent, and a foul fincere; 
Meek without meaaneſs, gentle and humane, 
5 ing, but yet never vain; 

So juſtly good, ſo faithful to his friend, 

Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 

A mind, where gea'rous pity ſtands confets'd, 
Ready to eaſe and ſuccour the diſtreſs d; 

If theſe reſpect and admiration raiſe, 

They furely muſt demand our praiſe; 
In one bright view th'accomplith'd youth we ſee; 
Theſe virtues all are thine—and thou art he. 


_ $ 373- Poverty and Poetry. 

» S ſung of old, how one i 
© CC ee 
And by his enchanting runes, 


Make and wolves dance rigadoons 
His fongs could call the timber down, : 
And form it into houſe or town ; 
Bur it is plain, now in theſe times, 
No houſe is rais'd by poet's rhymes ; 

for themſelves can only rear 
A few old caſtles in the air. 


.EPIGRAM S. &c. 


—_ 


” — 


But Helicon, for all his clatter, 

Yields nothing but infipid water; 

Yer, ev'n athirſt, he ſweetly frogs 

Of Nectar and Elyfian ſprings. 

The grave phyfician, who by phyſic, 
Like death, diſpatches him that is fick, 
Purſues a fure and thriving trade; 
Tho” patients die, the doCtor's paid; 
Licenc'd to kill, he gains a palace, 

For what another mounts 2 gallows. 

In ſhady groves the muſes play, 
And love, in flow'ry meads to ſtray; 
Pleas'd with a bleak y barren ground, 
Where rip'ning fruits are never found. 

But then fome ſay you purchaſe tame, 
And gain a never dying name ; 

Great recompenſe four real trouble 
To be rewarded with a bubble. 

Thus ſoldiers, who in many battles 
Get bangs and blows, and God knows what elſe, 
Are paid with fame and wooden leg, 
And gain a paſs, with leave to bey. 


$ 374. Or Bribery. 
A Poor man once a judge be ſought, 
To judge aright his cauſe; 
And with a pot of oil ſalutes 
This judger of the laws. 
My friend, quoth he, thy cauſe is good. 
He glad away did trudge; 
Anon. his wealthy foe did come, 
Before this partial Judge. 
A hog, well fed, this churl preſents, 
And craves a ftrain of law ; 
The receiv'd, the man's right 
we. judg'd not 1 a ſtraw. 
Therewith he wy O! partial judge, 
' Thy doom me undone ; 


When oil I gave, my cauſe was good; 


But now to ruin run, 
S 3 Poar 
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Poor man, quoth he, I thee forgot, 
And fee, thy cauſe of foil; 

A hog came fince into my 
Andi broke thy pot of oil. 


$ 375. Lady Jane Gray being  afted her Opinion 
conrerning the real Preſence i in the Sacrament, 
gave the following artful and ſolid Anfecer : 
CHEST was the word that ſpake it; 
He took the bread and brake it; 
Aad what the word did make it 
That I believe, and rake it. 


$ 376. Epigram. 
I blew an hard ftorm, and in utmoſt canfuſion, 
The failors all hurried to get abſolution; 
Which c 
confe ſs'd 


Were rransferr'd, as they thought, from them- 
ſelyes to the prieft 


To lighten the ſhip — conclude their devotion, 
They tois'd rhe poor parſon fouſe into the ocean, 


—— — —p äñU—ü—-— — 

$ 377. Epigram. 
KIND Peggy kiſs'd her huſhand, with theſe 

words, 
Mine on ſweet Will, how dearly I love 
„ - 
If true. quoth WW ill, the world none ſuch affords; 
And that, tis true, I dare her warrant be: 


For ne'cr was woman vert, or good or ill, 
But lov'd, always beft, her owa ſweet M ill, 


C 378. Epitaph on a Cobler. 
Darn at a Cobler's door oft made a ſtand, 


And always found him on the mending | 


hand; 
At laſt, came Death. in very dirty weather, 
And ripp'd the ſole from off tlie upper- leather; 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Box IV, 


Death put a trick upon him, and what was't ? 
| | The cobler cal for awl, Death brought his 


— 


is 379. Dialogue berwoen Harry, who had a 


large Library, and Dick, who had more Un- 
der/ftanding than Books, 


UOTH Harry to his friend. one day, 

„ \Vou'd, Richard, I'd % Head!“ ö 
| © What wilt thou give for't? (Dick reply'd) ' 
The bargain's quickly made.'— 

37; head and all my books I'd give, 
Wich readineſs and freedom. 
© I'd take thy books; but with thy head, 
Gad zooks! I ne'er could read'em, 


4 Ow © Þ>yg 


” 


$ 380. True Benevolence, 


| Tu other day, fa Ned to Joe 
(Ned Bedlam's — groping) 


WH I hear the crics of wee, 
My hand is always open. 


I own, fays Joe, that, to the poor 
| (You prove it ev'ry minute) 
Your hand is open, to be ſure; 
But then, there's nothing in it. 


| $ FRY On the Death of Dean Swift. 
N Gay breath'd his lat, we in ſilenet 


complain'd, 
| Bur yet, we'd a Pope and a Swift, who remain'd; 
{ Pope falls! — all Paruaſſus reſounds with our 
| cries, che ſkies; 
And pravers daily made to keep Swift from 
| Vain wiſhes ! vain prayers! to the winds they 
are giv'n, 
For Death comes relentleſs, and takes him to 
heav'n; 
At little misfortunes we're ſoberly fad, 
But tis time, now we've loſt all our wits — to 
run mad. 


| | Epigram 


Of 
Wh 
Th 


* 
— 


Ap. © 
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] HAVE no hopes, the duke he tays, and dies; 
« In fure and certain hopes” — the prelate 


cries. 
Of theſe two learned peers, I priithce fay, man, 
— oo deny fr pdrceden: 
1 — — gm 
f He's our brother,” quoth the lordly prieft. 
8 Tue duke, the knave, fill brother dear he cries, 
And who can fay the reverend prelate lies? 


83. Wiines ander @ Lady's Name is 6 
v3 Window. 
Tü beilliants fair Celinda grac'd 
(There love's artillery hes); 
One from ber ſnowy finger blaz'd, 
Two ſparkled in her eyes. 


$ 334 Seen Extempore ; 

aſked what this World was like. 

| HIS Id i if 2 f 7 
Whoſe walk are the bearens in common; 

i — priſoners men; 


| 


= 


| 


| 


| 
| 


to a Lady, on being | 


1 


| To which, in time, ſhe added mort; 


| Her air and love-commanding mien; 


| She 


Theſe were her infant ſpoils; a ſtore 
At twelve the ſtole from Cvprus queen 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ftole 
From Pallas, fenfe to charm the foul ; 
d, the ſyrens heard, 
| And, to aſſert their voice, d; 
| She play'd—the muſes, from their hill, 
W onder'd who thus had ſtole their ill; 
Apollo's wit was next her prey, 
And then the beams that light the day; 
While Jove, her pilf ring thefts to crown, 
Pronounc'd theſe beauties all her on; 
Pardon'd her crimes, and prais'd her art, 
And t' other day the ſtole my heart. 
Cupid ! if lovers are thy care, 
Revenge the vor'ry on the fair; 
Do juſtice on her ſtolen charms, 
— — 22 
$ 386. On the frequent ats of the French 
Army in the la War. 
TAE toaſt of each Briton in war's dread 
alarms, 
Oer bottle or bowl, is fuccefs to our arms; 
Attack d, put to flight, and foon forc'd from 
each trench, 

Succeſs to our legs, is the toaſt of the French. 


$ 387. Epitaph on a Scolding Wife. 
ERE lies my wife, poor Molly! let her lie; 
She finds repoſe at laſt—aud ſo do I. 


— 


H 


S 4 Beauty's 
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$ 388. Beauty's Yalue. 
REAUTY is but a vain, a fleeting 
A ſhining gloſs that fadeth ſuddenly; 
A flower that dies when almoſt in the 
A brittle glaſs that breaketh preſently. 
A fleeting good, a gloſs, a glaſs, a flower 
Loſi, faded, broken, dead within an hour. 
As goods when loſt, we know, are ſeldom found, 
As fading gloſs no rubbing can excite; 
nates” * tha are trampled on the 


io die ancmnint wn ate; 
So beauty blemiſh'd once, is ever loſt, 
ts thine of pgs; painting, pains and coſt. 


By SHAKESPEARE. 


$ 3989. A Sailor having . the 
Cat-of- Nine-Tatils, — % tied ready for Pu- 
ai /hment, [poke the following Lines to his Com- 
mander, who had an Avcrfion to a Cat. 


BY — > ns 3 


Of your juſtice to all the ſhip's crew; 
I'm h mper' and tripe, andif Tam whipp'd, 


Tis no more own is my due. 
In this bad condition, I humbly petition 
To offer ſome lines to 2 
Mer v Tom by fuch avoided the laſh ; 
And if fate and you pleaſe, ſo may I. 
There's nothing you hate (I'm inform'd) like 
a cat 
Why ! your honour's averſion is mine; 


If puſs then with one tail can fo make your 
__ ._ heart fail, 


O! fave me from that which has nine. 
N. B. He was pardon-d. 


$ 390. Ona certain Lady's Study, 
oO Chine's fudy y ſhall we go? 
EN eee 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


— 


Whole hiſtories of eyes 


Book IV, 


Oh! what 2 fight is there 

T would make the dulleſt hermit tare; 
There ftands all rang'd, in proud array, 
Each French romance and modern play; 
Love's magazine of flames and darts, 
and hearts 

But oh! view well the outward ſcene, 
You'll never need to look within ; 

What Chloe loves, the plainly ſhows, 
For lo! her very books are beaux. 


$ 391, Ar Epigram. 
THE lofty lofty oak, from a ſmall acorn grows, 
And te the ſkies aſcends with ſpreading 
As yes incoals, it ſhades th'extended plain, 


Then, big with death, and vengeance, plows 


the main, 
Fence riſes fame and ſafety to our ſhore, 
And from an acorn ſprings Britaania's power. 


* 


$ 392. The Modern Courtier. | 
* ſay hat's that, which ſmirking trips 


this wa 
That powder ching. ſo neat, fo trim, fo gay ? 
W 2 tambour d veſt, and ſpangled 
w 
That ſupple tervile — ! that's a Lord 
You jeſt—thar — cer! an Engliſh Peer! 
Who ought (with head, eſtate, aud conſcience 
clear) 
Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 
people's right : 


Firmly maintain a free-born 
Surely thoſe Lords were of another breed 


| Who met their monarch John, — at — 


mede ; 
And cind in trek; hon, is oe atone, 
Made the curb tvrant feel the pgople's pow'r; 
Madie him confeſs, beneath that awful rod, 
Their voice united is the voice of God. 


Fpitaph 


dee AY: AM a 


$ 394 fn Epitaph on a poor, but honeft Man. 


* GTOP, reader here, and deign a look 


On one without a name; 


| Ne'er enter'd in the ample book 


Of fortune, or of fame. 
Studious of peace, he hated ſtrife, 
Meek virtues fill'd his breaft ; 
His coat of arms, * a ſpotleſs life; 
An honeſt heart,” his creft. 
Quarter'd therewith was innocence ; 
And thus his motto ran: 


A conſcience void of all offence 


Before both God and man. 
In the great day of wrath, tho” pride 

Now ſcorns his pedigree; 
Thouſands ſhall with they'd been ally'd 

To this great family. 

$ 395. Arn Epitaph on à very idle Fellozy. 

From CAMBDEN. 

. cry'd; [dy'd. 

Liv'd ſey'ral years, and then — and then — he 


6 396. The Pigure of Slander. 


WHAT mortal but Slander, that ferpent, 
hath ſtung, tongue? 

Whoſe teeth are ſharp arrows, a razor her 

Tae poiſon of aſps, her vivid lip loads, 

The rattle of ſnakes with rhe ſpittle of toads; 

Her throat is an apen re ; her legs 

Sit hatching of vipers and cockatrice eggs; 

Her ſting is a ſcorpion's: like hyena, fhe'll cry; 

With the ear cf an adder, a baſiliſt 's eye; 


Boox IV. EPIGR AM 8, &c. 393 
Epitaph beautifu wvirtuous | The mouth of a monkey, the hug of 
| un 12 N ae DOES 
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Wich the hiſs of a gooſe, and the bray of an aſs. 


$ 397- On a covetous old Parſon. 
CRIES Spintext, in ſpleen, © This public 
donation, ; 
Methinks, favours much of vain oftentation ; 
G—4 bieſs me, five pounds ! why the fum is 
Fe — * 
nd ity, mere pity ! tis pretence; 
When I 2 2 ne er blows. 
What my right hand is doing, my left never 


knows; 


And thus he makes ſure that none thall re-! 
veal'em. 


$ 393. To Lady Mary Worfley Montague. 
By My. Porx. 
N beauty or wit, no mortal as yet 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd; 
But men of diſcerning have thought that in 


ing, 
To yield to a lady, was hard. 

Impertinent ſchools, with muſty dull rules, 
Have reading to females deny'd ; 

So Papiſts refute the bible to ule, 
Leſt flocks thould be wiſe as their guide. 


"Twas a woman at firſt ( indeed ſhe was curſt) 
In knowledge that taſted delight; 
And fages agree, the laws ſhould decree 
To the firſt of pofeſiors the right. 
8 5 Theg 
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Then bravely, fair dame, reſume the old claim, 
Which to your u hole ſex does belong; 

And let men receive, from a ſecond bright EVE, 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

Bur if the firit Eve hard doom did rercive, 
When only one apple had the ; [ you, 

What punithment new ſhall be found out for 
Who, taſting, have robb'd the whole tree ? 


— — 


$ 39% Epirram tn a pretended Frien:l, ant 
real Enemy. 


TAU heſitating tongue, and doubtful face, 

Shew all thy kindneſs to be mere grimace; 
Throw off the maſk ; at once be foe, or friend; 
"Tis baſe to foothe when malice is the end; 
The rock that's ſeen gives the poor failor dread ; 
But double terror that which hides its head. 


— — 


$ 400. Or a Tomb-ftone in Efſex, 

HERE lics the man Richard, 

Aud Mary his wife; 
Their furname was Pritchard; 

They lir'd without ſtrife ; 
And the rcafon was plain 

They abounded in riches; 
They nor care had nor pain ; 

And the wife WORE THE BREECHES ! 


$ 4012. Ar Epitaph on the Deoth of a favnrrite 
Parrot, that was found in a Nocvefſury-Hov ſp, 
HERE fafe lies interr'd, the remains of a bird, 
Who ſubmits to all-conquering fate; 
Whoſe mafter took care to teach it to ſwear, 
As his miſtreſs had taught it to pratr. 
If compiaint ſhould be made of the place where 
he's laid, | 
Poor Betty is only in fault; 
Poor Betty, to fave th'expence of a grave, 
Thought proper to chuſe it a vault. | 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
To preſerve its dear fame for time without name, 


Book IV, 
His miſtreſs, fill Kinder and kinder; 


Declar'd with a tear, ſhe'd never come here 
Without leaving ſomething behind her. 


$ 402. On the Death of a Wiſe, a nuabic 
Scold ani a Shrew. By the Hrjband. 


E lived one and twenty year 
VV As man and wife together ; 
I could no longer keep her here, 

She's gone—lT know not whither. 


Could { but gueſs, I do proteſt, 
I ſpeak it not to flatter! 

OF all the women in the world 
I never would come at her. 


Her body is beſtowed well, 

A handſome grave doth hide her, 
And fure her foul is not in hell, 

— The devil would ne'cr abide her, 


I rather think ſhe's foar'd aloft, 
For iu the 12% great thunder, 
Methought, I heard her very voice 
Rending the clouds in funder. 


$ 403- Epitaph on Mr. Thomas Hummand, a 
Pariſh Clerk, a good Man, and an excelleat 
Backgammon Player, Was ſueceeded in 415 
Office by a Mr. Trice. 

Y the chance of the dic, 
On his 4ac+# here doth, lie 
Our matt audible clerk, Maſter Hammond; 

Tho' he bore many men 

Till threeſcore and ten, 

Yer, at length, he by death is backzammon'd, 

But hark ! neighbours, hark 

Here again comes the clerk ; 

By a kit very lucky and nice; 

Wiri death we're now even, 

He juſt ſtept to heaven, | 
Aud is with us «gain in a TRICE, 


The 


my © Pgm9 
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$ 404. The Roſe. By W. Pult irs. 
HE roſe's age is but 
T Its — te odaites — ; 
Sweet in ſcent, in colour bright; 
It blows at morn, and fades at night. 


Imitated by Dr. Swift. 


My age is not a moment's ſtay, 
My buth the fame with my decay; 
T favour ill; no colour know; 

And fade the inſtant that I blow. 


Bajton Epigram. — IWrote in 177 
To the Miniftry. W 
you've ſent a rod to Maſſachuſſet, 
Thinking th' Americans will buſs it; 
Nut much 1 for Britain's fake, 
That this fame rod will prove a ſnake. 


M prais'd his friend, who chang'd his ſtate, 
For binding faſt himſelf to Kate, 
In union fo divine; 
* Wedlock's the end of life,” he cry'd; 
Too true, alas,” faid Jack, and figh'd, 
« Twill be the end of mane.” 


$ 405. 4 


$ 407. Fpituph on Lady — who v 
burnt to death by a Fire whi 
her Deve!ling-Honuſe, Lonclon, the b of May, 
1763. 
A Peerleſs matron, pride of female life, 
In ev'ry ſtate, as widow, maid, or wife; 
Who weddcd tu threefcore, preſerv d her fame; 
She liv'd a Phoenix, and expi d in flame. 


$ 403. On kraring of a Gentleman Pocket 


being pic, of his Watch. 
HE ther » wack would wear, this he muſt dn, 
Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket 
too. 


which broke out in | 


AM S, Ke. 


| $ 409. The Country Parſon's Blefſngs. 
WW oULD friends, live free from cares 
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a year; 


The tythe well paid, without law—ſtrife 
| On not incumber'd with a wife) ; 


fingle church, not grand, but 


neat ; 


| 


And intermix'd with flow'ry roots ; 

A walk, with well-mow'd greenſword laid, 
Where I may fmoke, in ſun or ſhade; 

A terrace rais'd, whence I ſurvey 

The marker folk, who pals that wav; 

A ſhaded bench, where I may read 


| Old Baker's Chronicle, or Speed: 

! The neighb'ring clergy, kind and free, 

Who give and take civility; 

Ot humour good, of mirth aud ſenſe, 

| Who ver a glats ſome wit diſpenſe; 

(For where's the crime ro meet and 

Of country news, and tricks of ftate *) 

Some ſocial gents of ly werth, 

Who ſcorn to boaft of wealth or birth; 

Who ne'er aſſume the courtier's frown, 

Vet keep above the homely clown: 

Who love their country, King, and church, 

And in no dues the parfon lurch: 

Wich caſe, I keep a maid an man; 

This Hurry call'd, the other Nun: 

A table fleck, with pudding grac'd, 

Or plain or plumb, as fuits iy taſte : I 

Attended by à fav'ry diſh L 

Ot mutton, beef, or fowl, or fith : 

A pile of jallad, freſh and green; 

In ſummer. fruit, well pick'd and clean; 
S 6 
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Sound ſparkling ale, and ſometimes wine, 
When Patron deigns with Vic to dine. 
Oft, o'er the fields with gun I ſtride, 
And faithful Banter by my fide: 
Then, if a muſhroom is in ſight, 
It ſerves to ſu;-per me at night; 
Or elſe a velttare, or a ſnipe; 
Sometimes a dith of double tripe. 

Thus joyous do I paſs my life, 
Stranger to tumulr or to ſtrife; 
Pleaſures I feel in this eſtate, 
Unfelt, unknown, to rich and great; 
When airy fancy mounts on wi 
I think myſelf a fort of king; 
My pipe, my ſcepter; cup, my crown; 
My <clbow chair, my regal throne. 


$ 410. The happy Fire-Side. 
HE hearth was clean, the fire was clear, 
The kettie cn for tea; 
Palemon, in his elbow chair, 
As bleſs'd as man could be. 
Clarinda, who his heart poſſeſs'd, 
And was his new-made bride ; 
With head reclin'd upon his breaſt, 
Sat toying by his ſide. 
Stretch'd at his beet, in happy ſtate, 
A far rite dog was laid; 
By whom a little ſportive cat, 
In wanton humour, play'd. 
Clariada's hand he gently preſo'd, 
She ſtole an am'rous kiſs; 
And bluſhing, modeſtly confeſs'd 
The fulneſs of her bliſs. 
Palemon, with a heart clate, 
Pray'd to Almighty Jove, 
That it might ever be his fate, 
Juſt fo to live, and love. 
Be this eternity, he cry 'd, 
And let no more be 
Contmue this, mv low -Þ 
I aſk no other hea 


ven ! 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 


— 


$ 4rr. The Retroſpedt of Life. 
R IEHES, Chance may take or give 3 
Beauty lives a day, and dies; 
Honour lulls us while we live; 
Mirth's a cheat, and Pleaſure flies. 


Is there nothing worth our care ? 

Time, and 1 — Death our foes ; 
If our joys fo fleeting are, 

Are we only ty'd to woes? 


Let bright Virtue anſwer, - 
Her eternal powers prevai 

When honours, riches, ceaſe to flow, 
And Beauty, Mirth, and Pleaſure fail. 


$ 472. Ar Invitation into the Country, 
Tx E ſwallows, in their tor pid ſtate, 
ompoſe their uſeleſs wing, 
And den ie hives as idly wait 
The call of early ſpring. 


The keeneſt froſt that binds the ſtream, 

Tue wildeft wind that blows, 

Are n:ither felt nor fear'd by them, 
Secure of their repoſe. 


But man, all feeling and awake, 
The gloomy ſcene ſurveys; 
With — 1 his heart muſt ach, 
pant for brighter days. 
Old Winter, halting o'er the mead, 
| Bids me and Mary mourn ; 
But love n 
| pers your return. 
Then April, with her ſiſter May, 
Shall chace him from the bow'rs, 
And weave freſh garlands ev'ry day 
To crown the ſmiling hours. 
And if a tear that ſpeaks regret 
Of happier times appear, 
A gluwple ws that we have met, 
Shall ſhine, and dry the tear. 


Book IV. 


Book IV. 


$ 413 Invitation to the Feathered Race. 
GrEAveEs. 


A _ rentre decks the grove 
ird with vernal rapture 97 
— — nod 
Ye gentle warblers ! hither fly, 
And ſhun the noon-tide heart : 
My fhruby a cooling ſhade ſupply ; 
| My groves, a retreat. 5 
Here freely hop from i to .. 
422 7 noe . — 
ert rove and fing the live · day; 
At might, — mock hr E 
Amid this cool tranſlucent rill, 
That trickles down the glade, 


Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 


And revel in the ſhade. 

No ſchool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
— — 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ſtone, 

In thus ſequeſter'd place. 

Hither the vocal thruſh repairs ; 
Secure the linnet ſings; g 

The goldfinch dreads no flimy ſnures, 
To clog her painted wings. 

Sad Philomel! ah, quit thy haunt, 
Yon diſtant woods among, 

And, round my friendly chant 
Thy fwenly plaimive frag, 

Let not the harmleſs redbreaſt fear, 

Domeſtic bird, to come 

And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 

With one that loves his home. 

My trees for artleſs tribe 

1 —— 

O ? let me thus your friendſhip bribe; 

Come, feed without reſerve. 


E PIGR AM S, &c. 
For you, theſe cherries I protect; 


| 


| 
| 


To you, theſe plums belong : 

Sweet is the fruit that you have peck'd : 
But ſweeter far your ſong. 

Let. then, this league betwixt us made, 
Our mutual int'reſts guard 

Miae, be the gift of fruit and ſhade ; 
Your fongs be my reward. 


$ 414. Addreſs to a Nightingale. TwHoMsSEON. 
0 NIGHTINGALE ! beſt poet of the grove, 
That plaiative ſtrain can ne er belongtothee, 
Bleſt in the full poſſeſſion of thy love: 
O lend that ſtrain, ſweet Nightingale ! to me. 
' Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate : 
love a maid who all my boſom charms, 
Yer loſe my davs without this lovely mate; 
Inhuman fortune keeps her from my arms. 
You, happy birds ! by nature's ſunple laws 
Lead vour foft lives, fuſtain'd by nature's fare; 
You dwell wherever fancy roving draws, 
And love and ſong is all your pleafing care: 
But we, vain flaves of iat'reſt and of pride, 
Dare not be bleſt, left envious congues 
blame ; 
And hence, in vain, I languiſh for my bride : 
O mourn with me, ſweet bird! my hapleſs flame. 


$ 476. Lines from Dr. Barnard, Dean of 
Derry, to Dr. Goldſmith, and Mr. Cumber- 
land. 


DEAR Noll and dear Dick, fince you've made 
us fo merry, — ! 
Accept the beſt thanks of the poor Dean of 
Tho? I here muſt coufeſs, that your meat and 
your wine [fine ; 
Are not quite to my taſte, tho' they're both very 
For therry's a liquor monaſtic, you own ; 
Now there's nothing I hate fo—as drinking 


It 


unn. _ 


| 


, 
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It may do for your monks, or your curates and 
vicats, quors. 

But, for my part, I'm fond of more ſociable li- 

Your ven'ſon's delicious tho“ too ſweet your 
ſauce 15— 

Set now cg maculis offendar paucis. [diſh up; 

So ſoon as you pleaſe, you may ſerve me your 

Bur — your ſherry, pray make me a— 


$ 3r5. Or Dr. Goldimitli's Charateriftical 
Cookery. 
A Teu DEjpri. 
B; D. Garrick, /g. 
ARE theſe the choice diſhes the Doctor has 
ſent us? | [us ? 
poet whoſe works fo content 


— — 


8 417. Jupiter and Mererry. A Fable. Writ- 
tem fome Time fince. IIIb. 


HEE, Hermes, fays Jove, who with neftar 


was mellow, ell 5 — 

Go no me —_ will c an ods 
Right and wrong be jumbled, much gold 
and ſome drols ; og 


Without cauſe be he pleas'd, without caulc be he 
Be ſure, as I work, to throw in contradiftions, 
A great love of truth, yet a mind turn'd to fic- 

[the baking, 
ingredients, which, warm'd in 


Tip his tongue wirh ſtrange matter, his pen with 


kc tau c; 


| 


— 
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That the rake and the poet o'er all may prevail, 
Ser fire to the head, and ſet fire to the tail: [ it, 
For the joy of each ſex, on the world I'll beſtow 
This &, Rake, Chriftian, Dnpe, Gamer ſfter, 

and Poet ; | 
Tho' a mixture ſo odd, he ſhall merit great fame, 


And among brother mortals—be GOLDSMITH 


| his name |! | 

When on earth this ftrange metcor no more 
ſhall 5 [here ! 

You, Hrrmes, fetch him—to make us ſpurt 


§ 413. The Lamentation of Glumdalclitch, 
For the Lyfe of Grildrig. 

A Paſtoral. 
GOON as Glumdalclitch miſs'd her pleaſing 


care, 

She wept, the blubber'd, and ſhe tore her hair. 
No Britiſh miſs ſincerer grief has known, 
Her ſquirrel miſſing, or her flown. 
She furl'd her ſampler, and haul'd in her thread, 
And ſtuck her needle into Grildrig's bed; 
Then ſpread her hands, and with a bounce let 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. C fall 
In pcals ot thunder now ſhe roars, and now 
She gently whimpers hke a lowing cow ; 
Vet lovely in her forrow ſtill appears; 
Her locks diſhevell'd, and her flood of tears, 
Scem like rhe lofty barn of fome rich ſwain, 
When from the thatch drips faſt a ſhower ot ram. 

In vain the ſearch'd each cranny of the houſc, 
Each gaping chink impervious to a mouſe. 
Was it for this (ſhe cry'd) with daily care, 
« Within thy reach I fet the vinegar; ' 
% And fill'd the cruet with the acid ride, 
While pepper-water worms thy bait ſupply'd, 
«© Where twin'd the filver cel around thy hook, 
And all the little monſiers of the . ! * 
5 


Gay. 


% 


> 7 4 8 4 


„Thy bark a bean-ſhell, and a ftraw thy oar ? 


Boox IV. = 78 6 3 
* he dropt: My _— 


She dragy'd the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 
Vain is thy courage, Grilly, vain thy boaſt ; 
« But little creatures enterpriſe rhe moſt. 
« Trembling, I've ſeenthee dare the kitten's paw, 
+ Nay, mix with children as they play'd at raw, 
Nor fear'd the marbles, as they bounding flew : | 
% Mar bles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 
« Why did I truſt thee with that gidely youth 
«© Who trom a page can ever learn the trutl ? 
« Vers'd in court tricks, that moncy- loving buy 
* To fome lord's daughter fold the living toy; | 
Or rent him limb from limb, in cruel play, 
« As children tear the wings of flies away. | 
From place tv place o'er Brobdignag U 1 roam, 
% And never will return, or briag ther home. 
« But who hath eyes tu trace the patiicg wind? 
„Ho then thy fairy footſteps can I had ? | 
% Doſt thou, bewilder'd, wander all alone, 
In the green thicket of a moſtly ſtone ; 
« Or, tumbied from the toadſtool's flippery | 
round, ground ? | 
« Perhaps. all maim'd, lie grovclling on the 
* Doft thou, imbotom'd in the lovely roſe, | 
„Or funk within the peach's down, repoſe ? 
„% Within the King's cup, if thy limbs are ſpread, | 
„Or in the golden cowilip's velver-head : 
„O ſhew me, Flora, midſt rhote ſwerts, the 
« flower { bower ! 
„ Where fleeps my Grildrig in this fragrant 
„But ab! I fear thy little fancy roves 
« Jn little femalcs, and on little loves; 
„Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny ſpou 
The baby playthings thazadoen thy hou | 
Doors, windows, chimneys, and the ſpaciaus 


' 


„Equal in tize to cells of honey-combs. 
„% Haſt thou for their now yentur'd from the 


« ſhore, 


„Or in thy box now bounding on the main ? 
Shall I ac'er bear thy ſelf and houſe again? 


| 
© rooms, ; 
| 


© And ſhall I fet thee on my hand no more, 
4 he ot bg and traverie o'er 
Jn : 

y 


qo of ſtature ſcarce a ſpan, 


% Mimic the actions of a real man? 

No more behold thee turn my watch's key, 
As feamen at a capſtern anchors weigh ? 

« How waſt thou wont to walk with cautious 


« tread, 
« A diſh of tea, like milk-pail, on thy head? 
* How chace the mite that bore thy cheefe away, 
And keep the rolling maggut at a bay?“ 

She laid; but broken accents ſtopt her voice, 
Soft as the tpexking truimpet's mellow noiſe. 
She fobb'd a ſtorm, and wip'd her flowing eyes, 
Which feem'd like two broad funs in miſty 


ſkies !'— {mand 
O! ſquander not thy grief ; thoſe teurs com- 
To wee upon our cod in Newfoundland: 


The plenteous pickle ſhall preſerve the fiſh, 
And Europe taſte thy forrows in a diſh. 


C 419. The Old Cheeſe. FKixG. 
you NG Slouch the farmer had a jolly wife, 
That knew all the conveniencies of lite, 
Whoſe diligence and clcanlinefs ſupply' d 
The wit which nature had to him deny's : 
But then the had a tongue that would be heard, 
And make a better man rhan Slouch afeard. 


This made cenſurious perfoas of the town 


Say, Slouch could hardly call his fout his own! 
For, if he went abroad too much, ſhe'd ule 
To give him flippers, and iock up his ſhoes. 
Talking he lov'd, and ne er was more afflifted 
Than when he was diſturb' d or contradicted: 
Ye: fiill into his ſtory ſhe would break, { ſpeak.” 
With, „Tia not ſo — pray give me leave to 
His friends thought this was a tvrannic rule, 
Not differing much from calling of him fool; 
Told him, he muſt exert himtelf, and be 
In fact the maſter of his familv. [© ſhow 
He faid, That the nent Tucklay noon would 
Whether 
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© Whether he were the lord gt home, or no ; 


* When their good company he would intreat 

To well-brew'd ale, and clean, if homely 
meat.” 

With aching heart home to his wife he goes, 

And on his knces does his raſh act diſcloſe, 

And prays dear Sukey, that, one day at lcaſt, 

He might appear as maſter of the 

In grant your with,” cries the, © that you may 

E 


© *T were wiſdom to be govern'd ſtill by me.” 
The gueſts upon the day appointed came, 
Each bowſy farmer with his hmp'ring dame. 
* Ho! Sue!” cries Slouch, why doſt not thou 
1 7 ? [* here? 
* Are thele thy manners when Aunt Snap is 
« I pardon aſk,” fays Sue; I'd not offend 
« Any my dear inves, much lefs his friend. 
Slouch by his kinſman Gruffy had been tauglit 
To entertain his friends with finding fault, 
And make the main ingredient of his treat 
His ſaying, There was nothing fit to cat: 
© The bord Pork ſtinks, the roaſt Beef's not 
* enou ; 
© The Bacon's „and the Hens are tough; 
* The ＋ * 4228 the Butter's turn'd to 
o 11 
And thus I bu 7 il. 
Ts we are — rſt Slouches ever far _ 
* Down to a pudding without Plumbs or Fat. 
2 or ftomach's ſtrong enough to 
Upon a Gooſe my Grannum kept to breed ? 
* Why + — Tong Pidgeons, and they ſtale, be 
* 
When there's ſo many ſquab ones in the neſt ? 
This Beer is four ; this muſty, thick, and tale, 
* And worſe than any thing, except the Ale.” 
Sue all this while many excufes made: | 
Some things the own'd ; at other times ſhelaid | 
The fault on chance, but oftencr onthe maid. 
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ö 
| 


| 
| 
| 
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Then Cheeſe was Says Slouch, 
This e'en ſhall roll: 2 
I'm ſure tis hard enough to make 2 howl : 
This is ſkim-milk, and therefore it mall go; 
© And this, becauſe tis Suffolk, follow too.” 
But now Sue's patience did begin to waſte ; 
Nor longer could diſſimulation laſt. 
Pray let me rite,” fays Sue, my dear: I'll find 
mA cheeſe perhaps may be to Lovy's mind.” 
Then in an entry, ſtanding cloſe, where he 
Alone, and none of all his friends might ſec; 
And brandiſhing a cudgel he had felt, 
Aud far enough on this occafion ſmelt ; 
« Fil try, my joy! “ ſhe cryd, “ if I can 
„My Dearcſt with a taſte of his Old Cheele !” 
Slouch turn'd his head, faw his wife's vigo- 
rous hand 
Wielding her oaken fapling of command ; 
Knew well the rwang : * Is't the Old Cheeſe, 
* my Dear? 'n twear; 
© No need, no need of Cheeſe,” cries Slouch, 
1 think. ve din'd as well as my Lord 
Mayor!“ 


$ 420. The Pilzrims and the Peas.—A true Siorys 


PETER PIN DAR. 

ABR ACE of ſinners, for no good, 
Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's ſhrine, 

Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, ſtone, wood, 

And in a fair white wig, look'd wond'rous 
fine. 

Fifry long miles had thoſe fad rogues to travel 

With ſomething in their ſhoes much worſe than 

In ſhort, their toes, ſo gentle, to amuſe, [ gravel, 

The prieſt had order'd peas into their ſhocs: 

A no/irum famous in old Popiſh times, 

For purifying fouls that ſtunk with crimes ; 
A fort of apoſtolic ſalt, | 
22 2 

| or 


» ? 
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1 
aſt as our kitchen- ſalt keeps meat. 


4295 — 
Peas in their ſhoes, to go and pray: 
Bur very diff 


One of the ſinners gall 
Light as a bullet from a 

other limp'd as if if be bad been for. 
One faw the virgin avi cry d 


Had his foul whitewaſh'd all fo clever; 
Then home again he nimbly hied, 

Made fit, with ſaints above, to live for ever. 
In coming back, however, lct me fay, 


He mer his brother rogue, about — 
— with ourſtretch'd bum and bending 
nees z 


Damning the fouls and bodies of the peas ; 
His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in fear, | 
Deep ſympathiſing with his groaning feet. 
« How now !” the light-toed, whitewaſh'd pil- 
« You lazy lubber !“ fgrim broke 
Ods curſe it, cry'd the other, — 
My feet, once hard as any rock, 
© Are now as ſoft as blubber. 
© Excuſe me, Virgin Mary, that I fvear— 
As for Loretto, I ſhall not get there: 
No to the Devil my finful foul muſt go. 


For damme if 1 — 4 4 


* But, brother finner, do 
+ How tis that you are not in pain; 
. © What pow'r hath work'd 2 wonder for 
* your toes: 
« Whilſt I, juit like a ſnail, am craw 
© Now ſwearing, now on ſaints . — Fry 
* ing, 
© Whilſt nor a raſcal comes to eaft my woes ? 
9 How w't that you can ike > grey vhound go, 


D 
burn know, 


wh 4299 « you muſt 


juſt before I — journey, 


E PIGR AM 8. Ke. 


| 


* 


| 
| 


| 


| Rs .. EE and 


40¹ 


« To walk a little more at eaſe, 
* I took the liberty to boil m peas.” 


$ 421 A Country Bumpkin and Razor-ſeller. Tn. 

AA cry'd razors up and down, 
muſicul cry*d razors 

And offer'd —. for xr ws pence ; 
Which certainly feem'd wond'rous cheap, 
| And for the money quite a heap, 

Asev'ry man would buy, with caſh and ſenſe. 
A country bumpkin the great offer heard : 
Poor 0 a broad black 


[noſe, 
That ſeem d a ſhoe-bruſh ſtuck beneath his 


With cheerfulnefs the eighteen pence * 
And proudly to himſelf, in whiſpers 
This raſcal ſtale the razors, I fuppole. 
No matter if the fellow be a knave, 
Provided that the razors ſhave ; 
It certainly will be a monſtrous prize. 
So home the clown, — * 
Smiling in heart, and foul content, 
And quickiy ſoap'd himſelf to ears and eyes. 
| Bring well lather'd from a diſh or tub, 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a hedger cutting furze : 
"Twas a vile razor then the reſt he try'd— 
All were impoſtors.— Ah, Hodge figh'd ! 
1 wiſh my eighteen pence within my 


bring the graces, 
He cut, and dug, and wine d. and ftamp'd, 
and ſwore : [made wry taces, 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem'd and 

And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. 
His muzzle, form'd of oppoſition ſtuſt, 

Firm as a Foxite would not loſe its ruff; 

So kept it laughing ar the ſteel and fuds : 
Hodge, in a pation, ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing Ka direſt vengeance, with clench'd 

ws, 
| © Razors! 


— — Ä— 1 
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* Razors !——a damn'd confounded dog Which much you will mend, if | 
Not fit to ſcrape a hoy !” [ Roth ſpi 32382 f 
Hodge ſought the fellow—found him, and be- NG 
« Perhaps N rogue . Put no water at all; 
Ir Boone > gan iy hk For it maketh things ſmall; 
Which, leſt it happen, 
A cloſe eover clap on. 
Put this pot of || Wood'smetal 
I In a hot boiling kettle, 
And there let it be 
(Mark the doctrine I teach) 
4% knave : : About let me ſee— 
« As for the razors you have bought, Thrice as long as you preach ** ; 
* Upon my foul I never thought | bo ſkimming the fat ot. 
„That they would Zave.” X 
Not think they'd fhave !* with 1 — 
— — woch Hodge, | Will it fill dean and chapter ! | 
And voice not much ualike an Indian yell; __ — _— | 
F you dog; he g 423. Erxtempore by Lard Lytileton, to Lady 
Made!“ quoth the fellow, with a finile * ro /el!.” | Brown. w_ 
1 . _ HEN I was young and debonnaire, 
j 422- A Receipt for flewing Veal. Gav. Li 4 > 4+ Saga 
Ta knuckle of veal ; | But now I'm old, wiſer grown, 
You may buy it or ftcal : , | The faireſt nymph to me is Brown. 
In a few pieces cut it; — — 
In a ſtewing pan put it. $ 4 
Salt, pepper, and mace | 
Muft ſeaſon this knuckle ; GO when a bayber and a colher fight, 
The barber beats the lucklefs collier white ; 


Then * what's join'd to a 
Wich other herbs muckle ; 
That which kill'd king + Will: 

And what never f ftands fill. 

Same g ſprigs of that bed 

Where children are bred, 


In cumes the dyer, of cerulean hue, 
| And beats the and the collier blue ; 
Next comes the brickduſt- man, with rouge be- 


® Vulgo, falary. + Suppoſed ſorrel. 1 This is by Mr. Bently thought to be time, or thyme. 
$ Parſley. Vide Chamberlayne. || OF this compoſition fee the Works of the Copper-farthing Dean. 


% Which we ſuppoſe to be near four hours, 


22 FD 
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The rallying collier whirls his empty ſack, 
knocks down the brickduſt-man, aud 

him black : { roſt, 
White, blue, red, black, in motley clonds arc 
While ja the dab they raiſe, the combatants are 


— 
;. Retaliation. A Pom. 
GOLDSMITH. 


THE title and nature of this Poem, fhew that 
it owed its birth to ſome precoding circumſtun- 
ces of faite merriment, which, from the wit 
of the company, and the very ingenious au- 
thor's peculiar oddities, were probably entivr:- 
ed by ſome poiguant firokes of kumovr. Tais 
piece Twas only intended for the Daffor's pri- 
vate amuſement, and that of the particular 
friends who were its ſubjet# ; and he wnfortu- 
nately did not live to reviſe, or even finiſh it, 


EPIGRAM S, &ec. 
ns | 


; 


in the manner which he intended. The public | 
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were pleaſed with its appearance, even in ts 
preſent form. 
Of ald, when Scarron his companions invited, 


his dith, and the feaſt 

—— Gees {[ fiſh, 

If our e landlord tupplics us with beef and with 
1 and he brings the 
Or + Dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the 


plains; 
Our 2 Burke tall be rongur, with » guenith of 


Our 9 Will ſhall be wild-fowl, of excellent fla- 
And {| Dick wich his pepper ſhall heighten their 
obtain, 


favour : 
| Our ** Cumberland's ſwect · bread its place ſhall 


And ++ Douglas is pudding, fabſtantial and plain 
Our f: Garnck's a fallad ; for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and ſaltneis agree: 

To make out the dinner, full cerzin I am 
* and i Reynolds is 


* . — 


ed e where the Doctor, and che friends he bas charaſterifed iu this 
porm, held an occaſional club. 


Doctor Barnard, Dean of Derry, in Ireland, author of many ingenious pieces. 

+ Mr. Edmund Burke, nlber tor Wendover, and one of the greateſt orators in this kingdom, 

4 Mr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, and member for Bedwin. 

+ | |!) Mr. Richard Burke, Collector of Grenada, no let remarkable in the walks of wit and humour than his 

bruther, Edmund Burke, is juſtly dutinguithed in all the branches of uſeful and polite literature. 

Author of the Welt Indian, Faſhionable Lover, the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces 

++ Doctor Douglas, Canon of Windſor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has no leſs diſtinguiſhed hin- 
ſelf as a Citizen of the World than a wand Critic, in detecting feveral Lterary miftakes, or rather forgerics, 
of 2 particulaily Lauder on Milton, and Bowers“ Hiſtory of the Popes. 

* David Garrick, Eſq. joint Patentec and Acting Manager of the Theatre - Royal, Drury-Lane. 

33 2 Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Iriſh bar, the reliſh of whoſe agreeable and pointed 
convertation is admitted, by all his a quaintance, to be very properly compared to the above fauce. 

i Sic Joſhua Reynolds, Preſident of the Royal Academy, 


That 
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That Hickey's : and, by the fame rule, 
Magnammous Gold ith a y fool: 


At a dinner fo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 
Who'd not be a glutton, and ftick tothe laft ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me ft while I'm 


able, | 
2 ſink under the table; 
Then A DIET ing my 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


P re- united to earth, 
Who mixt reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom 
with mirth : 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaſt in fix weeks I could not find em out; 
Let ſome have declar:d, and it canꝰtbe deny'd em, 
That ſly- boots was curſedly cunning to hide em. 
Here lies our good Edmund, whoſe genius 
was fuch, 
We ſcarcely can praiſe it or blame it too much; 
Who, born for the univerſe, narrow'd his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for man- 
kind. throat; 
Tho” fraught with all learning, yet ſtraining his 
To perfuade 4. Tummy Townſend to lend him 
a vote ; [finiog, 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on re- 
And thought of convincing, while they thought 
wb — * 
Tho equal to all things, for all things unfit ; 
Lal 1 29 — a wit : 
or a patriot, too for adrudge, diſobedient, 
And too fond of the right — the expedient. 
In ſhort, twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, 


Sir, 


To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with arazor. 


An eminent Attorney. 
Mr. T. Townſend, member for Whitchurch. 


T Mr. Richard Burke. This gentleman having lightly fractured one of his arms and 


times, the Doctor has called him gn thoſe 
don other people, 
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Here lies honeft William, whoſe heart was a 
| mint, (as in't; 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that 
The pupil of impulſe, it forc'd him along, 

His conduct ſtill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipſy, the chariot drove home ; 
Would youaſk for his merits, alas! he had none ; 


| What was good was fpontaneous, his faults . 


were his owh. 
Here lies honeſt Richard, whoſe fate I muſt 


h at, . 
Alas, 29ER poke freaks now be fo quice! 
What fpirits were his, what wit and what whim, 
+ Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb, 
Now CY and grumbling to kerp up the 
l, | . 
| Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 
| In ſhort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, f Nick: 
That we wilh'd him full ten times a day at Oid 
But mitling his mirth and ble vein, 
As often we wiſh'd to have Dick back again. 
Here Cumberland lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care | are- 
To draw men as to be—not as they 
| His gallants are all faultlefs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being ſo fine; 
| Like a queen he has dizen'd her out, 
Or rather, like tragedy, giving a rout. 
= — bag 57 dba 
virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud; 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
| Adopting hisportraits are pleas d with their own, 
| Say, where has our poet this malady caught, 
Or wherefore his characters thus without fault 


legs, at different 


accidents, as a kind of retributive juſtice tor breaking his jeſts 


Says 


Boor IV. 
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To find out mens virtues, and fi them few, 
Quite ſick of purſuing each troubl elf, 
He grew lazy at laſt, and drew from himſelf! 


Here Douglas retires from his toils, to relax 
The,fcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks ; 
Come all ye dards, and ye quacking di- 


vines, Creclines. 


Come and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant 


When Satire and Cenfure cncircl'd his throne, 
I fear'd for your ſafety, I fear'd for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our _ ſhall be pious, our Kenricks ſhall 
ure ; 
Macpherſon write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle; 
Our Townſhend make ſpeeches, and I ſhall com- 
" piles over, 
New Lon$kes and Bowers the Tweed * crols 
No countryman living their tricks to diſcover ; 
Detection ow taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 
And Scotchman meet and cheat in 
the dark. 


Here lies David Garrick, deſcribe me whocan, 
Aa abridgment of all that was pleaſant in man; 
As an actor, confeſt without rival to ſhine; 
As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line; 

Yet with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings—a dupe to has art ; 
Like an ill-judgi — 


ing beauty, his colours he f 
And beplaſter'd with his own natu 
On the ſtage he was natural, ſimple, affecting; 
'Twas only that when he was off he was acting: 
With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he vary'd full ten times a day; 
Tho? ſecure of our hearts, vet confoundedly tick 
If they were not his own by fineſſing and trick : 
He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack, 
For he knew, when he pleas'd, he could whiſtle 

- them back. 


EPIGRAM S, &c. 
Say, was it that vaialy directing his view, 


| 


| 


| 


IT anfwer, no, no, for he alwa 
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| Of praiſe a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what 


came; 

And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 
an his reliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 

ho pepper'd the higheſt was ſureſt to pleaſe. 

But let us be candid, and out our mind; 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ve Kellys, and Woodfalls fo grave, 
What a commerce was yours, while you got aud 


JED: | rais'd, 
How did Grub-ſtreert re- echo the ſhouts that you 
While he on be-Roſcius'd, and you were be- 
prais'd ! 
But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, 
To aft as an angel, and mix with the ſkies : 
Thoſe poets who owe their beſt fame to his ſkill, 
Shall fill be his flatterers go where he will. 
Old Shakeſpeare, receive him with praiſe and 
with love, 
And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here Hickey reclines : a moſt blunt, pleaſant 
creature; 
And flander itſelf muſt allow him good- nature; 
He cheriſh'd his friend, and he reliſh'd a bumper; 
Vet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper : 
Perhaps you may aſk, if the mart was a miſer ? 
1 Roy was wiſer ; 
oo courteous perhaps, or obligingly flat; 
His very worſt — — 
rere 
And fo was too fooliſhly honeſt ? Ah! no! 
Then what was his failing? come tell it, and 
burn ye. 
He was, could he help it, a ſpecial attorney. 
Here Reynolds is laid; and to tell you my mind, 
E 
His pencil waz ſtriking, reſiſtleſs, and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland; 
Still born to improve us in every part; 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart. 
| To 


| 
| 
| 
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To coxcomos averſe, ver moſt civilly ſiecring ; f Sweet earneſt of the blooming 
When they judg'd without fkill, be was mill | Whote dawning beauties 2 y 


hard of hearing: | ; The budding bluth of fammer near, 
When they talk d of their Raphacls, Corregios, The fummer on her check. 
| | Neſt emblem of the maid 1 lore, 
Reſembling beauty's morn, 


, 
| 
Te Myra's boſom haſte, and prove 
| 
| 


One roſe without a thorn. 


$ 426. Sonnet. On Echo and Silence. 
By GEORGE BRYDGES, £/q. 
Nee courſe, when leaves began to fy, $ 428. 
And Autuma in her lap the treature firew, De falling lines are the ſubſlance of a conver- 
As mid wild ſcenes I chanc'd the muſe ta woo, {ator betrreen the Hon. Henry Erſkine and a 
Thro' untrod, and woods that frown'd on certain Mirthern Ducheſs *, not more diftiu- 


ch, | guifhed der beanty thun her wit an 
Two fleeping nymphs, with wonder mute I fpy : | tulents ut repartce; in which alſo it is well 
And lo ! the's gone—in robe of dark green { uren the hiniomrable gentleman ts peculiarly 

hae, eminent. The thought was almoſt in Aantly 
Tas Echo from her ſiſter Silence flew ; | turned into rhyme by the author of the Cave of 
For quick the hunter's horn reſounded to the } Aftrar. 


ee 

o ! For onw dl, 1 : | E : 

With far- fep the her haſty way, | Wirth us, in George's Square, our joy and pride“ 
| 


Bounding from rock to rock, and hill to hüt. | 7097 798 return ? Noy no, reply'd her Grace, 
Ah!] may the merry maid, in mockful pla, Thar is — 974 fas 
With thouſand mimic tones the laughing fore ſt » Quoth he, as Sun ſhould fay, 


fill ! Fr 

— Sept. 16, 1786. hen 
98427. To a young Lady, with a Reſe-bud. F The 
> Br TyHEOPmLUs SWIFT, E. $ 429 Etigram. 3 
WIA T bud, to Myra's boſom go, URIO, 'tis faid, a Comedy has writ, who 
And live beneath her eye ; C with novelty and wit. dor. 
There in the fun of beauty blow, Ik it has wit,—to both will I agree ; be hi 
Or taſte of heaven, and die. For Wit from Curio mutt be Nevelty. op. 

X 1 N 
| 
* Sir Joſhua Reynolds is ſo remarkably deaf, at tc be under the neceſſity of uſing an car-trumpet in com- ew I 


pany- 
+ Ducheſs of Gordon, | | Je 


Boox IV. 
$ 439+ To @ Lady with the Print of Venus at- 
tired by the Graces. 

By the Hon. G—SN—R. 

HAT far ſuperior is thy fate, 
en Envy muſt agree 
On thee a thouſand Graces wait ; 

On Venus only three. 


$ 437. The Froniiſpiece to the ſecond edition of 
Dr. Toknfor' Letters is an admirable rebuke to 
the ventil pen of Madame Piozzi. It uh, ce 
underfland, the prodution of a well-known 
aad ingenious Suter. He has introduced the 
Ghoſt of the Doctor, who addreſſes: the Lady 
in the following ep! Hatice lines : 
yy HEN S:reatham ſpreads its plentcous board, 
I opca'd lcarning's valued hoard, 
And as I feaſted, pros'd: 
Gord things L faid, good things I eat, 
| gave you knowledge for your meat, 
And thought th account was clos'd. 
If obligations ſtill I ow'd, 
'ou fold cach item to the crowd; 
1 ſutfer'd by the tale. 
For God's fake, Madam ! let me reſt, 
Nor longer „ —_— gueſt ; 
Pl] pay you for your ale *. 
F432. The folloxcing Impromptu, by the Hon. 
Thomas . er — being 
much indifpaſed one evening at Lady Paync's, 
who very kindly made him retire, and lre 
down. He ſoon retrwrned with the following lines 
—_— zohich he preſented to her Lady- 
p. | 
ls true I am ill, but I need not complain; 
For he never knew pleaſure, who never 
Payne. | 


E PIGR A 


| 


| 
| 


M 3 Kc. 
$ 433- On a Bed. 
FJ bed we laugh, qe Seer 
And, born in ben, in bed we die; 


The near a bed may ſhow 
Of human blifs to human woe. 


5 434- On an Orator who had his ſpeeck in his 
hat, but could unt make it out. ; 


Hl conſcious hat well-lin'd with borrou d 


The Abbe chief in ſulky mien aroſe; 

Elate with pride his long-pent filence broke ; 

And could he but have read, he might have 
ſpoke. 


$ 435 Original Epigram, 

10 you, faid Fanny, t'other day, 

In earneſt love me as you fay ? 
Or are thoſe tender words apply d 
Alike to fifty girls befide ? 
Dear, cruel girl, cry*d I, forbear; 
For by thoſe cyes—thoſe lips—I ſwear 
— She ſtopp'd me as the oath I took, 
And cry'd, you've ſworn, now kifs the book. 


$ 436. MAbſence.—To Cyaitkia. PETER PiSDAR, 


ERE, Cynthia, let thy beauty beam 
H Too long von — 2 been blet; 


Too long yon fountain's happy ſtream 


Hath borne thine image on its breaft. 
2 to theſe deſerted bowers ! 
him whole have pierc's thy grove, 
To tell what dk. ( — 
Whilſt others ſtrive to gain thy love. 
Sweet wan'rer, liſten to my prayer: 
Return, and baniſh ev'ry figh; 
Oh, haue if aught I boait be fair, 
And hold a charm for Cynthia's eye. 


® fPoſterity ſhould know, that Mis, Piozzi was in the brewing links 


In 
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In vain I aſk—my ſighs are vain, 
Th'admiring ſwains withhold the mad, 

Whoſe ſmiles are tunſhine to their plain, 
Whoſe abſence forms a midnight ſhade. 


$ 437- In Imitation of Spenſer. Written at 

Santa Cruz, in the Iſland of Tenerife, and 
| Jent to Donna Antonietta De R——, a Ha- 
niſh young Lady. Written at her Tilla on that 
" Hand. PETER PinDaR. 


REHOLD, in thoſe lora ſhades a darmfcl 
dwell— 
I ween the faireſt amongſt all the fair; 
A while doth Virtue bid her ſky farewell, 
To live with Sylvia, paſſing all compare; 
Eke Innocence doth leave her bower above, 
To join her gentle ſiſter of the grove. 
Yet what availeth, beauteous maid, thy mien 
22 — 222 
Ah, what thy ſparkling eyne ſheen, 
22. forbidden from thy ſeat 
— N — 
Are nought; if unenjoy' i 
What is fair Luna from her filv'ry veſt, 
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$ 438. Lines to the Memory of Mrs. Tickell. 
REPLETE with every charm to win the 


heart, 
To ſoothe life's forrows, or its joys impart, 
Soft—timi beauteous mien 
Beſpoke the feeli mind within. 
orn from her huſband's fond adoring arms, 


From friends who weep her matchle{s worth and 
charms 


By pale diſeaſe, which on her beauties prey d, 
Her rofes blighted, and her form decay'd; 
They, hike the of her virtuous mind, 
Were not for weak mortality defign'd ! 
Thus the ſweet tuberoſe, in the thorny ſhade, 
Whoſc flow'rets wither, and whoſe honours fade, 
Till fot ring dews and ſunſhine's cheering ra 
22 , 
Thus, midſt the agonizing tears of woe, 
Truth whiſpers from the grave, — Thus Hal 
thou blow ! 
There is a coming morn ſhall bid thee riſe, 
And in the bloom of virtue grace yon ſkies, 
Where truth and piety ſhall live ſublime, 
And worth ſhall —— — 
Then mourn not that the Saint, — 


Dy d at that dread command—fhe e er obey 


& 439. The Three Vernons. By the Honourable 
1 WAL?OLE, of Strawberry-Hi!l. 
FH EXNRIETTA's ſerious charms | 

Awe the breaſt her beauty warms: 
See ſhe bluſhes, love preſumes; 
See ſhe frowns !* he drops his plumes. 
Dancing lighter o'er the ocean, 
Was not Cytherea's motiun: 


ips that ſmile a thouſand meani 
| — Hybleas o * 


| 


Eyes 


I 
\ 
4 
I 
8 
1 
8 
1 


The ſuperamuated his Maſter®, 
„l 


Summer, on account of his bei 
extreme old age, ta live through the Winter. 


AND muſt thou fix my doom, ſweet maſter, 


And wi thou kill thy ſervant, old and poor ? 
A little ler me live, : 


And houſe within this hoſpitable ſhed ; 
1 2 
linger near the ſpot where I was bred. 


® The Rev. Mr. Potter, at Scarning, in Norfolk, to whem the public are indebted for the admirable 


lations of Zſchylus and Euripides 


EPIGR AMS, Ke. 


1 
| 
| 


unable, from | 
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| For, ah! to think of what we both enjoy'd 
In my life's prime, ere I was old and * 
When from the jocund morn to eve 'd, 
My gracious maſter on this back I bore. 
Thrice told ten have danc'd on down 
Since firſt way-worn limbs to thee I gave, 
Sweet-ſmiling years! when both of us were 


For hill, the times behind are dear to 

rn 
© the lehr! r 
Pains that were foft, or pleaſures that were 


mind how oft, near Scarning's 


* 
who lov'd thee was the tender 


new. 
call to 
ftream, 


[x 


T 
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Friend to thy love and health, and not a foe Spread wide thine arms, and fold me to thy 
| E'en to the muſe who led thee on to fame; | breaft ; 

Yes, een thy lyre to me ſome charms may owe, There I can taſte the of repoſe : 

And fancy kindles into brighter flame. Then, with my forrows, ſhall I fink to reſt, 
And haſt thou fix'd my doom, ſweet maſter, ſay; And calm mitigate my woes. 
| And wilt thou kill thy fervant, old and poor? | n 
A little longer let me live I pray | $ 442. The Poct and Spider. 

A little longer hobble round thy door. 23 — 
Nor could'ſt thou bear to ſee thy ſervant bleed, hy curious texture haſt diſplay'd ; 

— — 2 ,t ac we may believe the fable, 
Yer, ab! in vain, thy heart for life ſhall plead, as once a blooming beautcous maid : 

If nature has deny d a longer date. 1 —— — ider, * 

* tis Nature dooms | ear no officious damſel's 

Au? 5 hn ws em od mp Exrend thy artful fabric wider, N 

Ab me! 1 feel tis Puy gives the blow | 
Yet ere it falls, ab, Nature take my breath, | And ſpread thy banners round my room. 

And my kind maſter ſhall no forrow know. from the rich man's coſtly ſtanchion, 
Ece the laſt morn of my allotted life, | rt welcome to my dirty roof; 

A fofter fate Hall end me old and poor; Ha, thou man R find a — 
May timely ſave me from tvuplifred knife, Here, undiſturb'd, attend thy woo. 

gently ſtreteh me at my maſter's door. nne 
And think on helpleſs poet's fate; 
$ 441. To Step. | Like thee, confin'd to lonely garret ; 
FIRST round my brows a poppy wreath I'll | Aud widely banifh'd rooms of ſtate. 
bind, And as, from out the tortur'd body, 

Gather'd, while moiſten'd with the falling dew, ; Thou drawn thy flender ſtrings with pain; 
With ivy tendrils round their ſterns entwin d — | So th'poet labours, like a noddy, 

Then, to the god of fleep, my purſue. To ſpin materials from his brain. 
Hail, balmy fleep! thou offspring of the night ! | He, for fome farting creature, 


Alone of thee the muſe delights to fing; 


Bend hitherwards thy gentle airy flight ! ſpreads her chains his eye 3 


| And that's a conqueſt little better 


And o'er me drop thy dark extended wing, ; 
Thy facrcd influence to my foul impart, [ſend ; | —— ——— 
nd on my couch, oh, Sleep!“ — s plain we both agree, 


Tis thou alone can'ſt ſooth my grief-worn Perhaps our deaths may better ſhew it; 


heart; 
Nature's beſt nurſe,” and Sorrow 'Tis ten to one but peuury 
1 » gratleſt Fa bock the Spider and the Port, 


SONGS, 


$ 1. Herpalus and Phillida. 
PHILLIDA fair maid, 

7 oe ny — 
To be her paramour. 
Harpalus and eke Corin, 


Were herdſmen both yfere;*® 


And Phillida could rwiſt and ſpin, 
And thereto ſing full clear. 

But Phillida was all too coy 

For Harpalus to win ; 

+ Who forſt f her not a pin. 

How often would ſhe flo ers twine, 
How often make 

Of cow and of columbine ; 
And all for Corin's fake ! 


But Corin he had hawks to lure, 
And forſed more the field; 

Of lover's law he took no cure ; 
For once he was beguil'd. 


long be ſhave ; 

His hair hung all unkempt f; 

A man fit even for the grave, 

Together. Loved. 1 Uncombed. 
% Labous. —— 


* 


141 1 


BALLAD S, &@c. 
His eyes were red, and all fore-watch'd ||; 


His face beſprent $ with tears; 

It feem'd unhap had him long hatch'd, 
In midſt of his leſpairs. 

His clothes were black, and alſo bare ; 
As one forelorn was he; 

Upon his head always he ware 
A wreath of willow tree. 


His beaſts he upon the hill, 
Din 


And thus with ſighs and forrows fhrill, 
He 'gan to tell his tale: 


O Harpalus!” (this would he ſay) 
« Unhappieſt under fun! 

The caule of thine unhappy day 

| By love was firſt begun. 


For thou went'f firſt by ſuit to ſeck 
A tiger to make tame; 

That ſets not by thy love a leek ; 
But makes thy grief her game. 


As eaſy it were to convert 
The froſt into the flame 

As for to turn a froward heart, 
Whom thou fo fain would*ft frame. 

| Corina he liveth careleſs, 
He leaps the leaves; 

He eats the fruits of thy redreſs ** ; 
Thou reaps, he takes the ſheaves. 

My beaſts, a while your food refrain ; 


And hark herdfman 


| 


T 3 


|  Through-girt ++ with many a wound. 
| Overwacched, or tired with watching. 9 Peſpcinkled: 


O happy 


With beauty ſhould have part? 
Or elſe that ſuch great tyranny 
Should dwell in woman's heart? 


That ſhe may crave her fee, 
As I have done in great diftreſs 
That lov'd her faithfully. 
But fince that I ſhall die her ſlave, 
Heer flave and eke her thrall, 
Write my friends, upon my grave 
This chone: that is befell: > 
Here lieth unhappy Harpalus, 
« By cruel love now flain ; 
% Whom Phillida unjuftly thus 
« Hath murder'd with diſdain!” 


My ſtomach is not good ; 
Burt ſure, I think that I can drink 
With hun that wears a hood. 
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ie no care, 
| Fnohmgama 


| I love no roaſt but a nut-brown toaſt, 
And a crab laid in the fire; 


1 ood ale and old. 
ny g 

Back and fie, 
| And Tib, my 
| Loveth well 
Full oft drinks 
| 


rotetpt rare 
Ty 1771 | 
tte: 
2174415 
HH 
EFF ; 
1 
I 


them 
Whether they be young or old. 


3. Song. Sm Joun DExSBan. 
PHEUS, the humble god, that dwells 
In cottages and finoky cells, 


- 


* " 


Hates 


45. 


2 


Book IV. 
Hates roofs and beds of down, } | 


And thy leaden 


And, he fears no prince s frown, 
Flees from the circle of a crown. 


Dr 


r 
O'er his wakeful remples ſhake, 
Leſt he ſhould fleep and never wake. 


Nature, alas! why art thou fo 


Obliged to thy foe ? 
Sleep, that is thy beſt repaſt, 
Yer of death it bears a taſte; 


And both are the fame thing ar laſt. 
T4. Song. Sir Put SIDNEY. 
W Vpderenk my den. . 


e — 


is one whey from th 1 
Every other vulgar light. 
« Why, alas! and are you 
(Are nt theſe fncies cha 


he? 


* 


1 — . — 

ome, no more, leſt I get anger.” 

_ 82 
earing, iweet, endanger; 

Bur wy al hall Laber cer, 

„Well, begone; begone, I fay, 


Leſt chat Argus' perccive 
24 a 
Which can make me thus to leave yau, 


6 to un away ! 


oc 
=P 
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And who with 
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$6 ;. The Mad Maids 
© — 


That will with Sewers the rom befirers 
Wherein my love is laid. 

I'll ſeek him there! I know, ere this, 
The cold, cold carth doth ſhake him; 

Bur I will go, or fend a kifs 
By you, Sir, to awake him. 


Pray, hurt him not; 


he be dead, 
e knows well who do 


e him; 
turfs rear his head, 
And who do rudely move him. 


„take heed— 


In thy dear ſelf I find; 
For the whole ſex can but afford 
The handſome and the kind. 
Why then thould I feck farther ſtore, 
And ſtill make love anew ! 


fe gives to others joys; 
Whilſt that I 
Grief- ſtricken lie, 
Nor can meet 
—_ Wuh any ſweet 
When the mind hath loſt all meaſures ? 


When the mind hath loſt all meaſures? 


$ 8. Phillida flouts me. 
what a pain i love! 
1 i) 
She will unconftant prove, 
I greatly fear it. 
She ſo torments my mind, 
That my ſtrength faileth, 
And wavcis with the wind, 
As a ihip that faileth; 
Pleaſe her the beſt I may, 
She looks another way; 
Alack and well-a-day ! 
Phillida flouts mel 
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hoe — 
me, 
| She look'sd another way, 
And would not ſpy me; 
I wood her for to 
Bur could not get her. 
WIL had her to the wine; 
He might catreat her. 
With DANIEL ſhe did dance; 
On me ſhe look'sd aſkance ! 
Oh ! thrice unhappy chance ! | 
illida flouts me 0 
Fair maid! be not fo coy, 
Do not diſdain me; 
I am my mother's joy, 
Sweet entertain me ! 


| 
| 
| 


Coventry, 
Whic k ＋ f 
of — Sachs,. 29 


But i' faith, if ſhe flinch, 
She ſhall not wear it; 
To T1s, my t'other wench, 
I mean to bear it. 
And yer it grieves my heart 
So foon from her to part ! 
Death firikes me with his dart! 
| Phillida flouts me! 
Thou ſhalt eat curds and cream 
| a —— — 
drin cryſtal ſtream, 
Pleaſant in taſting: 


| =, Wige; 


I ca 
4 
Loy 
\ 
" 
Lik 
U 
Ifh 
\ 
An 


—_—  . 


- 
-, 


Made of a weaven ſkin; 
Yet all not worth a pin 
| Phillida flouts me ! 
Fair maidens have a care, 

And in time take me; 
I can have thoſe as fair, 

If you forſake me. 
For + apy — 

Laugh'd on me lately, 
And wanton WiNniFRED 
n y. 

throws on my clothes, 

Techer plays with toy nole : 
What wanton figns are thoſe ! 
Phillida flouts me! 


I cannot work and ſleep 

All at a feafon ; 
Love wounds my heart fo deep, 
, Wichout all reaſon. 

to pine away, 

Wits gt and Brow, 
Like to a fatted beaſt 

Penn'd in a meadow. 
I ſhall be dead, I fear, 

Within this thouſand year, 
And all for very fear 

5 Phillida flouts me } 


& 9. Song in the new 
enn: 


The leſſon of pity was caught from her 


And ere words were wy own, I ſpoke in a gh. 


- 
x 


SONGS, BALLADS, e. 


Comedy of the Heireſs. 


FR tenderneſs fram'd in life's earlicit day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way: 


415 
| £00 plunder'd, the mate-widow'd 
S, 

The warbl'd complaint from the ſuffering grove, 
| Fowvenh. —————— wes 
The object ſtill changing. the ſ y true. 
Soft embers of paſſion Hall reſt in the glow ? 
e this breaſt never 
Or if too indulgent the 
| 


10. Song, 
| > W 


And folly in thought-drowning revels delight; 
42 alas! hath no charms for the foul, 
When devotions the ſenſes invite. 
To the arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow : 
Bur, to that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The of refleftion's the birth of all woe. . 
What foul that's poſſeſt of a dream to divine, 
| With riot w. bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear chat bedews ſenfibility's ſhrine,  * 
| 41s a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's 
tun. 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart, 
To few is im to millions deny'd; | 
'Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
| A ls Jt WE FOR gs nh 
| Each change and exceſs hath through life been 
my doom, 
pad acl ein I ek of in joy and in Gi: ; 
us a through the gleam, 
| Bur love's the tr adh that eden our 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my 


The magic ilufions that raviſh the foul! 
14 A 


; 
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Awake in my breaft the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from mv myrtle one leaf in my bowl. 
Then deep will I drink of the neftar divine, 
Nor e'er. jolly God, from thy banquet remove, 
But each tube ot my heart ever thirſt for the vine, 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip, and fweeten'd 
by 


love. 


C xx. Song. 
HINK not, my love, when ſecret grief 
T — 2 
Think not I wiſh a mean relief, 
Or wou'd from ſorrow part. 
Dearly I prize thoſe fighs fincere 
That my true fondneis prove, 
Nor could I bear to check the tear 
Thar flows from haplefs love. 
Alus tho' doom'd to hope in vain 
The joys that love requite, 
Y'ct will 1 cheriſh all irs pain 
This rreafur'd grief this lov'd deſpair 
. My lat for Wipe bom F 
But (creſt! may the pangs I bear 
Be never known by thee! 


— 


{FT x2, Song. PETER PIN Dax. 


Tg ol 
21 How ſweer was the ſong 
Ere Cyntina thus left me forlorn, 


And from ning forbade me love. 
My ſtreams I was wont to adore— 
_ My flocks bleated muſic around; 
And, ſhepherds, I lov'd them the more, 
; Becaulc ſhe was pleas'd with the found. 
Dear Cynthia! ah, who could behold 
A damfſel with beauty fo bleſt, 
Nor wiſh in his arms to unfold 
Such charms as were never poſſeſt | 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
On attend, thou fair cauſe of my woes | 


N 


Boox IV. 


Oh, refuſe not to hear me ! 


| ſmile hath undone 
And E me aga 


that only can bleſs me again. 


| Which pity and eſteem can move; 
and kind? 
to ſhare 
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Alas ! by ſome degree of woe, $ x79. Sorg. Earl of Donser®. 
We blifs muſt gain : | n 
The heart can neꝰer a tranſport know, all you ladies now at land, 
That never feels a pain. We men at fea indite; 
But firſt would have you underſiand 
| ag weed: 
Muſes now, and Neptune 
$ 15. . n. Wo cad pans Wee yon? 
GO, lovely roſe ! Wh a fa la, ba, ba, la. 
Tell her that waſtes her time and me, Fer hang hs Melts Dends youve kink, 
That now ſhe And fill our empty brain; 
When I reſemble her to thee, Yer if rough Neptune. rouſe the wind 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. To wave the azure main, 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 
a +7 x 
With a fa, &c. 
Then, if we write not by each 
— 4 


| grow 
| Prank he rides witt Bindar with 


| old : 


$ Song. L' Amour timide. MooRE. 

F in that breaft, ſo good, fo pure, 

I Cen ever lov'd to dwell, 

the ſorrows I endure, 

r 

That grief that on my quiet preys— 

That rends my heart, that checks my tongue, 

I fear will laſt me all my days; 

Buz foel it will noe laſt me loag, 
® Written at fea, the firſt Dutch war, 1665, the night before an engagement» 

Ts 


Let Dutchmen . i 
No forrow we hall find: 
"Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who's our friend, or who's our foe, 
With a fa, &c. 


To our tedious hours 
dx _—_ 


throw a merry main; 
Or elſe at ſerious play 
But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we left you. 
With a fa, &c. 


But now our fears tempeſtuous 
And caſt our hopes away ; * 


Wnilſt you, regardleſs of our woe, 
Sit careleſs at a play: 

Pert aps permit ſome happier man 

To kiſs your hand, or flirt your fan. 
With a fa, &c. 

When any mournful tune vou hear, 
That dies in every nate; 

As if it ſich'd with each man's care 
For being. fo remote: 

Think then how often love we've made 

To you, when all thoſe tunes were play'd. 
Wirth a fa, &c. 

In juftice you cannot refuſe 
To think of our diſtreſs; 

When we for hopes of honcur loſe 
Our certain happinets : 

All thofe are but to prove 

Ourſelves worthy of your love. 
With a fa, &c. 
And likewiſe all our fears; 

In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears, 

Let's hear of no inconſtancy, 

We have too much of that at 
With a fa, la, la, la, la, 
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| And there for ever lic; - 


Boox IV. 


$ 13. Sg. Ter LansDowNE. 


WII. cruel creature, why ſo bent 

To vex a tender heart ? 

To gold and title vou releat; 
Love throws in vain his dart. 

Let glittering fops in courts be great, 
For pay let armies move : 

Beauty ſhould have no other bait, 
But gentle vows and love. 

If on thoſe endlets charms you lay 

The value that's their due, 

Kings are thennſelves too poor to pay: 

| thouſan / worlds too few. 

if a paſſion withour vice, 

Wichout diſſuiſe or art, 

| Ah, Celia! if true love's your price, 
Behold it in my heart. 

| 


$ 19. Song. Sir Car SCROOFE. 
| NE night, when all the village flept, 
0 Myrtillo's fad deſpai 
The wretched ſhe waking kept, 
Io tell the . care: . 
| 1 * (ſaid he) thoughts, ? 
| yes, give your forrows o'er ! 
| Why ſhould you waſte your tears for one 
Who thinks on vou no more? * 
Vet, oh ye birds, ye flocks, ye pow'rs 
That dwell wizhin this grove, X 
Can tell how many tender hours 
We here have paſt in love 


| Yon ſtars above (my cruel foes!) 


Have heard how ſhe has fworn 
A thouſand times, that like to thoſe 
| Her flame ſhould ever burn! 6 
But fince ſhe's loſt—oh ! let me have 
My with, and quickly die; 
In this cold bank 'll make a grave, 


rp . -3 


.. 


— 
— 


1 
. 


: 


— 


Then down the 


But never roſe 


Though the Muſes ſhould crown me with art, 
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i the watch ſhall keep, When » fad Lucy aroſe; 
And forth to the green turf ſhe 
Where Colin's pale aſhes 
again. All wet with the night's chilling dew, 


ing I'll vifit alone | . 
— > { I hear the kind call and obey ; 
And murmur each eve o'er his ſtone, 


$ 22. Sang. 


K — 


A damſel lay deploring, 


Oh Colin, receive me! the cry d: 
Then breathing a groan oer his clay, 
| She hung on his tomb-ſtone and dy d. 


WAS when the ſeas were 
Wich hollow blaſts of w 


Te o'er the foaming tillows 
Wide o'er thi ing bi 

She caſt a wiſtful look ; 

Her head was crown'd with willows, 
| That trembled cer the brook. 


Twelve 


420 


Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine lang tedious days: 

W hy didſt thou, vent'rous 

Why did thou truſt the ſeas 


* 
? 


in ; 
23 
To lofing of my dear ? 
Should ou ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where and di monds grow, 
Tou'd find a vicher maiden, 
Buy none that loves you fo. 
How can they ſay that Nature 
Hath nothing made in vain 
Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes theſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
ring lover, 


Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
billow with a tear. 
8 

His floating ſpy' d; 
Then likie 6 ly drooging, 

She bow ed her head and dy*d. 


| 823. Long. 
PARD by ube ball, our maſter's houſe, 
Where Merſey flows to meet the main 
Where woods, and winds, and waves di 
A lover to complain; | 
Wich arms acroſs, along the ftrand 


: "ety Sgt 
kh © brigke — 


| \ 
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Poor Lycon walk's, and hung his heady - 2 


N 


TH 


; 
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2 
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F 


The 


| 
| 


8 


who were hanged, 
the time, is founded on a 
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| Think nor thy death. ſhall end our loves,] 
| Yer might ſweet mercy find a place, 


For thou and I will never part. 


Which the had fondly lov'd fo long : 

And ſtifled was that runeful breath, 
Which in her praiſe had ſweetly fung 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck, 
Round which her arms had fondly cles d; 


ing to the Mancheſter Regiment of volunteers, in the ſervice of the Young Chevalier, 
rawn, and quartered, on Kennington-Common, in 1746. And this ballad, writren about 


le circumſtance which actually happened at his execution. Juſt before his 


deaths he wrote a ſont on his own misfortunes ; which is bppoſed ta be ſtill extant, 


And 


her, 


young finner ? 
mute | 


fo 
W 


7 


and wan, fond lover ? 
* 
ell can't moye 


fee, 
= 
ce, why fo 


ſo dull and mute, 


we'll dance to the tune of the firearm... 
F 27. Song» Sr Joux SUCxLING. 


Wust, 
Will, when 


— 


[- 


Shall be join'd by the birds, 
And by 
Why 


1.4 * 


I. 
133 
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1 
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V. 


Boox IV. 
1 | 
is cannot take her; 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 

Nothing can make her ; 

The devil take her. 


F 28. Song. Higaphrey Cubbia's Coureflip. 


Courring I went to love, 
> Who is ſweeter rn 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 
The devil a word could I fay. 
I wa'!.'4 with her into the garden, 
There fully intending to woo her; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I faid any thing to her. 


I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaft, 


While my heart was as light as a feather ; 
Yet uothing I faid, I proteſt, . | 
- But—Madam, tis very fine weather. 
To an arbour I did her attend, 
She aſk d me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
- For I was afraid to come nigh her. 
I aſk'd her which way was the wind? 
2 
Why, Sir (the anſwer'd, and grinn'd) 
Have juſt ſent your wits for a venture? 
Then I - d her into the houſe ; 
There I vow'd I my paſſion would 
ie 2 
Oh ! what a dull booby was I ! 


— 


$ 29. Song. The Deſpairing Lover. Walz. 
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| And that he could die 
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| $ 30. Song. 
A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ftall, | 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kuchen, 
and hall; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf 


1 a vight Ke could puechas jug of how 
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And I'm — 
The tender ou ſwert deſire 


An within my breaſt 
— r : 


. SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 


| Nor ever covet to be 

1 2 1 
is true, the in 1 

Is mix'd with fofe diftres! 

Yet while the fair I love is kind, 

| I cannot with it leis. 


| Fd > EE Oh C 2 — 
UN 
| filver moon's enamour'd beam 


To beds of ftate go, 
("Tis where you've 


May's vigil while the 
by "1 —  — - "oo 
Upon the green the virgins wait, 
In roſy chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbar her golden gate, 

And give the promus'd May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare 

The promis'd , when ſeen, 
Not half fo — fl 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 
| _ — — 
| e rouſe the nodding grove; 
The neſted birds ſhall raife their throats, 
| And hail the maid I love. 

And ſee—the maria lark miſtakes, 
He quits the tufred green : 
Fond bird! 'tis not the morning breaks, 
'Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


112211 
: 1155 
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$ 38. Song, Or Young Olinda. | What may pd od a compene? 
WV HEN innocence and beauty meet, | Gd Lone han tne 
To add to lovely female grace, Ry bots of fiel ae lbs con, 
| yen ar ns wg 
Ah, how beyond cx __ #$-- 
I feature the face No longer then perplex th 
| —_— | When thoughts tormer.t n. 
By virtue ripen'd from the bud, . . 
"The fower angelic odours breeds; Tis mad to go, de death to ſtay, 
f . 5 good 3 
/ Make vice to ſmell like weeds. 
Oh facred Virre! rune my voice | $ 40. Song. e en Croxar L 
th thy inſpiring harmon 3 AFT me, cooling breeze, 
* . W To Windfor's ſhady kind retreut; 
Which fill mv foul with love of thee. MR 
To lifting brightneſs be refin'd, | Repel the dog-ftar's 
When this vain ſhadow flies away ; | Whaw ated Wok, and 
Thee; ernal beauties of the mind * — ods calm repoſe 
Will laſt when all things elſe decay. here woodbines hang —— 
= | Aad wo ſw-ers ——- 
Old coz ames, that 
$ % Song. From the Lapland Tongue. Al 1422 77 — 
| STEEL. | His glaſſy ſurface cheers the eye, 
OU riſiag ſun, whoſe gladſome ray And oh the flow'ry meadow ſtrayt. 
x Invites u fair to rural play, His fertile banks with green, 
— and clear nn His vales with golden plenty fwell; 
dens my Orca toy de. Where'er his purer ſtreams are ſeen, 
— e my dear to view, 


Fd climd that pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 
Aloft in air that quivering plays, 
And round and round for ever 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? — 

What wood conceals my maid? * 
Faſt by the roots enrag'd I'd tear = Beneath foe ofier's duſky made: 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. Where water-lilies deck the 


Oh! could I ride on c and Mies, 
Or on the raven's pinions rife ! 


Ye ſtorks, ye Rn 
And wakt a over on l. 


Now Phoebus to the weſt deſcends, 
And ſheds a fainter ray; 
And as our rural labour ends, 


er-peaceful pain. 
Come then, my fair, and with thy love 
Each riſing care ſubdue ; 
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Till Philomel begins to fing, 

And „* 
Let us ſecure the ight, 

And wiſely crop the blooming day; 


For foon, too foon, it will be night ; 
Ariſe, my love, and come away. 


$ 4z3- Song. From the Lapland Tongue. 
"STEEL. 


ASTE, my rein-deer ! and let us nimbly go 
| H Our amorous journey through this dreary 


| 
Imperuous 

| Around us far the ruſhy moors are ſpread ; 

Soon will the fun withdraw his cheerful ray, 

| Darkling and tir d we ſhall the marthes tread, 

No lay unſung to cheat the tedious way. 

length of theſe unjoyous moors, 


Boox IV, 


EEE 


. RG SE — 


Boox IV. 
No tactious wars divide his breaſt ; 
His flock, his pipe, and artlefs fair, 
Are all his hope, and all his care. 


Arno's Yale. 
* 5 MiDDLESEX*. 
VJ HEN here, Lucinda, „ firſt we came, 
— 2 oc Fog wang 
How blythe the nymphs, the fwains J 
— 2 lag. * 
The grapes in thicker aden 
in cluſters hung; 
All teak d as joy could never fail, 
Among the ſweets of Arnv's vale. 
Bur fince the Palemon dy'd, 
The chief of and thei 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 
To northern men, an irou race. 
The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er ; 
Thy notes, Lucinda, no more; 
The muſes the Goths 
Adieu the fweers of Arno's vale ! 


FT 46. Song. Summer. 
Tuomas — i. 
WHERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove 
of tall trees, 
With my fair one as ing as May, 
Undiſtued'd by all ſound but the fiehs of the 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. [ breeze, 
8 leſs intenſe, to the weſtward in- 


„ „„ 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 


On the face of ſome river or lake. 
ped 


Where 
(For 
üs 

the laſt Duke 
favougits of the author 


j 4 


faireſt and I on its verge as we paſs 
the that muſt ſtill be my theme) 


_— Y 
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Our ſhadows view on the watery glaſs, 
While the 6 are xe play D— 
May the hens canis 26 laws, and the lembbies 

to , 
When the fings me fome amorous ſtrain ! 
All be ſilent and huſh'd, unleſs Echo 
The kind words and fweet founds back again 
And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we fauntering ſtray, 
Lo GLO filver beams through the leaves 
e us li 
Juſt direct us, and 
Let the nighti 
As thus 


our 

warble its notes in our walk, 
y and flowly we move; 
| And let no fingle be — in our 
But of friendſhip improv'd into ſralk, 
** cach day with theſe rural de- 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms; - 
Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 


And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms. 


$ $T 47- Song. Moore. 
W blefs'd has my time been, what joys 


have I known, own ! 
Since wedlock's foft bondage made ] y my 
So joyful my heart 1s, fo eaſy my chain, 
| That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 
bor - wad ecrodan etna 

we ftrav, 

boys and girls frolic and play: 
How pl their is the wanton ones 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me. 
To try her ſweet temper, ſometimes am I feen 
rr Une Bp As 
| TOR ET BE RY my doubts the be- 


| guiles { ſmiles. 


And meets me at night with compliance and 


> Sackville, afterwards Duke of Dorſet. It was written at Florence in Rr. 
"of T Tuſcany, of the houſe of Medici; and addreſſed to Signora 
ory 


Muſcovita, a fiager, 2 


Box IV. 
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What on het cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, | Both alike are mine and thine, 

Her wit and good humour bloom all the year | Haſtening quick to their decline: 
through ; | Thine's a „ mine no more, 

Time fill, as he flies, adds increaſe to her truth, | Though re to threeſcore ; 

And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her | Threeſcore ſummers, when they're gone, 
youth. Will appear as ſhort as one. 

Ye ſhepherds fo gay, who make love to enſnare, 

And cheat with falſe vows the too-credulous fair; $ 50. Song. 


In ſearch of true pleaſure how vainly you roam! 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 
FiTZzGERALD. 


$ 48. Song. 
PHE charms which blooming beauty ſhows 
From faces heav'uly fair, | 
hee oy and the roſe, 
ich apt, compare. 
With ſemblance apt, for ah how ſoon, 
How ſoon all decay 
The lily droops, the roſe is gone, 
And beauty fades away. 
But when bright virtue ſhines confeſs'd, 
With ſweet diſcretion join'd ; 
When mildneſs calms the peaceful breaſt, 
And wiſdom guides the mind : 
When charms like theſe, dear maid, conſpire 
perſon to approve, 
in 2 — £p"+ "I 
And everlaſting love. 
ond the reach of time or fate 
graces ſhall endure; 
Still, like the paſſion they create, 


| $ 49. Song. 
US , curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, drink as I; 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
C chou fip, and Gp it up. 
Make the moſt of life you may, 
Liic is ſhort, and wears away. 


. 


Been as wile, or at leaſt been as as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of his 
brine, [ wine. 
Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous 
What trafficking then would have been on the 


main, 
For the ſake of good liquor, as well as for gain 
No fear then of — 222 — 
The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking. 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with more 
Secure in the evening 


me, 

Con ſider how gloriouſiy Phoebus would ſhine; 
What vaſt exhalations draw up on high, 
To reheve the puor earth as it wanted fupply. 
How happy us mortals, when bleſs'd with fuch 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! rain, 
Nay even the beggar, that has ne'er a diſh, 
Might jump into the river, and drink like a fiſh. 
mirth i 


Would friſk and rejoi 


wine; 
And merrile twinkling, would ſuon let us know, 
That they were as happy „ 


7 
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$ 51. Song. SHENSTONE. 
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my 
the madneſs you 


Hh 


4 


: 
| 


Theſe get with toil, aud keep with fear : 
Such cares my mind could never bear. 
force to win a victory, 4 


No wily wit to falve a fore, 
2 . 
To none of theſe I yield as thrall, 


I rich; they beg, I give; 
fack, I lend; Guy vice. 3 ive 


I fear no foe, nor fawn no friend; 
I lothe not life, nor dread mine end. 
rn 

| y conſcience clear, my chief defence 
I never ſeek by bribes to pleaſe, 

Nor by defert to give offence ; 
Thus do I live, thus will I dic; 
Would all did fo as well as I! 
I take no joy in earthly bliſs; 

I weigh not Croeſus wealth a ſtraw; 
For care, I care not what it is; 

I fear not Fortune's fatal law : 
My mind is ſuch as may not move 
For beauty bright, or force of love. 
I wiſh but what 1 have at will; 

$ wand ns 6 for ven s 


bi C. K 


432 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boon IV. 
I break no fleep to win my will; Have choice few friends of your own taſte ; 
I wait not at the mighty's gate; | & wile agents ens cg 
I ſcorn no poor, I fear no rich; An open, but yet cautious mind, 
I feel no want, nor have too much. — — 
The court, ne cart, I like ne loath; To break the fat 54 


Extremes are caunted worſt of all; 
The mean betwixt them both 
Doch ſureſt fir, and fears no fall; 
This is my choice; for, why, I find 


| So Song. The Charatter of a 


Plain equipage, and rate meals, 

Few taylor's, ce ens bills; 
Content to take, as Heaven ſhall pleaſe, 
A longer or a ſhorter leaſe. 


| 


a happy Life. 


& Henny WoTToON. 


w is he born and 
bg Lite I 
Whoſe armour is his honeſt thought, 

And truth his utmoſt fill: 


Of public fame, or private breath 


ro. s 8 „ 7 


* os 1. Jox Es. 
ON the brow of a hill a young ſhepherdefs 
dw 


Who no es 
For a few maxims ftill ran in her head, 


That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, 
And, to folks in a cottage, contentment was 


who liv'd inthe valley below, 
and at market was reckon'd a 


try'd o'er her heart to 
teſt on his pitchfork to tell her his tale: 


And could lye with the 
Then her eyes he commended in language well 


| breaft ; 
bod Woes the womb — hi? 


That twas better to earn, ere ſhe eat her brown 
- bread: 


winning behaviour he melted her heart; 
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Till his and his had fo wroughe 

— * 

a 2s hed melted the ies of ber breaſt 

All the flames of his love in a moment decreas'd, 


And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
Where he boaſts of his conqueſts to Suſan and 


Though be 6 
And if ever g 


always in 
1 
2 are ſo peſter d, — 


5 
The whole vil ſhame, when a milking ſhe 
That fo little 1 © On 
Bur the heeds not their railing, een let them rail 
And a fig for the cows, now her ſweetheart is 
Now beware ye young virgins of Britain's gay 
ſmile : 


How i hearts to a 

For AA rp 4 virgins are frail, 

And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, 

Wie wenn you, and tempt you, will try all 
ill; | 

But remember the Laſs on the brow of the hill, 


Dr. HawkKESWORTH, 


O es ſequeſter d, dark, and ti 
| * 


Nor honours ſanguinary palm. 


U When 


„„ THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
And mingles with eternity. 


+ Wrinten for, and ſet 


2 Un the encertaiament 


* 
= «OS TO+*© / = „ = 0 * * 


an 


c imitued from « paſage in the 176 book of Tall' Jeruſalem. 
the Miller of Mandela, Ou * 


the late celebrated Mr. 


Who win her height muſt patient climb, 


SAY, what is that thing called Light, 
Which I muſt ne'er enjoy ? 


Sr of 


7 
2202 


d, the more like a beau; 
may be honeſter far 


Tho 


14. 
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Tho' his hands are fo 
be ſeen ; 


dad they're not fit to 


dry 
And down when he's weary contented does lie ; 
Then riſes up cheerful to work and to fing : 
If fo happy a miller, then who'd bea king? 


$ 63. Song. The Old Man's Wifl. Dr. Pore. 


F I live to grow old, for I find I go down, 
I Le: ths be fog fine: tvs — 


May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at the 


May I govern, &c, 


With Horace, and Petrarch, and two or three 


more 

Of the beſt wits that reign'd in the before 
= par Pann. — phyear 
And clean though coarſe linen at every meal. 
May I goverp, &c. 5 


* 
. 4 + 
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' With a 


: 
: 


| n I face my laſt 


| In the morning when ſober, in the ing when 


| For —_— his paſſion with an abſolute 
ay, 
| Andgrew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore 


away, 
| Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, . 


þ 


| cre much deli 
| nl have ad —__ = 
crew of | ; 
— —— 
Of tawny, red, or blue, 
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Inſtead of an hundred men, 
The coach allows but two; 
This was not thoughton then, 
When this old cap was new. 
Good hoſpitality 
Was cheriſh'd then of many, 
Now poor men ſtarve and die, 
And are not help'd by any; 
For charny waxetli co 
And love is found in few; 
This was not in time of old, 
When this old cap was new. 
Wherever you travell'd then, 
You might meet on the way 
Brave knights and gentlemen, 


Clad in their country grey, 


That courteous would appear, 
Aud kindly welcome you: 


Our ladics, in thoſe days, 
In civil hahit went; 
Broed-cloth wes then work praife, 
And the beft content: 
French faſhions then were fcorn'd, 
Fond fangles then none knew, 
Then y women adorn'd, 
When this old cap was new. 


A man might then behold, 
Ar Chriſtmas, in each hall, 
Good fres to curb the cold, 
13 and ſmall: 


Ten neigh wer ficaly adds 
all had welcome true, 


2 his 
this old cap was new. 


Black jacks ro every man 
Were fild with wine cate 
No pot, nor can, 

Jn thoſe days &id appear ; 


| Good cheer in a nobleman's houſe 
| Was counted a ſeemly ſhew: 
| We wanted no brawn nor fouſe 
When this old cap was new. 


Hath » cupboard of for a ſhew, 
Which was a rare — * 


| . 
ee 6 uury erm, 
Chriſtians did 
© Devis'd 
| The lawyers to 
Ar that rams hardly knew ; 


| For man with man 
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When George in time came o 
And moderate men _ 
I rurn'd a cat-in-pan once 


And almoſt every day abjur'd 
The pope and the 
And this is law, &c. 
Trilluftrious Hauſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant ſucceſſion; 
| 82 5 
Whi can keep poſſeſſion: 
rr 
I never more will faulter, 
And George my lawful king ſhall be— 
Until the times do alter. 
| And this is law I will maintain 
Until my dying day. fir, 
That whadberer ki ſhall 
Tu be the Vicar of Bray, 


reign, 
far. 


F 66, Song. The Storm. G. A. STEVENS. 


rude Boreas, ing railer ! 
Cie. landfmen, — 


| 


| Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor 


Hark! the boatfwain hoarſely bawling, 
V OS port Rand? 
Down top-gallants q I ing; 4 
| c 
3 i . 


Safe from all but love's alarms; 

Round us roars the tempeſt louder; 
Think what fears our minds enthral ; 

Harder yet, it yet blows harder; 

Now again the boatſwain's call! 

The top-ſail yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courfe; 

Let the fore-ſheet go, don't mind, b 
Though the weather ſhould be worſe. 

Fore and aft the ſpcit-fail yard yet, 
Reef the muzen, fee all clear ; 

re 
Man the fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer } 

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peal on peal contending claſh, 

On cur hab Gre rela — 

In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 

Al above us one black ſky, 

Different deaths at once ſurround us: 
Hark } what means that dreadful cry ? 


The foremaſt's gone, cries every out, 
Ober the lee, twelve fect bove ; 

A leak beneath the cheſt- trees ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 

ick the lanvards cut to pieces: 

ome, my hearts, be ftout and bold; 


Plumb the well—the leak increaſes, bs 


Four feet warer in the hold. 
\ We for wives of — 
! hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return, 


brimmer join ; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it ? 
None—the danger's drown'd in wine. 


of sis 


8 


Per 49.4.9 94.9 FA M- 8. 7® 


great diſtraction, 
And fins our hearts full low ; 


'Tis in vain to com 


Y 
ö 
j 
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1 
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| We bring home coſtly merchandiſe, 
Ad jewels of gen price, 

To ferve our Eagliſh gallantry, 

| To pleale the Englath pullaner 
1 — 


Then we ſwerp Oer the 
Wen the ſtormy winds do blow. 
| When arc blown over, 


And fears are paſt, 

la weather fair, and temp rate air, 
Wo ſtraight lie down to reſt; 

But when che billows ramble, 


2 
| And waves do furious grow, 


Then we rouſe, up we rule, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 

If enemies oppoſe us 

' When England is at wars 

With any forcign nations, 

— — 

Our roarmg em 

— or — 10 

| Whilk they reel in the keel 


| Engliſhmen bred, 
We'll play our parts, like valiant hearts, 
Ae Urn 
We'll ply our buſes nimbly, 
Wherc'er we come or 
| With our mates to the Scraits, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


| Usz 


£6 DM Be. 


a— 


2 


> 


- 11 

__ 

< 

© 

U 

8 7 1 1 

— . | 2348 
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Who doth ambition ſhun, 

And loves to lie the fun, 

ing the food he eats, 

And pig 4'd with what he gets, 

Come ther, come hither, come hither ; 
Here ſhall he ſee 
No enemy, 

But winter and rough weather. 


$ 73. 4 Dirge. DU. 
GLEEP, fleep, poor youth, fleep, ſleep in peace, 


Couch'd in the dark and ſilent 
No ills of fate thou now 
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ain, ” 
Here without 1 w 


dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 
Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and 


truth, 
And cheerful old age feel the ſpirit of youth; 
| For the raptures of here ſhall rread, 
| For hallow'd the turf is that pillow d his head. 
Flow on, filver Avon, in ſong ever flow, 
Be the fwans on thy borders ſtill whiter than 
ſnow ! [ ſpread, 
Ever full be thy ſtream, like his fame may it 
A 
' 


$ 75. Song. The Fairies. 
ME follow, follow me, 


A grain of 
JOEL OS we ents 
Pearly drops of dew we driak, 
In acorn-cups fill'd to the brink. 

The brains of nighti 


Do make a diſh that's wondrous nice. | 
r, gnat, and fly 


Grace ſaid, we dance a while, | 
And fo the time beguile ; 
And if the moon doth hide her head, 
The ylow-worm lights us home to bed, 


$ 76. Song. The Thief and Cordelier. 
Who has &e: been at Paris muſt needs know | 
the Greve, 

The fatal retreat of th*unfortunate brave; 
n contribute 
o heroes pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Boeox IV. 

There the 'ſquire of the pad, and the knight of 
the poſt, | no more crois d. 

Find their pains no more balk d, and their hopes 
Derry down, &c. 


known ; own z 
And the king, and the law, and the 


thief has 
But my hearers cry out, what a deuce doſt thou 


? 

Put off the refleftions and give us thy tale. 
Derry down, &c. — 
Twas there, then, in civil reſpe& to harſh laws, 
And for want of falſe wirneſs to back a bad cauſe, 
A Norman, tho” late, was oblig'd to appear; 
And who to afhft but a brave ier! 

Derry down, &c. 


The ſquire, whoſe good grace was to open the 
ſcene; in: 


n ie den lu m the e Broads 
No fitted the halter, now travers d the cart; 
| And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
| Derry down, &c. 

| Wikes Sh you thus, my good fon? fays 
| prieſt; 

You murder d, are ſorry, and have been confeſs'd; 
O father! my forrow will ſcarce ſave my bacon; 
For twas not I that murder d, but I that was 

Derry down, &c. [taken. 
Phoh! pr'ythee ne er trouble thy head with ſuch 
| Rely on theaid you hall have from Saint Francs: 

If the money you promis'd be brought to the 
You have.anly to die; let the church do the reſt. 
| ORE 7 , 

what will „ ſee afraid 
I ret upon me as I mew wax my rn 
age, friend — — ſorrows. 


: 


2 — complexes whas the judge had 


And tungs will go better, bali to-morrow. 
Derry down, &c. | 
To-morrow ! 


TEL, 


© 
— 


N. 2 ä 


Lay 
rr 
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T t ly* * frigt 
He that's Nang d before els Apt ore. + of 
i Lcruſs d up; 


Tell your quoth the icſt,—and be fair! 
For you furl c Ti Paradiſe fp F 
| Alas! quoth the "ſquire, howe'er ſumptuous the 
Parbleau! I ſhall have little ſtomach to cat: ¶ treat, 
I thould therefore eſteem it great favour and 


Would you be ſo kind as to go i place. 
you in 
Derry down, &c. * 


26-53 Veg 5 


14 


hs +4 


25 
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$ 77. Song. Admiral Hofter's Ghoſt. Groves. 


Leonidas, on the taking of Porto-Bello from the 
Spaniards by Admiral Vernon, Nov. 22, 1739- 
— The caſe of Hofter, which is here fo patheti- 
cally repreſented, was briefly this : In April, 
1726, that Commander was ſent with a ftrong 
feet into the Spaniſh Weſt Indies, to block up 
the golleans in the ports of that country; or, 
ona they preſume to come out, to jerze and 
carry them into England. He 2 ar- 
rived at — Baſtimentos 8 ; - 4 
being reſtricted by his orders cying 

diddates of his courage, lay inactiue on that fla- 
tion until he became the jeft of the Spamards :— 


P F S785 


(on 
— 
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2 — 


1 IF 


. te afterwards removed to Carthagena, and 


443 
continued cruifing in thoſe ſeas wntil the far 
has Rea de 
. ee of that e e. The 
1 hp lp > nd rp = 
table — — ſhort of 
2 is ſaid to have died of a broken 
at. 


ing on 


His 
1 — 


thag from their wat'ry grave 
a 1 hy'd him, 
her fai 


You now triumph free from fears, 
When you think on my undoing, 
You will mix your joys with tears. 


See theſe ſpectres ſweeping 
Ghaſtly o'er I 2, 
| % 6 | 


ty ſhips had done 
What thou brave and Vernon 
Haſt atchiev'd with fix 
Then the Baſtimentos never 


Not in glorious: | 
Hence with all my train 
Prom their oozy jobs below, 


| | 


Warren, as it is ſaid, by ane of his furviviog crew. N 


Through the foam 
omg nd ymcy be reg 

Here the Baſtimentos viewing, 
We recall our ſhameful doom, 

And, our plaintive 

O' er theſe waves ever mourning, 
Shall we roan, depriv'd of reft, 

If, to Britain's ſhores returning, 


Thank on vengeance for my rui 
And for England—fham's in tae. 

—8— — 

1 The fame noble views have their boſom: n. 


As 
The muſe 


> = Ju >> Spe Po » Wo 


| 


Wn, 


FEET MET ETD? 
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bent + waatenradaad - 


with — 
And r 
The flood from the days of old Noah and Seth, F 
Ne'er faw fuch a man as our brave Captain Death. And you'll fee 
Ar laſt the dread bullet came wing'd with his | That the Battle will be ſoon begun. 
fare ! ; [mate;— {| Tourville on the main tri roll” 0 


Our brave captain foon after his 
officer fell, and a carnage was ſeen, 
ſoon dy'd the waves to a crimſon from 


n: 

And Neptune roſe up, and he took off his wreath, 
And gave it a Tritou to crown Captain Death. 
Thus fell the ſtrong Terrible, bravely and bold; 
Bur ſixteen ſurvivors the tale can unfold ; 

The French were the viftocs,—though much to 

their coſt, — 

For 3 with Engliſhmen 
And thus fays Old Time, from good Queen 


Elizabeth, \ 
I ne'er faw the fellow of brave Captain Death. 


-- 


$ 79. Song. The Sea Fight in XCII X. 
-HURSDAY in the morn, the ides of May, 


=» Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two, Britiſh colours ride the vanquiſh'd main 
Brave Ruffel did diſcern, by dawn of day, | See they fly amaz'd o'er rocks and fands! ¶ fate; 
| The lofty fails of France advancing now : One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater 


® The great naval viftory, intended to be celebrated by this excellent old ſong, was determined, after a 
running action of fev-rai days off Cape La Hogue, en the coaſt of Normandy, the 22d of May 1692, in 
lik. and Buck combined flects, confiltin of 99 ſail of the line, under the command of 
—— fterwarus Earl of mnt, oven Fark 1449 
the Chevalier Tourville, whoſe ſhi il Royal, carried up an hundred guns, and was eſteemed 
Nr eee 
to his dominions; and that prince, together with the Duke ot Berwick, aud ſeveral great officers, both of 
= gum conn, and of the wars 8 PiEn, paBoves e 
rench ſhips from an eminence on the ſhore. It is now certain that Nuſſel had 
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Ja no 
Nor « 
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83. Long. 
fair married dames, who fo often deplore 
That a lover once blefs'd is a lover no more; 
to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught 


' 


7 


[ your eye, 
cheek, and the glance of 
ilies may make the men figh; 
But roſes and lilies, and fighs paſs away, 

: 8 


Ja; 


Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much 
The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
nh — and come at com- 


happy ſkill; 
your birds, may be tam d to your 


For hears, hi 
wall. 


GS, BA 


muſt cheriſh what beauty has | 


— 
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Be gay and good- humour'd, complying and kind, 
Ton tn din? of your cn fon your ro 
mind; 

Tis * a wife may her 
And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of Love. 


$ 84. Song. Farlequin's breafien. In1D. 
CE happy the nation that Shakeſpeare 


| has charm'd ! 
More the boſom his genius has warm'd! 


| Ye children of nature, of faſhion, and whim ! 


He painted you all, all join to praiſe him. 
Chorus. away ! come away ! 
| His Genius calls—you muſt obey. 
From hi to loweſt, from old to the young, 


All ſtates and conditions by him have beea fung; 

All paſſions and humours were rais'd by his pen; 

| He could foar with the eagle, and ſing wi the 
wren. 

Chorus. Come away, &c. 

To praiſe him, ye Fairies and Genii repair, 

He knew where ve haunted, in earth or in air: 

No phantom fo fu»tie could giide from his view; 

The wings of his faucy were ſwifter than you. 
Chorus. Come away ! come away ! 


$ 85. Song in the Country Girl. T8110» 
LL not m of the rotes aud lilies 
Which ti:1g- the fair cheek of your Phillis; 
Tell not me ot the dimples and eyes 
| 1 which filly Corydon dies: 
all whining lovers go 5 
My heart would you "_ 
| Tip your arrow with wit, 
And it comes to my hezrt with a twang, twang, 
| An! it comes to my hearr with a twang. 
Iaam a rock to > & hand! nc and pretty, 
Can cnlv be tuuch'd bv tue witty ; 
And beauty will ogle in vain : 
\ The wav tomy heart's thro? my brain. 
Let all win g luvers go hang. 


| We 


448 


We wits, vou muſt know, 
o_ Joe ws firings to bur dow, 

o return them their darts with a twang, twang, 
To return them their darts with a twang. 


| $ 86. Air in Cymon. Gannick. 
ET a while, ſweet fleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms; 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it wich thy potent charms. 


fo dear, 

All ſhall —— 4 cans Sc. &c. 
royal, is Britain's boaft, 

Preſerv'd once our king, and wi 


write. | 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry- tree, &c. &c. 


Wich learning and knowledge the well-lenter'd 
1 . 
m Shak we find, 
phy fic for body and mind, 
All hall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 
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Zut chiefly by his face and mien, 6 
That were fo fair to view ; 

| His flaxen locks that ſweetly curl'd, 

y blue. 


8 


and gone ! 
green graſs turf, 
And at his heels a ſtone. 
Within theſe holy cloiſters 


f us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
bo harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine to deceive and betray. 


$ 89. Seng. The Friar of Orders Gray. 

« Diſperſed through Shakeſpeare's plays are in- 

aumerable little fragments of ancient ballads, 

the entire copies of which could not be reco- 

wered. Many of theſe being of the moft bean- O do not, do not, holy friar, 
and ce femplicity, the Editor wa My forrow now reprove ; 

For I have loſt the ſweeteſt youth 
Thar &er won lady's love. 
And now, alas ! for thy fad loſs, 
I'll c&ermore and figh ; 
For thee I only wiſh's to hve ; 


F p39 WO GG PROSSL OAK. 


was a friar ot orders gray, For thee I wiſh to die. 
> Walk'd forth to tell his beads, Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 
And he met with a lady fair, | Thy forrow is in vain: 
Clad in a pilgrim's wecds. For, violets pluck'd, the ſwerteſt ſhowers 
„ Now Chriſt thee fave, thou reverend friar | | Will n&er make grow again. 
ks I pray thee tell to me, | Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 
If ever at von holy ſhrine | then ſhould farrow laft ? 
* Mx true love thou didſt fee. | Siace grief but aggravates thy leſs, 
| Aud how thould I know your true love Grieve not for what is paſt. 
4 From atv another one O fay not ſa, thou holy friar ;] 
We O by his hat and ſtaff, | 1 pray thee, ſay not fa 


, And by his fanda] ſhoon. 
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How ſweet arc her ſmiles 
i i than 


, Say, charmer, where do thy flocks firay > 
Oh ! tell me at noon whefe they feed: 


Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleafanter banks of the Je + 


When from a hazel's 

Soft warbled 's 3 
He bleſt the ſcene, he hleſt the hour, 
e 


9993224 — 
every ſhining grace diſplay d 
4 
Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 
4 247 oy | 
ight as the water-lily ſprung 
Freſh as the bordering flowers her bloom , 
Her eye all mild to view; 
The little balcyon's azure 
Was never half fo blue, 
Her ſhape was like the reed ſo ſleck, 
80 taper, ſtrait, and fair; 
How ſweet 


charming were | 
Far in the winding vale retir d 
12 | 
madowing rocks and woods conſpire 
To fence her beaunes round. 
That nature in fo lone a dell 
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CUNNINGHAM. 


$ 97. . To the Memory of V. Shenftone, E. 


No other wit but her's approve : 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
If ſhe ſome other fwam commend, 


BALLADS, &. 


— 


| 


Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
Could all yo — 
arts 
Would you a maid undo, 


Tobe brook and the willow, that heard him 
Ah willow! willow! (complain, 
Poor Colin weeping, and told them his pai 
Sweet 1 
riſe to the brink with my 
All reſtleſs and painful my Celia now lies, I woe. 
And counts the fad moments of time as it flies : 


of my channer the fates have decreed, 
Few figha to thy loſs, and few rears will I give? 
Few to and few tears wes 
One fare to thy Colin add thee ſhall betide, 
And ſoon lay thy ſhepherd down by thy cold fide 
Then glide, gentle brook, and to loſe th ſelf hafic, 
& wo mr willy wb laft. 
Ah willow ! willow! Ah willow ! willow! 


Nor fad regret each courtly ſcene, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 

O Nancy ! canft thou love fo true, 

Thro' perils keen with me to go, 
Or when thy fwam miſhap ſhall rue, 

To ſhare with him the of woe? 

, ſhould diſeaſe or pain 5 

ilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 
Nor wiſtful thoſe gay ſcenes recal 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 
And when at laft thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling . 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


' $ 106. Song. MALLET. 
HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 

T EA 
And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the hour that flies; 
And in foft raptures waſte the day, 

; Among the ſhades of Endermay. 
e 

„life's winter, will appear: 

At this, th Iwing bloom muſt fade ; 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade. 


Safe 


| 
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Our taſte of pleaſure then is oer; 
The feather'd ſongſters love no more: 


And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the ſhades of Endermay ! 


$ 107. The Hani Lady's Lowe. 
ILL you hear a Spaniſh lady, 
W How the woo'd an Engliſhman ? 
Garments gay, as rich as may be, 
Deck'd with jewels had ſhe on: 
Of a ann cg and was the, 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 
As bis peifence there do hag tr, 
In his hands her life did lie; 
Cupid's bands did tie them faſter, 
By the liking of an eye. 
In his courteous company was all her joy, 
To favour him in any thing ſhe was not coy. 
But at laſt there came | 
For to ſet all ladies free, 
With their jewels till adorned, 
None to do them injury. 
O, then faid this lady gay, full woe is me! 
O let me ſtili ſuſtain thus kind caprivity ! 
Gallant captain, ſhew ſome piry 
To a lady in diſtreſs; 
Leave me not within this city, 
For to die in heavineſs: 
Thou haſt ſer, this preſent day, my body free, 
But my heart in priſon ſtill remains with thee. 
How ſhouldft thou, fair lady, love me, 
Whom thou know'ſ thy country's foe ? 
Thy fair words make me ſuſpect thee; 
Serpeats lie where flowers grow.“ knight, 
All the KA 
God) gram upon my head the ſame may fully 
icht. | 
Bleſſed be the time and ſeaſon, 
That thou came oa Spaniſh ground ; 
If you may our foes be termed, 
* foes we have you found: 


Wah 
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With our city, you have won our hearts each one, 
Then to your country bear away that is your own. 
« Reft you ſtill, moſt gallant lady; 
Reſt you ſtill, and weep no mor: : 
Of fair flowers vou have plenty, 
Spain doth yield you woud”rous ftore,” — 
iards fraught with jealouſy we oft do find, 
oo 
ed ki 
Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 
Thou alone enjoy 'ſt my heart ; 


| 
I am lovely, young, and tender, | 


es e my deſert: | 
Still to ſerve thee day and night my mind is preſt; 
The wife of every Engliſhman is couuted bi:f. 


L EPI 


TOME, 


. „ 


« It would be a ſhame, far lady, 
For to bear a women hence ; 
ith ſoldiers never carry 
y ſuch without —_ 4 | 
F will quick] _ 7 elf, if it Tee, 
Aud files man wi 8 where /er dau 
4 have neither gold nor ſilver 
To maintain thee in this cafe, 
And to travel is 
As you know m 


To | 

: v 

| In a nunnery I will ſhroud me, But 
y E 

Far trom any company: 

| But, <re my prayers have an end, be fare of thi: _ 
To pray for and for thy love I will not mu 
hus farewell, moſt captain ! Now 
Farewell to my heart's content Li 

| Count no i ladies wanton, Beg 


5 


8 168, Ballad. The Children in the Wood: wm 
The Nor folk Gentleman's laft Will and Teſta 


2 | 
My chains and jewels every one ſhall be thy own, 


Aad eke ten thoufand puunds in guld that lies 


212 * 
« On are many 
Many ftorms do there arite, 
* — 
And tears watꝰ ry _s 
Well, in truth I ſhall endure - 
For 1 could find in heart to loſe m for thee. 
„ Courteous lad „leave this folly, 
Here comes all that breeds the ſtrife; 
I. in England, have already - 
A ſweet woman to my wife; 
T will not fal gold nor gain, 
Nor vet for al i 


O how happy is that woman 
That enjoys fo true a friend 


| nn 


Iker 
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But never more they ſaw the man 


His conſcience felt an hell : 
His barns were fir d, his goods confum'd, 
His lands were barrea made, 
His cattle dy'd within the field, 
And nothing with him ftay'd. 
Apd, in the voyage of Portugal, 
Twe of his fons did die; | 
And, to coaclude, humſelf was brought 
To extreme miſery : 
He pawn'd and morigag'd all his land 
Kre teven years came about. 
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Book IV. 


Did by this means come out : 
The fellow that did take in hand 
| Theſe children for to kill, 
| Was for a robbery judg'd to die, 

8888 will; 
Who did confeſs the truth, 

— 1 — 5 
Their uncle dy'd, while he, for debt, 
| In prifon long did reft. 

All you that be executors made, 

And overſeers eke, 

Ot children that be 
N22 mild and meck, 
ou exam this thi 
Nad e dd 8. 5 8 
Leſt God, with ſuch like miſery, 
Your wicked minds requite. 


| Earl Percy tcok his way. 
The child may rue that is unborn 
The hunting of that day. 
The ſtout cari of Northumberland 
A vow to God did make, 
His pleaſure in the Scottiſh woods 
Three ſummer days to take; 
The chiefeſt harts in Chevy-Chace 
1 
tidiags to carl Douglas came, 
bs rn where be be x 
Who ſent earl Percy preſent word 
| the wands proves Didi. 
The Engliſh carl, not feering this, 
Did to the woods reſour, 
With fifreen hundred bowmen bold, 
All choſen men of might, 


Ke. 


Book IV. 


Who knew full well, in time of need, 
25 aim their ſhafts aright. 
gallant hounds ſwiftl 
To — te is deer : avs 
On Monday they began to hunt, 
When day-light did ! 3 
And, long before high noon, 
An hundred 2. ſlain * 
Then, having din'd, the drovers went 
To rouſe up again. 
The bowmen muſter'd on the hills, 
Well able to endure ; 
Their backſides all, with ſpecial care, 
That day were gun ded ture. 


The hounds ran ſ«.*y trough the woods, 


The nimble deer to take; 

And with their cries the hills and dales 
An echo fhriil did make. 

Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the ſaughter'd deer. 

Quoth he, eari Dovglas promifed 
This day to meet me hete. 

If that I thought he would not come, 
No longer would I ſtay. 

Wirh that a brave young gentleman 
Thus to the earl did fy : 

Lo! yonder doth earl Douglas come, 
His men in armour brigh ; 

Full twenty hundred Scottich tpears 
All marching in our fight; 

All men of pleaſant Tividale, 
Faſt by the river Tweed. 

Then ceaſe your fport, earl Percy faid, 
And take your bows with ſpeed : 
And now with me. my countrymen, 
You courage forth advance; 
For never was there champion yet, 

In Scorlanct or in France, 
That ever did on horſeback come 
But, if my hap it were, 
I durſt encounter, man for man, 
With him to break a ſpear. 


ö 


| 
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on a milk-white ſteed, 
Moft h Fo MARE 

Rode foremoſt — 
Whoſe armour ſhone hke gold : 

Show me, faid he, whoſe men you be, 
Thar hunt fo beldly here; 

That, without my conſent, do chace 
And kill my fallow-dcer ! 


| The man that firſt did anſwer make, 


Was noble Percy, he; 
Who faid, We lift not to declare 
Nor ſhow whoſe men we be: 


| Yer will we fpend our deareſt blood 


Thy chiefeft harts to flay. 

Then Douglas ſwore a folemn oath, 
And thus in rage did fay : 

Ere thus Iwill outbraved 
One of us two ſhall die : 

I know thee well, an earl thou art; 
Lord Percy, foam I. 

Bur rra% me, Percy, piry it were, 
And great offence, to kill 

Any cf rhefe our harmleſs men, 
For they have done no ill : 

Let thou and I the battle try, 
And ſet our men aſide. 

Accurs'd be he, lord Percy faid, 
By whom this is deny'd. 

Then ſtepp'd a gallant *fquire forth, 
Wuhcrington was his name, 

Who fud, I would not have it told 
To Henry, our king, for ſhame, 

That e'er my captain fougkt on foot, 
And l ſtood look ing on 


Lou de two earls, faid Wuherington, 


And I a 'ſquire alone: 
I'll do the beſt that do I may, 
While I have ftrength to ſtand ; 


| While I have power to wield my fword, 


Pl fight with heart and hand. 
Our Engliſh archers beat their bows, 
Their hearts were good and true; 
X 3 
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Sir Robert Ratcliffe, and Sir 
Sir James that bold baron : 
And, with Sir George, and good Sir James, 


| 


It may be 
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proper to inform the reader, before 
he comes to Part IT. wer. 110, 111, that the 
ROUND TABLE was not peculiar ts the reign 


of Arthur, but vas common in all the 


464 


« the honorr of knighthood to be conferred on 
4 his three ſons by K. Ed. I. he, at his own 
* cofts. cauſed a tournament to be held at 
« Kenkuorth ; where he ſumptuouſly enter- 
% tained an hundred knights, and as many la» 
« ies, for three days; the like whereof was 
« never before in England; and there began 
* the ROUND TABLE: % called by reaſon 
« that the place wherein they prattiſed thoſe 
« feats was environed with a firong wall 
« made in a round form) : And upon the fourth 
* day, the golden lion, in n of triumph, be- 
« ing yielded to him ; he carried it (with all the 
* company} to Warwick.” —[: may further be 
added, that Matthew Paris frequently calls 
ius and tournaments Haſtiludia Menſæ Ro- 


As to what will be tn this ballad of the 
art of healing being praftiſed by a young prin- 
eſs , it is no more than what is uſual in all 
the old romances, and was conformable to real 
manners : it being a practice derived from the 
earlieft times all the Gothic and Celtic 
nations, for women even of the higheft rank to 
exerciſe the art of ſurgery. In the Northern 
Chronicles we always find the damſels 
Fant the wounds of their lovers, and the 
ies tht 


ſe of their huſbands. And even fo late | 


as the time of & Elizabeth, it is mentioned 

the ac compli s of the ladies of her 
court, that the * eldeft of them are ski ru. 
IN SURGERY.” See Harriſon's Deſcription of 


— nn prefixed to Hollingfhed's Chronicle, 
c. 


The Firft Part. 
JN Ireland, ferr over the ſea, 
The: e dwelleth a bonnye kinge ; 
And with him a yorg and comlye knighte, 
1 al dim Syr Cauliae. 
inge a ladye to his daughter, 
In faſbyou ſhe hath no peere; ** 
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| 


—_—— * 


And princely wightes that lady wooed 
To be wedded feere. 

Syr Cauline h her beſt of all, 
But — — he ſaye ; 

Ne deſcree ve hi — to no man, 
Bur deerly he lovde this may. 
Till on a daye it fo beffell, 
Great dill to him was dight; 

The maydens love removde his mynd, 
To care-b.d went the kai 

One while he ſpred his arms him fro, 
One while he ſpred them nye; 

And aye ! but I winne that ladyes love, 
For Yole now I mun dye. 2 

And whan our pariſh-maſſe was done, 
Our ny bowne to dyne: «+ 

He ſayes, Where is Syr Cauline, 
That is wont to ferve the wyne ? 

Then aunſwerde him a courteous knighte, 
And faſt his handes gan wringe : 

Syr Cavline is lick, and like to dye 
Without a good leechinge. 

deere, 


Fetche me downe my da 
She is a leeche fulle fine: 

Goe take him doughe, and the baken bread, 

And ſerve him with the wyne ſoe red; 
Lothe I were him to tine. 

Fair Chriſtabelle to his chamber goes, 
Her maydens follow yang nve : 

O well, ſhe fayth, how doth my lord? 
O ficke, thou favre ladve. 

Nowe ryſe up wiglitlye man, for ſhame, 
Never lve foe cou ardlce, 

For it is told in my father's halle, 
You dye for love of mee. 

Favre Jadye, ir is for vour love 
Thar all this dili I drye : 

For if you would comfort me with a kiſſe, 

Then were k brought from bale to bliſle, 
No longer would I lye. 

Sir knighte, my father is a kinge, 
Im his oulye heire ; 
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Alas ! and well you knowe, ſyr knighte, 


I never can be youre fere. 

O ladye, thou art a kinges daughter, 
And I am not thy pecre, 

But let me doe forme deedes of armes 
To be youre bacheleere. 

Some deeds of armes if thou wilt doe, 
My bacheleere to be 

(But ever and aye my heart would rue, 
Giff harm ſhold happe to thee) 

Upon Eldridge hill there groweth a thorne, 
Upon the mores brodinge 

And dare ye, ſyr knighte, wake there all nighte, 
Untill the fayre morninge ? 

For the Eldridge knighte, fo mickle of mighte, 
Will examine you heforne : 

And never man bare lite awave, 
But he did him ſcath and ſcorne. 

That knight he is a foul paynim, 
And large of limb and bone ; 

And but if heaven may be thy ſpeede, 
Thy life it is out gone. 

Nowe on the Eldridge hilles Ile walke, 
For thy ſake, fair ladee ; 

And Ile either bring you a ready token, 
Or Ile never more you fee. 

The lady is gone to her own 
Her maydens following bright: 

Syr Cauline lope from care-bed ſoone, 

And to the Eldridge hills is gone, 
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REP kyrtéll: 

he called on Syr Cauline, 

O man, I rede thee —4 

For but if cryance cowe till thy heart, 

=. _—_ thou mun dye. 

th, cryance comes till thy heart, 

No,, in favth. I will not flee; N 

For, cauſe thou minged not Chriſt before, 
The leſs me dreadeth thee. 

The Eldridge knighte, he pricked his ſteed ; 
Syr Cauline bold abode : 

Then either ſhooke his ſpeare, 

And the timber theſe two children * bar 
— in ſunder ſlode. 

Then out theyr two ſwordes 
And — on full faſte, * 

Till helme and hawberke, mail and ſheelde, 
WA. * well aye braſte. _ 

The Eldridge knight was mickle of might, 
And ade in = did ſtande, 

Bur Svr Cauline with a backward ſtroke, 
He ſmote off his right hand, 

That ſoone he with paine and lacke of bloud 
Fell dywane on that lay-land. 

Then up Syr Cauline lift his brande 
All over his head fo hye : 

And here I fweare by the holy roode, 
Now, caytiſſe, thou ſhalt dye. 

Then up and came that ladye brighte, 
Faft wringing of her hande : 

For the mavdens love, that moſt you love, 
Withhold that deadlye brande ; 
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That thou wilt believe on Chrift his laye, 
And thereto plight thy hand : 

And that thou never on Eldridze come 
Lo fporte, gamon, or playe ; 

And that thou here give up thy armes 
Until thy dying day. 

The Eldridge knighte gave up * armes 
Wirth many a lorrowtulle 

And fware to obey Syr Caulines beſt 
Till the tyme that he ſhould dve. 


And he then up and the Eldridge kuighte 
2 him in his ſaddle anone, 
d the knight and his lad 
To the 2 * 
Then be moke up the bloudy hard, 
That was fo of bone, 
And on it he five rings of cold 


Of knightes that had been flone. 
Then he rooke up the Eldndye tworde, 
As hard as any flint: 
And he took off thoſe ringes five 
As bright as tvre and brent. 
Home then pricked Syr Cauline, 
As light as leaf on tree : 
F-wvs he neither * ne blanne, 
Till he his lad 
2 
Before that ladye gay : 
O ladye, I have been on the Eidridge hills! 
Theſe tokens I bring awav. 
Now welcome, welcome, Syr Cauliae, 
1 — premar unto mer; 
or now I perceive thou art a true knighte, 
A = valour bold aud frec. £ 
ye, I am thy own true ite, 
Thy heſts for to obaye : _ 
And mought I hope to winne tuy love!. 
Ne more his tonge colde av. 
The ladve biuſked fcarletre redde, 
And ferte a geutill ſighs : 
Alas fyr knighte, a, may this bee, 


_ For my degree 's foe highe? 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 


| ne promife, if thas I may not wedde, 


| 
| 
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"To be my darckilee,” 


J will have none other fere. 
TRE ER Ianns bans 
1 1 


ave to it one gentill kiſſe, 
EE from bale to bliſſe, 


The teares ſterte his ee. 
But keep my counſayl, $yr Cauline, 
Ne let no man it ez 
For and ever r 
ö 2 
4 N - Fr 
Lovde Syr Cauline the knighte : 
From that daye forthe he only joyde 
Whan fhce was in his fight. 


Part the S:cond. 
EVERYE white will have its blacke, 
And every ſweete its fowre ; 
This founde the ladye Chriſtabelle 


In an untimely howre. 


For to it befelle, as Syr Cauline 
Was with that ladye faire, 

The ki her father walked furthe 
To rake the aire : 

And into the arboure as he went 

Too reſt his wearye feet, 

He found his daughter and Syr Cauline 


| There ſette in daliaunce fweer, 


Th / kinge he ſterted forthe, i-wys, 
And an angrye man was 1 
Nowe, traytaure, thou ſhalt hange or drawe, 
And rewe thall thy ladye. 
Then forthe $yr Cauline he was ledde, 
And throw ne in dungeon deepe : 
err 
There left to 
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Before that faire ladye. 
And many a ladye there was ſette 


Whoever will fight yon grimme foldan, 
Right faire his meede ſhall be; 
X 6 
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All pale and wan was that ladye fayre, 
And thrice the wept for woe. 
The ſoldan firucke a third fell ſtroke, 
Which brought the knighte on his knee: 
Sad forrow pierced that ladyes heart, 
And ſhe ſhriekt loud ſhrickings three. 
The knight he leapt upon his feete, 
jar dong or bay — 
Quoth he, But heaven be now ſpeede 
Or elſe I ſhall be ſlaine. 8 
He graſped his ſworde with mayne and mighte, 
And tpying a ſecret part, 
He drave it into the ſoldanꝰs ſyde, 
And pierced him to the heart. 
Then all the people gave a ſhoute, 
When they faw the ſoldan falle; 
The ladye wept, and thanked Chriſt 
That had reſkewed her from thrall. 
And nowe the kinge with all his baruns 
Roſe uppe from off his ſeate, 
And downe he ſtepped into the liſtes, 
That curteous knighte to greete. 
But he for payne and lacke of bloude 
| And c 22 gore, 
there all weltering in his 
Lay lifeleſſe on the 
Come downe, come downe, my daughter deare, 
Thou art a leeche of Rille 
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Book IV. 


Ere Chriſtabelle, that ladye milde, 
— — 
But when 
Indeed was dead and gone. « 
She layde her pale cold checke to his, 
And thus ſhe made her moan : 
O ſtaye, my deare and onlye lord, 
For mce thy faithfulle feere; 
»Tis meet that I ſhould follow e thee, 
Who haft bought my love foe deare. 
Then fayntinge in a deadi 1 
And with a deep- fette 
That burſt her gentle heart in t 
Fayre Chryſtabelle did dye. 


$ 11x. Air in Cymon. GaRRICK. 
2 laſt week, „ 
up in a ſine golden cage; 
Taler hes poor thing was within it ! 
Oh how tid is Names and cagp ! 
Then he mop'd and he pin'd 
Thar his wings were confin'd, 
Till I open's the of his den : 
Then fo merry was he; 
And, becauſe he was fron, 
He came to his cage back again. 


© x12. Robin Hood and Guy of Giſborne. 
& In this time ¶ about the year 1190, in the r 
of Ele 1) ns 2 robbers A 
lawes, among the which Rolin Hood and Little 
H_ e threves, —_— wouds , 
deſporling and robbing the goods the rich. 
killed none but fuck as would invade 
them; or bv refiflance for their oun defence. 
« The ſaid Robert entertained an hundred tall 
men and good archers with ſuck ſpoiles and 
thefts as he got, upon whom four hundred 
(were 2 ever ſn ftrong} dur Fay gie the 
onſet. He ſuffered no woman to be 
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wielated, or otherwiſe mol-fled : pour mens 
goods he ſpared, abundantly relieving them 


| with that which by theft he got from abbeys 


and the houſes of rich earles : whom Major 
{the hiftorian } blameth for his rapine and theft ; 


xt of all thieves he affirmeth him to be the 


prince and the moſt gentle theefe.” Stowe An- 

nals, p. 159. 

WAN ſhaws been ſheene, and ſhraddes 

full fayre, 

And leaves both large and longe, 

Ius merrye walkyng in the fayre forreſt 
To hear the ſmall birdes fonge. 

The woudweele ſang, and wold not ceaſe, 
Sitting upon the ſpra 

So — 4 — Rooio Hood, 

wood where he lav. 

Now by my fave, ſaid jollye Robin, 
A tweaven I had this night ; 

I dreamt me of tow wighty yemen, 
That faſt with me can fight. 

| Methought they did me beat and binde, 
And took my bowe me froe; 

Tf I be Robin — in this lande, 

lle be wroken on them towe. 

Sweavens are ſwift, ſayd Lyttle John, 
As the wind blowes over the hill ; 

For iff it be never ſo loude this night, 
To-morrow it may be ftill. 

| Buſke yce, bowne yee, my merry men all, 
And John ſhall zoe with mee, 

For lle go ſeeke yon wighty yeomen, 
In greenwood where they bee. 

| Then they caſt on theyr gownes of grene, 

And took their bowes each one; 
a they ny ww green forrèſt 

are gone; 

| unn they came to the merry greenwood, 
Where they had gladdeſt to bee, 

There they were 2 


That leaned agaiuſt tree. 
N A fend 


— —ͤ —— —— — — — 28 —— — 4 


alt after him is gone. 
wilt thoote, quoth John, 


To ſhall — 2 

Then John bent up his long bende - bow, 
And fettled him to ſhoote: 

The bow was made of tender bouglie, 
And fell down at his foote. 

Woe worth, woe worth thee, wicked wood, 
Thar ever thou grew oa a tres; 

For ne this day thou ait my bale, 
My date whci: thou !ho'd bet. 


War, paſſer, paths. 
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| 


| 


I am wilfulle of my waye, quo” the yeman, 


Book IV. Boo 
His ſhoote it was but loofely ſhott, 
Vet flew not the arrowe in vaine. * 
For it met one of the ſheriffes men, 
And William a Trent was flaine. And 
It had been better of William a Trent 2 
unmet 2 4 — OY Le. 
to be in 
To mes with Links He creme. _ 
But as it is ſaid, when men be mett, | 
Fyve can do more than three, "nn 
The ſheriffe hath taken Littie John, 
Thos fork . * 
de drawn 
And hanged bye on » hl ba - + 
Bur thou may it fa th 
5 3 Bur | 
Let us leave talking of Little John, a 
And thinke of Robin Hood, 8 
How he is gone to the wight 
Where under the leaves he ſtood. 3 
Now 
Nay! 
Ti 
I dw! 
Ar 
And 


And of my morning tyde. 
Ile lead rhee the wood, ſayd Robin: 
Good fellow, He be thy guide. 
I ſeeke an outlàwe, the ſtraunger ſayd, 4 
Men call him Robin Hood ; my 
Rather Ile meet with that proud outlawe * 
Than fortve pound foe good. 1 W 
Now come with me, thou wighty yeman, 
And Robin thou foore ſhalt fee : He tt 
Bur firſt let us ſome paſtime find =. 
Under the grec nu ood tree. W 
Firſt let us ſome maſterye make 
Among the woods fo even, ig 
We may chance to meet with Robin Hood y I 
Here at ſowe unter ſteven. Th 
Robi 
An 


. They 


y hand, 


£ 
3 } 1 : : 
b 205d] 1 

: af ah 
111815 1 18 11112711 

11 A 5 5 1 
15 e 

124194 wt; ERISA 


{ 
| 


SONGS, "" * 


15 


1 


1175 


E 
| 
4 


11 


472 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boox IV. 


Come hyther, come hyther, thou Sir 
1 a thou wilt of mee. JR 
will none of thy fayd Robin, 
Nor I will none of thy fee. 
But now I have ſlaine the maſter, he ſayes, 
Lette me ſtrike the knave; 
For this is all the meede I aſke; 
None other reward Ile have. 
Thou art a madman, faid the ſheriffe, 
Thou ſholdft have had a knightes fee : 
But ſeeing thy aſking hath been foe bad, 
Well granted u ſhall bee. 
When Little John heard his maſter 
* he it was his ſteven : 
looſet, Little 
With Chrift his a -——— ons 
Faſt Robin he hyed him to Little John, 
He — 71 blive; 


and arrowes each one : 
the ſheriffe ſaw Little John bend his bow, 
He fettled him · to be gone. 


Liz. Am Bell, Clym of the Clough, and Wit- 

| liam of Cleudefly 
— vere three noted outlas, whoſe ill tin 
archery rendered them formerly as famous in 
| the North of England as Robin Hood and his 
| fellixus were in the midland counties. Their 
place of refidence was in the foreft of Rygle- 
z, not far from Carlifle (called currupily in 
| the ballad Englifizoood, whereas Engle, or In- 
| glewood, fignifies word for firing. At what 
time they lrved does not appear. The author af 
the common ballad on * The pedigree, educa- 
tion, and marriage of Robin mate; 
them contemporary with Robin Hood's father, 
in order to give lim the honour of beating them: 


| | Thy father of Robin a foreſter was, 


| And he ſhot in a luſty bow 

Two north country miles and an inch at a ſhot, 
As the Pindar of Wakefield does know : 

For he brought Adam Bell, and Clim of tlic 
And William of Clowdeſflee, [ Clough, 
To ſhoot with our foreſter for forty mark; 

And our foreſter beat them all three. 
Colle. of Old Ballads, 1727. 1 vol. p. 67. 


| This ſeems to prove that they were commonly 
pf trad conduc 
[+ > 


| I have only to add further concerning the prin- 
cipal hero of this ballad, that the BEL Ls were 
noted rogues in the North fo late as the time 
of 2. Elizabeth. See, in s Faedera, a 
letter from Lord William Howard to ſome of the 
officers of late, wherein he mentions them. 


Part the Firft. 
Mini gene foreſt 
the leves grene, 
Wheras men hunt eaſt and weft, 
| Wyth bowes and arrowes kene; 


: 


7 
1 


* 
Sq 


— 


2 rf 


The other Clym of the Clough “, 
The thyrd was William of Cloudeſly, 
An archer good vnough. 
They were outlawed for veny ſon, 
Theſe yemen everychone 3 
They ſwore the brethren upon a day, 
To Englvite woo for ro gone. 
Now lich and | yen, gent, lien, 
Thar + much loveth to hear: 
Two of um were fiogele men, 
Th- ird hd a weades fere. 
Wy! am was the wedded man, 
Viiihe more an was hys care: 
H- de to hy: wethren upon a day, 
Po Carici! he wold fare; 
For to ſpeh with favre Alvce his wife, 
Aud Th bys children thre. 
Dy my trouthe, ſayde A lam Bel, 
Ivor by the counſel of me: 
Per if ve go to Caricil, brother, 
And tram thys wv'de v v.ie wende, 
If the juſtice mav vu rake, 
Your lyfe were at an ende. 
If that I come tat to-morrow, brother, 
By oryme t/ you agayne. 
Trufte rot els but that I am take, 
Or elſe tt.ar I am flavne. 
He toke his leve of his brethren two, 
And to Carleil he is gone : 


They're he knocked at his own windowe 


Shortlye and anone : 


Wher be you, fayr Alyce my wyfe, 
And my children thre ? 


Lyghtly let in the own huſbande, 
Wyllyam of Cloudeſtè. | 
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Alas then ſayd favre Alyce, 
vnd ſyghed wonderous fore, 
Thus place hath been beſette for you 
Th ys halfe yere and more. 
Now am I here, fad Cloudeſle, 
] woide that in I were : 
Now fetche us meate and d:inke ynoughe, 
And ict vs make good chere. | 
She fetched hym mcate and drinke plentyè, 
L;ke a true wedded wyfe ; * 
And pieaſed him with that ſhe had, 
Whome the loved as her life. 
There lay an old wyfe in that place, 
A little beſide the fyre, 
Which Wyllyam had found of charytyè 
More than ſeven ycre. | 
Up the roſe, and forth ſhe goes, 
E.el mote ſhe ſpeile therefoore ; 
For the had not ſet no fote on ground 
In ſever. yere before. 
She wear unto the juſtice-hall, 
As taſt as ſhe could hye: 
Thys nieht is come unto thys town 
Vvllyam of Cloudeflys. 
Therrof the juſtice was full 
Ard fo was the ſhirife allo : 
Thau halt not tiauaili hither, dame, for nowght, 
hy wed- thou fl. ait have or thou go. 
Tucy gare to lier a right good goune 
Of icaclate and of aine 7 
She take the gyfte, and home ſhe went, 
And couched her doune agayne. 
They ri ſed the towne of merry Carleile 
In all the haſte they can; 
And came thronging to Wyllyames houſe, 
As faſi as thev might gone. 
There they beſet that good yeman 
About on every fide : 
Wyllyam heard great noiſc of folkes, 
Tha: rheyther-ward they hyed. 


* Clym of the Clough, means Clem. (Clement) of the valley; for fo Clough fignifies in the north. 


Alyce 


A lyule 
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He opened the gate full ſhortlye; 
An euyl n ſor him. 

Now are we in de Adam Bell, 
N 

But Chriſt he knowes, that harrowed hell, 
How we ſhall com out agayne. 


Had we the faid Clim of the Clough, 
1 | pony tr 


Then might we come out wel ynough 
They c to counſe 
And wrange — — 
And caſt him in a depe dongeon, 
And toke hys keys hym fro. 
yr „ fayd Adam Bell, 
r, the — are here, 
ln Boos —1 ro mery Carleile 
The have bad thys hundred yere. 
And now wyll we our bowes bend, 
Into the towne wyll we go, 
For to delyuer our dere brother, 
Thar lyeth in care and wo. 
Then they hent theyr good ewe bowes, 
And theyr ſtringes were round, 
The markett place in merry Carlcile 
They beſet that ſtound. 
Ank, 2 they libel her defies, 
A pair of new thei ſee, 
And the juſtice, with a queſt of ſquyers, 
Had j fere to dee. 
And Cloudefl? by mſelfe lay in a 
\ Flt bound both fore and hand; 
a ftronge rop about necke, 
All rexiye for ww hangs. 
The juſtice called to him a ladde, 
Cloudeſizs clothes mould he have, 
To take the meaſure of that yeman, 
Therafter to make hys grave. 
I have ſene as great mervaile, faid Cloudeſle, 
As betweyne thys. and pryme, 
He that maketh thys. grave for me 
Hymſelfe may lye therin. 


| 


| 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


Book IV. 


Thou ſpeakeſt proudli, faid the juſtice, 
I ſhall the hang with my hande. 

Full well herd this his brethren two, 
There ſtvll as did ſtande. 

| Then Cloudeſlie caſt hys even aſyde, 
And ſaw bis brethren twaine 

At a corvfer of the market- place, 
Redy the juſtice for to ſlaine. 

1 fe comfort, ſayd Clouelle, 
Yet hope I well to fare ; 

If I might have bandes at wyll, 
Ryght lyttle woſde I care. 

Then beſpake good Adam Bell 
To Clim of the Clough fo free, 

Brother, ſe ye marke the juſtice wel; 
Lo! yonder ye may him fee : 

And at the ſherife ſhote I wyll 
Strong n arrowe kene; 

A better in mery Carleile 
Thrs feven vere was not ſene. 

They looſed their arrowes both at once, 
Of no man had the dread ; 

The one hyt the juſtice, the other the ſheryfe, 
That both theyr ſides gan blede. 

All men voyded, that them ſtode nye, 
When the juſtice fell to the grounde, 

And the flierife fell hym by ; 
Evther had his deathes wounde. 

All the citezens faſt gan flye, 

They durſt ne longer abide : 

There ivehely they looſed Cloudeſle, 

Where he with ropes lay tu de. 

Wyllyam ſterte to an officer of the rowne, 
Hys axe fro hys hand he wronge, 


On eche fyde he ſmote them downe, 


2 thought he taryed to long. 
faide to his brethren two, 
ys daye let us lyve and de, 
17 ever You have nede, as I have — 
The fame ſhall you find b 
K fs fo well in that ty _— 


yr iringes were of lk ful ſure, 


V. 


That kept the ſtretes on fide ; 
Tun Aras. her —— 
The fought as brethren tru, 
Lyke hardy men and bolde ; 
Many a man to the ground they thrue, 
And many a herte made colde. 
But when their arrowes were all gon, 
Men preced them full faft, 
They drew their fwordes then anone, 
And theyr bowes from them caft. 
They wenten lyghtlye on theyr way, 
ith ſwordes and bucklers round ; 
By that it was myd of the day, 
They made mani a wound. 
There was many an out-horne in Carleile blowen, 
And the belles backward did ryng, 
Many a woman ſayde, ng th 
And man r handes di 
The mayre 1 — com, 
Wyth hym a ful great route: 
Theſe yemen dred him full fore, 
Of their ly ves they ſtode in doute. 
The mayre came armed a full pace, 
With a poll-axe in h 5 
Many a ſtrong man with him was, 
There in that ſtowre to ſtande. 
The mayre ſmat at Cloudeſſè with his bil, 
22 — 
many a yeman with great evyll, 
Alas ! they cryed for wo. 
Kepe we the gates faſt, they bad, 
theſe traytours thereout not 
Burt al for nought was that the w 
For fo faſte they downe were layde, 
Tyll they all thre, that fo manfulli fought, 
Were gotten without, abraide. 
Have here keys, fayd Adam 
Myne I here forſake, 
And yf you nts bon bo ag 
A new porter do ye make, 
He threw theyr keys at theyr heads, 
And bad them well to thryve, 


Book IV. SONGS, BALLADS, &e. 
And all that letteth any 


; 


good yeman 

| To com and comfort his wyfe. 

Thus be theſe good yemen gone to the wod, 
And lyghtly, as lefe on lynde ; 


| The lough and be mery in re mode, 
| 
| 


— — 
when came to the Y 
Under the truſty | 

There hey found bowes full good, 


And Clym of the Clough fo fre, 
I would we were in merry Carlcile, 
Before that fayre me 
ſer them downe, and made good chere, 
— eate un dranke full well. 
A ſecond ſyt of the wightye yeomen, 
Another I wyll you 
Part the Third. 
AS they fat in Englyſhe wood, 
Under the green-wode tre, 
They thought they heard a woman wepe, 
But her they mought not fe. 
Sore thea ſyghed the fayre Alyce 
Thar ever I ſawe this day 
For now is my dere huſbande flayne : 
Alas! weary ow ues - 
Might I have ſpoke with his dere brethren, 
with eyther of. them twayne, 
To ſhew to them what him b 
| My heart were our of pa 
Cloudeſle walk'd a little be 
Lookt under the green - wood linde, 
He was ware of his wife and children thre, 
wt wo in harte and mynde. 
elcome, wyfe, then fayd Wyllyam, 
g Under This ud tre: a ? 
wende yeſterday, by ſwete faynt John, 
Thou ſhulde me — have ſee. 
% Now well is me that ye be here, 


My harte is out of wo.” 


an 


Yo 


EA 


Boox IV. 
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THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


Then, good lorde, graunt it me. 
Now aſk it, madam, fayd the kynge, 


[ graunt your „ then ſayd our king, 
Wade Cd ro meat go ye. 

They had not fetren bur a whyle 
Certayne without leſy nge, 

There came meſſengers out of the north 
With letters to our kyng. 

And whan they came before the kynge, 
They knelt downe on theyr kne; 

Sayd, 1 


.ord, your officers grete you well, 
cuntrè. 


Of Carleile in the north 


Ho fareth my juſtice? the kyng, 

| Ter te a 

| Syr, they be flayne without 

Who hath chem flayme, ya the k 
ayne, 

6 — — — * 

Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clough, 


And Wyllyam of Cloudefle.” 
Alas for rew 


ve gr 
And that forthynketh me: 
But had I known all thys before 


Fyrſt the juſtice, and the 


— the mayre of Carleile tor-ne ; 
the and catchipa.'es 
| Alyve were ſcant left our. 
The baylyes and the bedyls both, 
And the ſergeaunt of the law, 
And forty fulters of the fe, 
Theſe outlawes had yſlaw: 
| And broke his parkes, and ſlayne his dere; 
Of all they choſe the beſt; 
So perelous outlawes as they were, 
Walked not by eaſte nor wet. 
When the kyng this letter had red, 
I harte he ſyghed fore : 
Take up the tables anone he bad, 
For I may eat no more. 
The kyng called hys beſt archars 
To the buttes him to go: 
I wyl fee theſe felowes ſhore, he fayd, 
In the north have wrought this wo. 
The kynges bowmen butket them blyve, 
And the quenes archers alto; 


479 


430 THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


80 dyd theſe thre 

| ith them 

There twiſe or thryſe 
For to aſſay their ; 

There was no ſhote thoſe yemen ſhot 
That any prycke* myght ſtand. 

Then ſpake W yllyam of Cloudeſfle; 
. 42 „ 

1 hym never no good archar, 
That ſhoteth at buttes ſo wyde. 


1 ll 
At 


EEG 
a bur, fyr, he 
As men uſe in my cuntre. 
183 265 6 Gods, 
ich his two bretherene : 

There they ſer up two haſell roddes 

Full twenty ſcore betwene. 
I hold him an archer, fayd Cloudeſiè, 
That yonder wand cleveth in two. 


fayd Wyllyam, 


Boox IV. Boc 

And thou touche his head or gowne, 
In fvght that men may ſe, un 
By all the fayntes that be in You 
Thar I have promiſed, ſaid Wyllyam, And 
That wyll I never forſake. Sh 
And there even before the kynge And 
In the earth he drove a ſtake : M 
And bound thereto his eldeſt ſonne, She 
And bad him ſtand ſtyll thereat; T. 
And turned the childes face him fro, The 
Becauſe he ſhould not ſterte. T, 
An apple upon his head he fer, Of > 
— — T, 

R paces they were out mete, 
1 I 
There he drew out a fayre brode arrowe, And 
That Ge 
And 
+ "Wh 
$ 
It is 
has 
2 
; { 
De 
af 


I give thee eightene a day, 

232 — dow. 
And over all the north countre 

I make the chyfe rydere. 
And I thyrtene pence a day, faid the quene, 


By God, and by my fay; . 
Come feche thy payment when thou wylt, 
No man lay the nay. 


* Mark. 


Wyllyam, I make the a gentleman 
Of clotiyng, and of fe; 


IVE Box IV. 


And thy two breathren, yemem of my chambre, 
e 


And, Wyllyam, bring to me your wife, 
Me longeth her fore to ſe; 


— 


r 
the ſynnes that we have done, 
aoyid ar his hand. 


114. Song. Willow, Willow, Willow. 
It is from the 4 — flanzas that Shakeſprore 
the Willow, in his Oth Loy 


% My mother had a maid call'd Barbarie : 

She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd forſook her, 

Aud ſhe prov'd mad. She had a fong of Writ iow, 

« An old thing Nu, but it expteſs d her fortune, 

« And the dyed finging it. N 

A Pere foul far ing under a ficamore tree; 
O willow, willow, willow ! 


Wich his handon his boſom, his head on his knee: 
O willow, willow, willow ! 
O. willow, * willow! 


ing, O the green willow ſhall be my garland! 
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43; 


He ſigh'd in his finging, and after each grone, 
O willow, &c. 


I am dead to all pleaſure, my true-love is gone 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


My love ſhe is turned; untrue ſhe doth prove: 
O willow, &c. 


She renders me nothing but hate for my love. 
O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 
O pity me (cried he) ye lovers, each one; 
* O willow, &c. 
Her heart's hard as marble; ſhe rues not my 
O willow, &c. Cone. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


The cold ſtreams ran by him, his eyes wept apaceʒ 
O willow, &c. 


The falt'tcars fell from him, which drowned his 
O willow, &c. [face z 
Sing. O the greene willow, &c. 
The mute birds fat by him, made tame by his 
O willow, '&c. ſmones: 
The ſalt tears fall from his eyes, which H nẽ, 
O willow, &c. ['he ſtones. 


— 


— 


—A>———— 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


Let nobody blame me, her ſcornes I do prove; 
O willow, &c. 


She was hes to be faire; I to dic for her love. 
O willow, Ke. 


Sing, O 1 I greene willow, &c. 


— 


0 — bezutyv ſhould harbour a heart that's fo 
O willow, &. [hard 1 


My true love rejecting without all regard. 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


Let love no more boaſt him in palace or bower 3 
O willow, &c. 


| For women are trothles, and flote in an houre. 


O willow, &c. 


| 9 


But 


willow, &c. 


re where I 


THE PHETICAL EPITOME, 
what helps complaining? In vain I com- 


& pac fer her ſome and ili. 


Boox IV. 
Of all that doe know her, to blaze her untrue. 


&c. {name; 
i the greene willow, &c. 
me of her ſounded fo ſweet in mine care, 


lightly, the name of my deare, 


ing, O the greene willow, &c. 
x 2— 2 2269 
uh, then 

2 3 
greene willow, &. 
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$ 116. The Frolichfime Duke, or the 
11 —＋ he, or —_— 


gefted the hint to the 
rather 


drunke, ſnorting am a bulke ; he canſed lis fol- 
igceers ta bring him to tis palace, und tr 
12 Hb 


2222 him of his old clothes, 
m Argo to Twhen he 
he an they were all ready to attend upon tis 
c.xcellency, aud perſuade him that he was ſome 
great Duke, poor fellow, admiring hozv 
he came os I day lang 
after ſupper he ſaw them dance, heard muſiche, 
and all the reft of thoſe court-like pleaſures : 
but late at 2 when he was well-tipled, and 
7 — epe, they put on his old robes, 
fo conveyed him to the place where they 
2s and Now the fellow had not made 
them ſo good ſport the day before, as he did 
— wen he returned to himſelf : all the jeff 
for, af ſom how he looked upon it. In conclu- 


little admiration, the e 
br friends he had ſeen a wiſion ; 
— — it ; would not aller 
be , and ſo the jeft ended.” Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy. "Pr. 2. /c4 2. Memb. 
4. 2% ed. 1624. fol. 
Now as fame does report, a young duke 
a court, 


One that his fancy with frolick ſome ſport : 

But all the reft, here is one, I proteſt, 

Which will make you to ſmile when you bear 
the true jeſt : 

A poor tinker he found lying drunk on the 


As ſecure in a ſleep as if laid in a ſwound. 

The duke faid to bis men, William, Richard, 
and Ben, {him then. 

Take him home to my palace, we'll ſport with 


Oer a horſe he was laid, and with care ſoon 
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— = f 


i 


a bed of ſoſt down, like a lord of renown, 
A 
I the morning when day, then 2 
n 
r v. 
_ PIER Te 
wait; 
Till at laſt knights and 'ſquires they on him did 
af 
1 
The poor tinker amaz d, on the gaz'd, 
And admired how he to this honour was rais'd. 


Tho” he feem'd fomerhing mute, yet he choſe 2 


rich ſuit, 4 
Which he & put on without 
Wat » far on his fide, which the rnker of 


hot b Bad for to ſwell him * 


eg Where is Joan my ſweet 
? 
Sure ſhe never did fee me fo fine in her life. 


Re em. cored. commend... 
grace, 
RR 


To a garden of ſtate on the tinker they wait, 
— on few 
is great : 
When wh hour or two, 
With — and = — 
W. 

A fine * dreſt, both for him and his 
22 


He was 

In a rich chair or bed lin d with fine crunſon 
red, 

With a rich over his hcad : 

As he fat at his meat, the muſick play'd tweet, 


With the choiceli of fingiog his joys to com- 
White ne bd ne, he hank places of wins 


| Rich canary, and ſherry, aud tent „ 


Book IV. 


Till at Int Be began for to tumble and roul 


From his chair to the floor, where he fleeping 
did ſnore, . 


Being ſeven times drunker than ever before. 


A they ſhould ſtrip him 


And veflere him his old leather garments again : 

'T was a point next the worſt, yet perform it 
they muſt, [him at firſt; 

And they carried him trait where they found 

Then he flept all the night, as indeed well 4 
might; 3 

But when he did waken, his joys 

For his glory to him ſo pleaſant did | ſeem, 

That he thought it to be but a mere golden 
dream : 

Till at length he was brought to the duke, 
where he fought 

od —— oa he had fer him at 

1 

But his hi — he faid, Thou'rt a joll 

Such a frolick before I think never was «Ap 

„ wc a new fuit and 


cloke, 
ve for the fake of this frolic 


_ ve huadred pound, with ten acres of 
[round, 
Theu t never, faid he, range the countries 
Crying, old brafs to mend, for I'l be 14 
atten 
Nay, and Joan thy ſweet wife ſhall my dutchefs 


Thea the tinker reply'd, What ! mult Joan my 
bride 


ſweet 
Be a lady, in chariots of pleaſure to ride? 
Muſt we have gold and land ev'ry day at com- 
mand ? 
Then I ſhall be a ſquire I well underſtand : 
Well, ee ee 
em 


enn a caſe, 


SONGS, BALLADS, &e. 
Like = right hone foul, faith he took off his | 
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$ 117. Song. Dal“ Final Congueſt. 

Theſe fine moral flanzas were originally intend- 

ed for a folemn fanerad in a 

James Shirley's, mtitled, Contention of 

Har and Ulyſſes.” d as a 

dramatic writer early in the rergn of Charles J.; 

but he outlived - the ation. His 

happened OA. 29, 1666, at. 72. It is ſaid to 


| have been a favourite ſong with K. Charles II. 


T glories of our birth and ftate 
Are ſhadows, not fubſtantial thiogs ; 
There is no armour fate : 
Death lays his icy hands on kings: 
Sceptre and crown 
Mutt rumble down, 
And in the duſt be equal made 
With the poor crooked ſcythe and ſpade. 
Some men with ſwords may reap the field, 
And plant freſh laurels where they kill : 
Bur their ſtrong nerves at laſt muſt yield ; 
They tame but one another ſtill. 
Early or late 
Ls L — breath, 
muſt gie up their murmuring 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 
| The garlands wither on your brow, 
Then boaſt no more your mi.4.ty deeds, 
Upon death's purple altar now, 
| See where the victor victim bleeds : 
All heads muſt come 
To the cold tomb; 
| Only the actions of the ;uſt 
Smell fvcet, and bloffom in the duſt 
| 
| 


$ 115. Song. SMOLLET. 


fix her—'rtwere a taſk as vain 
To count the April drops of rain, 
To ſow in Afric's = foil, 


| Or tempeſts holdem ichin a toil. 
| Y 3 a I know 


X 


glance; 
She need but look, and I confeſs 


Thoſe looks completely curſe or bleſs. 
80 ſoft. © fo fair, 

Sure ſomething more than human's there; 
I muſt ſubmit, for ſtriſe is zain, 

Toa deſtiny that forg'd the chain. 


& 119. Song. Grl:leroy.* 
mi lule of the laſ century; if we may credit 


the hiftories and flory-books of higirwaymen, 


CGIEDEROY was a bonaie boy, 
Had roſes tull his hoone, 
Hie ſtockings were of 


filken fy, 
Wi garter ing dounc : 


Oh! ficke twe charming 
(onde == + pn 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 
| | He never ware a highland plaid, 


Book IV, 


But filken clothes; 

ere tull him was coy, 
Ah! wae is mee ! I moura the day, 
For my dear Gilderoy. 


Gude faith I freely bought 
A wedding fa.k of holland ine 
And he © vet tg, 

ich I receiv'd wi' joy, 
| Nae lad nor laffie cir could fing 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


On! that he ſtill had been content 
Wy me to lead his life 
| Bur, ah! his manfu' heart was bent 
| To ftic in feats of firife! 
And he in many a venturous deed 
His bauld wad try ; , 
And now tliis gars mine heart to bleed 
For my dear Gilderoy, 7 
And when of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears they wet mine ce, 


_- 


SONGS, BALLA 


7 
For gane is all my joy ; 
My heart 1s rent, 
y handſome Gilderoy !“ 


Wae worth the loun that made the laws, 
To hang = man for gear, 
To 'reave of life for ox or aſs, 


438 THE POETICA 
og 3 nonty 


The crew with wonder faw the lad 
Repel the foaming flood. 
Her hands a handkerchief diſplay'd, 


Which he at parting gave; 
Well pleas'd the token he furvey'd, 
And meniter beat the wave. 


Her fair 


— 


one and all 


Rejoicing, crowd the ſtrand; 
For now her lover ſwam in call, 
And almoſt touch'd the land. 


Then 


through the white ſurf did ſhe haſte, 
To claſp her lovely fwain; 


When, ah! a ſhark bit through his waiſt: 
His heart's blood dy'd the main | 
He friek'd | his half ſprang from the wave, 
Streaming with purple gore, 
And ſoon it found a living grave, 

And ah! was ſeen no more. 


Now haſte, now haſte ye maic's, I pray, 
Fetch water from the 

She falls, ſhe ſwoons, the dies away, 
e 


- morning round her tomb, 
* fair, pron rom flowrers firew ; 


So lovers his doom, 
Her hapleſs fate — 42 


§ 121. Song. Gentle River, Gentle River.- 

Tranſlated from the Spani/h. PERCY. 

Although the Engliff are remarkable for the number 
and variety of their ancient bellads, and retain 
perhaps a greater fondueſs for theſe eld fimple 
rhapjodics of their anceftors than moſt other na- 
trons, they are not the people who 
2 1 ed themſe kues by compoſutions 

The Spaniards have great multitudes 

= many of which are of the higheſft merit. 
They call them, in their language, Romances. 


L EPITOME, 


Moff of them relate to their 
— 
to that romantic 
ſpecimens. 
| (GENTLE river, river, 
Lo, thy fireams are ftain'd with gore ! 
Many » brave and noble captain 
Floats along thy willow'd ſhore. 
All befide thy 
All beſide thy 


Book IV. 


+ et 


peculiar 
two following are 


| 


. 


waters, 
ſo bright, 
Mooriſh Chiefs and Chriſtian Warriors 
Join'd in fierce and mortal fight. + 
e 
hy fatal banks were flam : 

N99 

All che pride and flower of Spain. 


There the hero, brave Alonzo, 
Full of wounds and glory dy'd: 

There the fearleſs Urdiales 

Fell a victim by his fide. 


Lo! where yonder Don Saavedra 
Thro' their ſquadrons flow retires, 

Proud Seville, his native city, 

Proud Seville his worth admires. 


| Cloſe behind a 

Loudly ſhouts, with taunting cry 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don earedra; 
| Doſt thou from the battle fly ? 


Well I know thee, haughty Chriſtian ! 
Long 1 liv'd bepeath thy roof; 
Oft I've in the liſts of glory 

| Seen thee win the prize of proof. | 
Well I know thy aged parents, 
Well thy blooming bride I know ; 
| Seven years I was thy captive, 

„ Seven years of pain and woe. 
this | May our prophet grant my wiſhes, 

| Ha hey chief, thou hate be mine 2 
Thou ſhalt drink that cup of forrow 


Which I drank when 1 was thine. 


" Boox IV. 

2 Like a lion terns the warrior, 

re Back he ſends an angry glare : 
Whizzing came the Mooriſh javelin, 


Vainly whizzing thro” the air. 
Back the hero, full of fury, 

Sent a deep and mortal wound; 
Inſtant ſunk the renegado, 

Mute and lifelefs on the ground. 


With a thouſand Moors ſurrounded, 
Brave Saavedra ſtands at bay: 
Wearied out, but never daunted, 
Cold at length the warrior lay. 
Near him fighting great Alonzo 
| Stour refitts the pay nim bands; 
From his ſlaughter'd ſteed diſmounted 
Firm intrench'd behind him ſtands. 
Furious preis the hoſtile ſquadron, 
Furious he repels their rage: 
Loſs of blood at enfeebles: 
Who can war with thoufands wage? 
Where yon rock the plain o'erſhadows, 
Cloſe beneath its foot retir- d, 
Fainting ſunk the bleeding hero, 
Aud without a groan expir'd. 


$ 122,' Alcanzor and Zayda, a Moor; Tate. 
 Imitated from the Spaniſh. PrRcr. 


| 


SONGS, BALLAPDS, «ec. 


Stopping now, now moving forwards, 

Sometimes quick, and ſometimes flow. 

and fear alternate trize him, 

Oft he fighs with heartfelt care. — 
Sec, fond youth, to yonder window 
Softly ſteps the timorous fair. 
Lovely ſeems the moon's fair luſtre 
To the loſt beni ſwain, 

When all filvery bright the riſes, 
| Gilding mountain, grove, and plain. 
Lovely ſeems the ſun's full glory 
To the fainting ſeaman's ey es, 

When ſome horrid ſtorm diſperſing, 
Deer the wares his radiance flies: 
But a thouſand times more lovely 

To her longing lover's fight | 
Steals half- ſeen the beauteous maiden 
| Thro' the glimmerings of the night. 
 Tip-toe ſtands the anxious lover, 

Whiſpering forth a gentle figh : 
Alla® keep — lovel — 
Tell me, am I doom'd to dic? 

Is it true, the dreadful ftory, 

Which thy damſel tells my 
That, ſeduc'd by fordid riches, 

Thou wilt fell thy bloom to age? 

An old lord from Antiquera 


Thy ſtern father brings along: 
FTLY blow the evening But canſt thou, inconſtant Zaida, 
244 Thus conſent my love to wrong ? 
Yonder wa Moor Alcanzor, If *ris true, now plainly tell me, 
Shunning every glare of light. Nor thus trifle as woes ; 
In yon place lives fair Zaida, Hide not then from me the ſecret 
. 44; - tw 4d Which the world fo clearly knows, 
Lovelicſ ſhe ooriſh ladies; d i i 
Derply ſigh'd the conſcious maiden, 
He a young and noble Moor. |} While the pcarly tears deſcend : 
Waiting for the appointed minute, Ah" my lord, too true the ftory ! 
Oft he paces to and fro; 11 Here our tender loves muſt end. 
* „Alkalis the Mahgmetan name of Gp. 
: 


— 


Take this ſcarf, a partir g token; 

When thou wear'ft ir, think on me. 
Soon, lov'd youth, fome worthier maiden 

Shall reward t!.y gcnerous truth; 
Sometimes tell her how thy Zaida 

Dy'd for thee in prime of youth. 
— To fin, all amaz'd, confounded, 
Thus ſhe did her woes impart: - 


490 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boox IV. 
Our fond fri ip is diſcover'd, Deep he figh'd, then cry'd, O Zaida ! 
A et e or for rn Do not, do not break my heart. 
friends are , Canſt thou think I thus will loſe thee? 
Storms of paſſiou thake the houſe. Canft thou hold my love ſo {mall ? 
Threats, reproaches, fears ſurround me; No! a thouſand times Fit periſh !— 
2 My curfi rival too thall fall. 
HOWS 22 82. Canſt thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ? 
Generous youth, from thee to part. O break forth, and fly to me 
Ancient wounds of hoſtile This fond heart ſhall to fave thee, 
A n. Theſe fond arms ſhall ſhclter thee. 
"by id ſhining merit 8 k lean® 
Win this tender heart of mine? [ . 
Well hau know'ſt how dear I lov'd thee, | Scarce I ſteal this laſt dear moment, 
9 3 ile my darnſel keeps the door. 
\ The? 'd my haughty father Hark, I hear my father ftorming ! 
Ne'er would let me be thy bride, Hark, I hear my mother chide! 
Well chow know'ft what cruel chidings nut gp: be i nee! 
Oft Pre from my mother borne, Gracious Alla be thy guide! > 
What I've fuffer'd here to meet thee | 
Still at eve and early morn, | | _ " 
I no longer may reſiſt them ; | 4 123. King Edward IV. and the Tanner 
, A, vo force my Land combine; 1 Tamworth. 
to-morrow to thy i 1 when leaves grow greene, 
This weak frame I muſt reſign. | | op yen yan 
Yet think not thy faithful Zaida King Edward wolde a hunting ry de, 
Can ſurvive fo great a wrong; Some paſtime for to ſee. 
Well my breaking heart affurcs me With hawke and hoande he made him bowne ; 
That my woes will not be long. With horve, and cke with bowe ; 
Farewell then, my dear Alcanzor ! To Draywa Baſſet he took his waye, 
Farewell too my life with thee ! With all his lordes a rowe. ' 


And he had ridden ore dale and downe 
By eight of clock in the day, 
When he was ware of a bold tanaer, 

| Came ryding along the waye. 

A fayre ruffet coat the tanner had on, 
— _ Faſt buttoned under his chin, 


And under him a cow-hide, 
Aut a man of fur tulling. 


Boorx IV. 


— =p pretend — hy 
And I will wende to yonder fello 
To weet what he will faxe. 


e to mee.” 
© To Baſſet woldſt thou goe, 
Fro the place where thou doſt ſtand ? 
The next payer of thou comeſt unto, 


SONGS, BALLADS, &. 


— 


What craftſman art thou, ſaid the king? 
I pray thee tell me trowe. 

« ] am a barker®, fir, by trade; 

| Now tell me what art thou?” 


I am a poore courtier, far, quoth he, 
That am forth of ſervice worne ; 


And faine I wolde thy prentiſs bee, 


Thy cunninge for to learne. 
Ma heaven forfend ! the ranner replyde, 
Tha chap iſe were: 
Thou woldſt ſpend more good than I ſhold winn, 
By fortye ſhilling a yere. | ; 
Vet one thing wolde I, ſayd our king, 
ER. 
he 
NN 
4 Why if with me thou faine wilt 
he fan of my badge, chow proud fllowe, | 
m 
Yell tne ers dare ef diane 
I fweare, 44 7 nag 
My hoſe is better than thy mare, 


| 


Y6 


* 
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« Yea, fir, but Brocke is gentle and mild, 
And foftly ſhe will fare: 
hay 4 is unculye and wild, I wifs; 
ye ſkipping here and theare.” 


What boote wilt thou have? our 
Now tell me in this ſtound. king nya, 


« Noe pence, nor half pence 
D 
7222 e groats of white moneye, 


thou wilt have it of mer. 
1 08. have ſworne now, quoth the tanner, 
Thou hadſt not had one pennic. 


Bur fince we two have made a change, 
A change we muſt abide, 
Although thou haſt gotten Brocke my mare, 
Thou getteſt not my cowe-hide. 
I will not have it, ſayd the kinge, 
I fweare, ſo mote I thee ; 
Thy foule cow-hide I would not beare, 
If thou woldſt give it to mee. 


The tanner he tooke his -bide, 
| Thar th cow wan ing | : 
threwe it king's ſadelle, 
Thes was fin —j— ates. 
hs 4 4 —— 

Wk EIN I wife, 
n I come to an, 
1 OY 
he took him by the 
——_— ”— 
fellowe, fa 
Thy countetye is but finall. * 9 
When the tanner he was in the K inges ſaddelle, 
And his foote in the ſtirrup was; 
He marvelled greatlye in his minde, 
Whether iz were golde or brafs. 
Bur when his fteede faw the cows-taile wagge, 
— ance 


He ſtamped. 7 


23 


SN IV. 


As the devil had him borne. 


The tanner he pull'd, the tanber he feat, 
And held by 22 2 

At length the tanner came tumbling downe; 
His necke he had well nye braſt. £ 


| Take thy horſe again with a vengeange, he ſayd, 
With me he ſhall not byde. 


My horſe wolde have borne thee well enoughe, 
But he knewe net of thy cowe-hede. 


Yet if againe n 
docs & pr og 

B the of my ney — = ally tanner, 
I will have ſome boote of thee.” 

What boote wilt thou have, the tanner replyd, 
Now tell me in this ſtounde ? 


«© Noe nor half pence, fir, by 
But I will have twentye pound.” "—_— 


Here's twentye groates out of my purſe; 
And twentye I have of thine : 

And I have one more, which we will ſpend 
Togerher at the wine.” 

The kinge fer a bugle horre to his 
And biewe bothe loude and fhrille : 

And ſoone came lords, and foone came knights, 
Faſt ryding over the hille. 


Nowe, out alas ! the tanner he 
That ever I fawe this daye! 

Thou art a thiefe, yon come thy fellowes 
Will beare my cowe-hide away. 

They are no thieves, the k de, 
NE NIE? 

But they are the Jordes of the north countre, 
Here come to huat with mee. 


And ens befoox our king they came, 
And knelt dow ne on the 
ba the ranner have beene awaye 


„ pounde. 
A collar, 


$ 


. 


Boox IV. 
collar, a collar, the 
= coliar fe 22 1 


Then woulde he lever than twentye pound 
He had not been fo nighe. 


ar, a collar, the tanner he ſayd, 

.trowe it will breede forrowe : 

r a collar comes a halter, 

And I ſhall be hanged to-morrowe. 

% Away with thy feare, thou jolly tanner, 
For the thou haſt ſhewn to me, 

I wote noe halter thou ſhalt weare, 
But thou ſhalt have a knight's fre. 


For Plumpton parke I will give thee, 
With tenements faire ocfide : 


Tis worth three hundred markes by the yeare, 
To maintain thy good cow-hide. 


Gramercye, my , the tanner replyde, 
Far the favour t ou haſt me ſhowae; 
If ever thou comeſt to merry Tamworth, 

Neates leather ſhall clout thy ſhoen. 


$ 124. Lady Anne BothewelP's Lament. A Scot- 
. Song. 
The ſubjeA of this pathetic ballad is—A lady of 
my — — or rather 
SWELL, ether with her 
child, deſerted ry ny Beer huſban or lover, com- 
poſe tieſe affeBing lines herſelf. 
Br pin my babe, 41 ＋· 
me fair ro ſee thee 
If thoult be len, Ife be glad, 
Thy maks my heart fu” ſad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mither's joy, 
Thy father breides me annoy. 
1 — my babe, ly ſtill and fleipe! 
I grieves me fair to ſee thee weipe. 
When he to court my luve, 
And with his ſugred wordes to muve, 


| 
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His faynings fals, and flattering cheire, 


To me that time did not appeixe: 

But now I fee, moſt cruel hee 

Cares neither for my babe nor mee. Balow, &c. 
Ly ftil, my darlinge, fleipe a while ; 

And when thou wakeft; ſweitly fmile : 

But ſmile not, as thy father did, 

To cozen maids : nay, God forbid ! 

But yet I feire, thou wilt gae neire 

Thy farheris hart and face to beire. Balow, &c. 


I cannae chuſe, but ever will 

Be luving to thy father ftil : 

Whaireir he gae, whaireir he ryde, 

My love with him maun ſtil abyde: 

In weil or wae, whaireir he gae, 

Mine hart can neir depart ham frae. Balow, &. 
Bur doe not, doe not, prettie mine, 

To faynings fals thine hart incline ; « 

Be loyal, to thy luver trew, 

And nevir change-hic for a new: 

If gude or faire, of hir have care, 

For womens banning's wonderous fair. Balow, See. 


Bairn, fin thy cruel father is gane, 

Thy winſome fmiles maun eiſe my paine; 

My babe and I'll together live, 

He'll comfort me whan cares doe 

My babe and I right faft will ly, 

And quite forgeit man's cruelry. Balow, Se. 

Fareweil, fareweil, thou falſeſt youth, 

That evir kiſt a woman's mouth! ? 

I with all maides be warn'd by mee 

Neir to truſt man's curteſy; 

For if we doe but chance to how, 

They'le uſe us then they care not how. 
Balow, my babe, ly ſtil and ficipe? 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe. } 


F 125. Corydon's doleful Knell. 
The burthen of the ſong, Dix d, Dox g, &c. 28 at 
preſent 2 to burleſque 3 


efore 


494 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boes IV, 
excite ludicrous ideas 1 image painted 
— 28 „ | * — Ding, &c. 
. Here lies the lovelieſt maiden 
That cer gave thepheard care.” Ding, &c. 
0 lacks that be all mip weede, 
| Ay wed Sam data, 
Now Phillida is dead. Ding, &c. 


Diag, &c. 


Ding, &c. 


Ding, &c. 


bd It is a cuſtem in 


| 


þ 
: 


| 
| 
| 
| 


K 


| 


| 


many parts of England, to tarry a fine garland before the coruſe «fk waman who dies 
urumazried, + This alludes te the paunte em̃gies of alabaſter, anc ĩiently erxcted upon rombs and monuments- 


$ 126. The Old and Young Courtier. 


Modern Re fon affected by their Sons, in the 
reigns of her ſucceſſors. 


d worſhipful gentleman, who had 
That kept a brave old houſe at a bountiful rate, 
And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate; 
Like an old courtier of the queen's, 
And the queen's old courtier. 


Wi old , whoſe 1 — 
Wages, 4 nor pages, 


foormen, 
And never knew what belong'd to 
But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and 


K | 
Like an old courtier, &. 
— ns) 2 
an 
him by his looks, „ 
Wich an old buttery hatch worn quite off the 
hooks, _ Told cooks; 
And an old kitchen that maintain'd half a 
Like an old coartier, &c. 


| IX - ae gon. 
2 great 


Wu 


r 52 > 2 £ Þ> 


5 
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4 
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Boox IV. 


Wich on dad hall, hung about with pikes, 
and bowe, — 2 
With old twords, and bucklers, that had borne 


Like an old courner, &c. 


' With a good old faſhion, when Chriſtmaſſe was 


come, [and drum, 
Fo call in all his old neighbours with i 
With good cheer enough to furniſh every 
{man dumb ; 


SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 


3 | With a new-faſhion'd hall, built where the old 


495 
| Who buys gaudy-colour'd fans to play with 
wanton air [womens hair z 


| , 
And feven or cight different dretlings of other 
Like a young courtier, &c. 


| one ſtood, * [no good, 
Hung round with new pictures that do the poor 
With a fine marble chimney, wherein buras 
| neither coals nor wood ; 
And a new ſmooth ſhovelboard, whereon no 
victuals e'er ſtood ; 
| Like a young courtier, &c. 
„ ne ee 
Ys, 


With a new faſhion, when Chriftmas is draw 

ing on, [be gone, 
On a new journey to London ſtraight we all muſt 
And leave none to keep houſe, but our new por- 
ter back with a ſtone ; 
| Who relieves the poor with a thump on the 
Like a young courtier, &. 


With a waiting gentlewoman, whole 18 


very neat, [ not eat 
Who, when her lady has din'd, lets the ſervants 
ike a young courtier, &c. 
With new titles of honour bought with his f. 
ther's old [fold g 
For which ſundry of his anceſtors old manors are 
And this is the courſe-moſt of our new gallants 


456 
F 127. Loyalty confined. 

This excellent old fong is pr in David 
Lord: Memures of thoſe that ſuffered in the 
cauſe of Charles I. He ſpeaks of it as the com- 
pofutrun of a worthy per » who ſuffered 
eceply in thoſe times, was Hill living, with 
no other reward than the conſcience of having 
Saffered. The author's name he has not mentioned; 
but if tradition may be credited, this ſong was 
writtex by Sir R. L'Eftrange. 

EAT on, proud billows ; Boreas blow ; 
Swell, curled waves, high as Jove's roof ; 

Your incivility doth ſhow 
That innocence is tem proof; 

U Aron my thoughts are 

mz 


: ſophiſts that would drown a fiſh, 
Ian conſtrain'd to ſuffer what I wiſh. 

The pelican her wilderneſs; 

And 'tis the Indian's pride 
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And thus 


Or, like the 
Am 
Retiredneſs is a piece of majeſty, 


great or pope, 
d up from public fight : 


Here fin for want of food m 
Where tempting 


ſtarve, 


To keep 


| Malice of late's grown 


fore, 
I'm not committed, but am kept ſecure. 


friendly knife 


Have you not ſeen the nichtingale, 
"A priſoner like, cooprt in a cage; 
%« 


doth ſhe chaunt her wonted tale 
that her narrow hermitage | 


Boox IV. 


ſultan, I'm as as thee. 


objects are not ſeen; 


> - wer w Þ 


& 


fot eSni> Suk S Spy 2 erer 


2 — * 
though my baſer part's imme 
Whilſt loyal thoughts do ſtill repair 
T'accompany my ſolitude: 
Although rebellion do my body binde, 
My king alone can captivate my minde. 


$ 128, To Althea from Priſon. 

This excelleut ſonnet, wohich poſſeſſed a high degree 
of fame the old Cavaliers, was written 
by Colonel Richard Lovelace, during his confixc- 
ment in the Gate-houſe, Weſtminſter ; to which 
he was committed by the Houſe of Commons, is 

April, 1642, for preſenting a petition from the 
county 
King to his rights, and to 

| 22 Athene, Fol. IT. p. — — 
en at large the affettin f this elegant 
writer, * — _— — 10 4 for 
every gallant and polite accompli „ the 
pattern of his ag gy dens" the darling of the 
loweſt wretchedneſs, ob- 


ladies, died in 
ſfearity, and want, in 1658. 
WHEN love with unconfined wings 


g ' Our hearts with loyal flames; 
When thi iefe in wine we ſteepe, 
When and draughts goc free, 


Kent, requeſting them to reflore the | 
le the government. | 


4 


— 


* 2 


| 


| 


| 


in the 5 
When, linet-like, confined I 
mercye, tneſs, maj 
—f | OR 
ce how 
te dn. how ans ſhould be, 
Know no ſuch libertie. 


Stone walls do not a priſon make, 
Nor iron barres a cage, * 


That for an hermitage: 
If I have freedom in y love, 
And in my ſoule am free, 
Angels alone, that ſoare 
Enjoy ſuch libertie. 


Fiſhes, that ti 


$ 129. The Braes of Yarrow, in Imitation of 

the ancient Scuts Manner, Eh. 

Was written by William Hamilton of Bangor 

who died March 25, 1754, aged 50. ; 

A. QUSE ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
B den Ag Su « oy Lond 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my oy Sy Ro | 

And think nae mair on the Braes of Yar 
row. 


B. Where gat ye that bonay bonnv bride ? 
ne 
4 00 by — 
wing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride ! 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow; 
Nor let thy heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
B. Why does ſhe weep, thy bonnv bonny bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep, thy winfome marrow? 
And why dare ye nae marr weil be ſeen © 
Puing the birks on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


Lang 


498 THE POETICAL EPITOME, oer IV. 
4 Lang maun ſhe weep, lang maun the, man Flows Y arrow ſweet ? as ſweet, as ſweet flows 
ſhe row ; Tweed, ; 


think nac mair on the Braczof Yarrow, 
C. How can I buſk a benny benny bride ? 


put on his robes, his robes of green, 
purple veſt, *twas my awn ſewing : 
| Ahl wretched me! I little kenn d 
He was in theſe to meet his ruin 


And warn from 
Too raſhiy bauld 
Thou met in and 


? but to my forrow! | 


2. 


2 


ſiflers be 
— 


— 


“* 


ng. 
do, 
me? 
May 


Boorx IV. * 


bid me feek on Yarrow's Bracs 
y Javer nailed in his coffin. 


we be (meter M 


err me; 
— — 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 
Take af, take aff theſe bridal weids, 
And crown my careful head 3 


Pale tho? thou art, yet beſt, . 
O could my warmth to «lt: —_ 
Yer lye all night between my breiſts, 


No yourh lay evc. Gere before thee. | 


Forgive. ſorgive fo foul a 
And Iye il night between my breiſts, 
No youth ſRall ever lye there after. 


thy uſeleſ 
of thy lighs, 
He les » crys. 1 the Brac of Yarrow 
2 * Child Waters. 
7, 6 
nds in fa 
＋ — * 
. 2 
oy ht to be obſerved, that the word 
Child or chickd is fill % in North Britain to 


SONGS, BA 


LLADS, &e. 
dename a man, commonly with ſome con- 
—_ > = 
times to denote Man in general. 
Waters in his ſtable ſtoode, 

And firoakt his milk-white fteede : 
To him a fayre yonge ladye came 
Bs ever wane . 


And all is with one childe of yours, 
I feele ſturre at my fide : 


gowne of greens it is too ſtrait ; 
| TERED 


If the chalde be mine, faire Ellen, he ſayd, 
Be nine, as you tell mee; 
| Then take you Che hire and Lancaſhire both, 
Take your owne to bee. 


If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he ſayd, 


JI 1 


| To-morrow, Ellen, I muſt forth ryde 
Theres hee Ten be 


"—_—— 


R INE Rye Thger, 
| Yer let me goe with thee 
And ever, I pray you, Childe Waters 


Tour foot-page let me be. 
| 


Then you muſt cut 
An inch above your : 


Soe muſt doe yellowe lockes, 
r — 5 


our gowne of greene 
knee 8 


You muſt tell no man what is my name; 


My foot-page then you ſhall bes. 


She, all the Childe Waters 
Yer was he never foe courteous a knighte, 
To ſay, put on your ſhoone. 


Hee ſayth, ſeeſt thou yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke to brir me 
I truſt in God, O Childe Waters, 
You never will ſee d me ſwimme. 


But when ſhe came to the water ſyde, 
She ſayled to the cninne : 

Nowe the Lord of heaven be my ſpeede, 
For I muſt learn to ſwimme. 


The falt waters bare up her clothes ; 
Our Ladye bare up her chinne : 

Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord ! 
To fee faire Ellen fwimme. 


And when ſhee over the water was, 
ng 7p | ox HOY 
come 
Loe yonder what I ſee. * 


. 
« 


It is more meet for a little foot 


That has run through moſſe and myre, | 


To take his ſupper upon his knee, 
And lye by the kitchen fyre. 


Now when they had ſupped every one, | 


To bedd they tooke thyr waye : 
He ſayd, Come hither, my lrele 
And hearken what I faye. 


This done the > - +4 400%, [LR 
Aad when it was neare the day, 


Hee ſayd, riſe up, my little foot-page, 


Grve my ſteede corne and haye ; 
And give him nowe the good 
To carry mee better awaye. 


#* Decfiling, 


d 


| 


; 
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Up then roſe the fayre Ellen, 

4 2 gave his ſteede corne and have: 
nd foe ſhee did the good black oates, 
To carry him better awayc. 

She leaned her back to the manger 

Shee leaned her back to the manger fide, 
And there ſhe mad. her moane. 


And that beheare his mother deare, 
Shce heard her woeful woe ; 
She ſayd, Riſe up, thou Childe Waters, 
into thy ſtable goe ; 


For in thy ftable is a ghoſt, 
That grievouſlye doth grone : 

Or elſe ſome woman laboures with childe, 
She is ſo woe-begone, 


Up then roſe Childe Waters foone, 
And did on his Hirte of filke; 

And then he put on his other clothes, 
On his body as white as milke. 


And when he came to the table dore, 
Full till there he did ſtand, 

That he might heare his fayre Ellen, 
How fſhee made her monand.? 


She ſaid, Lullabye, mine own deare childe, 
Lullabye, deare childe, dear : 

I wolde thy father were a kinge, 
Thy mother e lay'd on a biete. 

Peace now, hee ſayd, good faire Ellen, 
Bee of good cheere, I praye ; 


oates, And the bridale and the churchinge bothe 
| Shall be upon one day. 


+ Eſſay, attempt. > Moaning, bemoanings 


S 


Er 


7 
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1 

f 
i 
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* 
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: 
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T 


3 
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Ir 
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$ 231. The Fairies Farewell. 


7; 


2 


$ 132. Phabe. 4 Parat Byzor. 


time, O ye Muſes! was ſpent, 
Wr with me 
went: 


M 


I 


Ten 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee 
wagging his tail to my fair one and me; 
ind Phoebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither, poor fellow 
head, look, 
now, when he's fawning, I, with £ ſour 
8 and give bim a blow with my 
|; Ae 
ind I'll give him another; for why not 
dull as his maſter, when Phoebe's away? 


Sweet muſic went with us both all the wood 


over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
t now the is abſent, tho” Hill they fing on, 
he woods are but lonely, the melody's b 
e voice in the concert, as now I have Band, 
es every thing elſe its agreeable ſound. 
Will no pitying power that hears me complain, 
cure my diſquiet, or ſoften in? 

or af — 


© be cur d, thou muſt, Colin, 
what ſwaia is ſo filly to live without love? 
„ Deity, bid the dear nymph to return; 


* ac'er was poor thepherd fo fadly forlern. 


at, 
er 


Ten 


* and patted his | 


* [100; | 


| Ah! what hall I do? I ſhall die with deſpair. 


$ 133. 4 Paftoral Ballad. Rows. 


Take heed, all ye fwains, how ye love one fa fair. 


r 


— — — — ——— ĩ —AB . ot 4 +» » 7˙— 2 
— — - wo 


— 


> 2 


$24 


Tho? thro” the wide world I ſhould range, 

Ti in vain from my fortune to fly; 

Tas her's to be falſe and to change; 
Tis mine to be conftant——and die. 


5134. The Hermit. BEAT TIE. 


AT the cloſe of the day, when the hamletis ſtill. 
And mortals the ſweets of Inefs 
prove, | Chill, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the 
And aought but the nightingale's ſong in the 
grove— Lelin'd, 

'T was then, by the cave of the mountain re- 


A Hermit his nightly complaint thus began: 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


: 1 Now gliding remote on the verge of the ſky, 


Boox IV. 


| EEE WTI 
* K 

He thought as a ſage, tho” he felt as a man. 
| © Ah! why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and 
* woe, { train ? 
* Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy fad 
For ſpring ſhall return and a lover beſtow, 
And thy bofom no trace of misfortune retain. 
et if piry inſpires thee, O ceaſe not thy lay! 
* Mourn, fweeteſt companion; man calls thee 
* to mourn : [away ! 
O Oſcothe him whoſe pleaſures, like thine, paſs 
Full quickly they paſs—but they never return! 


© The moon, half :xtin, a dim ereſcent diſplays; 

But lately I mark'd, when maj̃eſtie on high 
She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her 
© blaze : purſue 
| . — 21 228 and —— gladneſs 
6 that conducts thee to ſplendor again: 
| * But man's faded glory no change ſhall re- 
Ah, fool! to exult in a glory fo vain ! [ new; 


© Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no 
more: [you 
© I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for 


Perfum'd with freſh fragrance, glitrerivg 
© Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn; 
© Kind Nature the embryo-bloffom ſhall fave: 
* But when fhall ſpring viſit the mould'ring 
urn? > rave 


| © O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the 


PROLOGLUI 
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PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES 


$ r. Prologue to Cato; 1713. Pore. 


ſcene, and be what they bebold : 
tragie muſe firſt trode the ſtage, 


$ 2. Epilogue to the Lying Valetz 1140+ - 


Such tears. as patriots ſhed for dying laws: . — 
He bids with ancient ardour riſe, "JRAT Pu © hag mans. pro. ; 


thall 2 
That many more, my betters, ye as faſt as 
Again this vice we all are ever railing ; 
And ſo tempting is it, fo prevaili 
You ad but fow without this uſeful falling? 
Lady or Abigail, my Lord or Will, 

The lye goes round, and the ball's never fill. 
My! ere harmleſs, told to ſhew my parts, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boox IV. 


Boo 
Each change of many-colour'd life he drew, Perh: 
Exhauſted worlds, New 
On fl 
The jw, 2 
H 
The cauſecomes on, and while the judges | 

Each and catcall gives the bard be. Wie 
Now let us aſk, pray, what the ladics do ? And 
It FI; 2 
= * ys ( _ has ö ' 
* How can our fex have any joy in man ? praiſe. ——— The 

* As for my part, the beſt could ne'er deceive | A mortal born, doom, 


— 


gen'ral 

Bur left, like kings. a 
The wits — 2h qa to 
Jonſon's art, or Seelen 


ds like theſe aſpir d to laſting 
And proudly hop'd to pimp in future days: 
Their — was gen ral, their ſupports were 


ame regain'd the poſt that ſenſe betray d, 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her ad. {fin'd, 

Then cruſh'd by rules, and weaken'd as re- 
For years the pow 


| She faw great Fauftus lay the 
N folly hai''d the j 


ft of an: 
day, 
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kingdoms, riſe and fall; 


ul 
= 
© 
= ff 
a. 
(a) 
— 
< ' 
© 8 
* 
1 
© 
. 
1 
2 
"= 


opening of 


Occ 


afional Pr 
at the 
1750. 


11. 
8 Hl 1 1 0 2 


ä 
September 5, 
A 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. gag 


and fhobex by My. Gamnics. | 


Enter —interrupting the band of muſic. 


Aud then the price we take—yow'll all abuſe ĩt 
So low, fo unli rus— but excuſe it, 

We'll mend that whenever you ſhall 

| chuſe it. 

Our laſt miſchancc, and worſe than all the reſt, 
Which turns the whole to a] 
— acoder: 


2 pd nk, he 

Attempt an — Tis the ſtrangeſt ! 

Struck wi 3 -— - - wh 

Whote facred dramas ſhake and melt the heart, 

Whoſe heaven · born ſtrains the coldeſt breaſt in- 
© 

W EF 

 Inflam'd, aſtoniſh'd, at thoſe magic airs, 

When Sampſon groans, and frantic Saul deſpairs, 

| The pupil wrote—his work is now before ye, 

And waits your ſtamp of infamy or glory! 

Yet, ere his errors and his faults are known, 

He fays, thoſe faults, thoſe errors, are his owns 

5 CC — 

| , ſter's blaze 

They've: Heeks he caught from his gras maC- 
Prologue to Virginia; 1154 Written 


, 
58. 
| and ſpoken by Mr. GARRICK. 


| an. coma. are loſs of 


3 
'Tis penning bows, and making legs in rhyme ; 
Tis eringing at the door, with fimp'ring grin, 


When we ſhould ſhew the y within. — 
| So thinks our bard, who, tiff in claſſic know- 
compol- ledge, lege 


An op'ra too |—play'd by an Engliſh 
W which you 


R „ mti 


— the buckram of the cat 
© Lord, Sir, faid I, an audience muſt be 
wood, 


44 like, with ſlattery purſuꝰd 
+ They mace fellow and 
4 r | 


Z3 « Authors, 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, 


$10 Book IV. 
* Authors ſhould learn to dance, as well Afiſt each ſtruggle of ingenuous ſhame, 
- * © write” - "a Goh ! | Which curbs a in its road to fame. 


Dance at my time of life! Zounds, what 
* Grown gentlemen ('risadvertis'd) do lcarn by 
ni 


* Your modern prologues, and ſuch whims as 
* , 


* The Greeks ne'er knew—turn, turn to So- 
ent — — = 
« He had; bar ohy 7 reply*dthe bard; in rages \ 
4s why ?* * in z 
1 — þ | No 
But we have none, in this enlighten'd age 
* Your Britons now, from gallery to pit, 
Can reliſh bur Attic wit. 
Here take my play, I meant it for inſtrue- 
tion, 
R 
Den let that nonſenſe be your own pro- 


. 


r 
ng; 3 . 


| a time ma 
Shak — — 4 — 
If novelties can pleaſe, to-night we've two 


Tha' Engliſh Te 
To one, at wg FIT — 2 
r= » yet = 


A female aſks it—can a man fa 
hands, a tragic queen 


Should you our novice 
And crown her, with 
Should with 


{ to your wiſhes. | 


With one with more her whole ambition ends 
She hopes ſome merit, to deſerve fuch friends. 
| 


$ 49. 8 1754 Gannick, 


| HS gout pen can, like a conjuror's wand, 
T ork o ra be — ry Ihk. 
rit-like, 
pr — but tell you what you 
From top to bettom I om I ſhall make you tare, 
By hitting all your to a hair! 
And, fiſt, with * 
r gallery. 
PEP LP FOE. . . .. . to grin. 
| Though twelve-pence ſeat you there, ſo near the 


| The folks below can't boaſt a better feeling, 


No high-bred prud'ry in your region lurks; 
| You boldly and cry, as nature 


hs vhs (aye—there they ſit toge- 


1 1.7 3 ey 4 

« "Twas you and I, my "tis very 

That old v nus ſhould have firuck his child: 
I would hare hang'd him fort had I been ruler; 
* And duck'd that Apus too by wa — 


| with their years. 
| Ye bucks, who from the pit your terrors ſend, 
Yer love diſtreſſed damfcls to befriend ; 


| You think this tragic | ike 100 far was carry -d, 


mpart, 
Tocalm dd fears which ſpeak « fecng bear And with, w fe all right, the maid had marry't: 


+ - 


* Mrs. Graham, afterwards Mrs. Yates, then a new actreſß. 


You'd 


Boox IV. PROLOGUES 


You'd rather ſee (if fo the fates had will'd) 

111 

. unto the boxes, pray 
ſearch out a judgment on the play ? 

In vain, alas ! I ſhould attempt to find it; 

Fine ladies fee a play, but never mind it. 

2 


1 — re fix'd by faſhion. 
this fickle goddets Mode, 
With us will — nine days abode ; 


— oe ure he contracts his view 
B . — [ 


"PW . to Barbarofſa; 1755. Written 
and ſpoken by Mr. Garrick, in the Charadter of 
a Country Boy. 

—— meaſter 
s not my meaſter here among ycu, pray ? 

Nay, fpeak—iny meaſter wrote this tine new 


He muſt be there among you—look about— 

A weczen fac'd mon—do find him our. 
Pray, „come, or all will fall to ſheame; 
Miſter—Hold—1 muſt not tell his neame. 
La! 1 here ! what noiſe and 


Fine and ſes! one top och, 
Pocnting io the rows of pit allery. 
RP nd o 


gaze; 

I ne'er faw church fo full in all my days! 

Your ſervant, ſir What do vou laugh for, ch? 
You donna take me ſure for one o'the play? 
You ſhould not flout an honeſt country lad— 
You think me fool ; and I think vou half mad: 


Yeu allo feange us L — tans 
laugh at me, I'll laugh at you. 
* ID. 


AND EPILOGUES. 


| 


| 


N 


L 


| 


SH 
I donna like your London tricks, not I; 
ET INETY TY Pan gon 
3 
| And, if you wull, fince now I am before ye, 
7 Ill relate my ſtory. 
I came from country here to try my fate, 
And get a place the rich and great : 
But woth I'm fick o'th'journe — 
I lke ie noe—would [ were whoame again 
in I took up — 2 
And got a is oh one ap my arr, 
A round big man—be cat a uy deal; 
o at a meal | 
with him I could not make abode, 
— d you think t — be cat + gas — 
EH 5 
e cail'd it belly-patch, and cap a-pee; 
La! how I 427 —1 pers (our; 
For want of monſters, may be made a pve? 
| Rather than tarry here for bribe or gam, 
I'll back ro whoame and con fare 
I left toad-eater; then I ferv'd a lord, 
And there they promis'd bur ne*er kept their 


White 'mong the gra this raming work th 


thought her 

mad. y 

She turn'd the world » 1 ey Oy, : 
ee et, the neet to day ! 
I was fo 'd _ e ways, 
= OO pm Meter 4 
Fine folks 442 ; 
Now 8 ee ö 


There's — — we cat by fits. 
Our meals, indeed, are ſleuder u hat of that? # 
There are but three on's—meaſter, I, and car. ; 
Did you bur ſee us all, as I'm a finner, | 
You'd ſcarcely ſay which of the ehree is thinner. 1 

24 My 
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M 
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But pack up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 


the 5 
E EE Brio Ie 
Gentleman. GARRICK. 


Para! damn your epiiogue, and hold 


your 

Shall we of rank be told what's right and wrong ? 

Had you ten epilogues you ſhould nor ſpeak em, 

Tho” he had writ them all in linguum Grecum. 

PH do't, by all the gods! (you muſt excuſe me) 

Tho? author, actors, andience, all abuſe me 
5222 

Behold a gentleman !—and that's enough 


k his nonſenſe give me leave 
ens mans 
Let the poor devil eat; allow him that, 
And give a meal to meafter, mon, and cat. 
But why attack the faſhions ? ſenſeleſs rogue 
2 but what reſult from vogue: 


all controul !——nay, ev'ry 


paſſion, 
Senſe, appetite, and faſhion. 
ann | | 


I'd ride an hundred miles to make myſelf a 
I have 


beaft. 


no ears; | tals aol 
Adduie „ . 
The ladies too were e 
He wanss 92 up like good queen Beſs ! 


THE TOSS ICHS EPITOME, 


—— 


— 
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forſooth, too much 
— — ec in . ke; "1 


For more or lefs, tis all the fame to me. 
Poor gaming too, was maul'd among the reſt, 


That cordial to a high-life breaſt ! 
When ariſe, I always game or drink, 
An Engliſh geatieman never think 


r . 


What rims a Frenchman, overſets a Briton. 
In us reflection breeds a fober ſadneſs, 
1 ny nn oY 

; SER by 

That r 
2 —— finoatPionce, 
Let them grow grave —let zs begin to dance! 


Reſerve alone, to bleſs theſe golden 


Baniſh your gloomy ſcenes to foreign climes, 
A Farce or — | 


WELL! if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 


A failor, half ſeas oer, 's a pretty fellow. 
What cheer, ho ? Do Icarry too much fail ! 
[To the pre. 
* THe fore _—_ nd he — 
ers d, and then 
and ory Aon nes 4 
Steady ! my boy—ſhe muſt not ſhow her keel. 
And now, thus ballaſted—what courſe to ſteer ? 
Shall I again to ſea—and bang Mounſeer ? 
2 By his right hand I do 
em, boy? By t hand I do! 
A w d girt is e 
There's better, faith—ſave — 
ing. 


ee N FF _ 


nenn Har 


Lag 


I muſt muſt—— 
What! we fons of beef and freedom ſtoop, 


Firſt let's refreſh a bit—for, faith, I necd it— 


I'll take — 22 [takes ſome tobacco] 


[ He reads the play-4ill of Zara, 


which was atted that evening. 
© At the Theatre Royal, Drury-lanc— | 
© Will be prefen-ta-ted a tragedy, called 
Sar ah— * 
Im tis Sara then our Sall may 
—— 3 and as for me, 
Pil fleep as found as if I were at fea. 
To which will be added—a new maſque— 
Zounds ! why a maſque ? We failors hate gri- 


- MACES : 

Shove eds whe dp Se rg 
wharz is here, large and plajn ? 

——— '—zoud 


gan — 
Huzza, boys !—By the Royal I ſwear, 
Tom Coxen and the crew ſhall ſtraight be there. 
All free-born fouls muſt rake Bri-tan-nia's part, 
And give her three round cheers with hand and 


heart | — [Going off, e flops 


Your factiona, parti fry wary phones 

our parties, ? mics z 
And, like us honeſt tars, drink, fight, and fiog : 
True to yourſelves, your country, and your 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 
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| $ . Prologue to the Winter's Tcle, and Ca» 


therine and Petruchio, 1736. Written and 

ſpoken by Mr. Garrick. 

| — . 
As apt ideas ſtrik e eacli humorous bard : 

This night, for want of better fimile, 

Let this our theatre a tavern be: } 

The vintners, and the waiters we. 

| So, as the cant and cuſtom of the trade is, 


Y 
n 


To draw in cuſtomers, our bills are ſpread; 

You cannot mils the ſigu, tis 's Head. 
From this fame head, this fountain-head divine, 
For different palates ſprings a different wine; 

In which no tricks to ſtrengthen or to thin em 


—_ — French brandy in em 
| Hence for the chuiceſt ſpirits flows Champagne, 


Hence flow for martial minds potations 
Aud ſweet love-potions for the fair and young : 
For you, my hearts of oak, for your 


regale, 
IA 
There's good old 1 and ftale. 
For high, luxurious ith luſcious finack, 
There's Sir John Falſtaff in a butt of fack; 
And if the liquors more invite ye, 
Bardolph is gin, and Piſtol aqua wite. him, 
But ſhould you call for Falſtaff, where to find 
He's gone, nor left one cup of fack behind him.; 


— 


Sunk in his elbow chair, no more 7 


$4 


A vintner once acquir'd both 
And ſold much Perry for the beſt Champagne. 
Some rakes this precious ſtuff did fo allure, 


They drank whole nights—what's that—when 


wine 18 pure ! 


+ Come, fill a bumper, Jack.“ I will, my 


% Lord.“ 


6 Here's cream '—damn'd fine '—immenſe — 


- *© upon my word 
ir William, what fay you? —“ The beſt, 


„% helicre me. 6 me.” 


In this—ch, Jack ?—the devil can't 
Thos (2 „ Ys war's 


Left then this 
— — 
'Tis yy any 4 joy, my only plan, 
To lofe no drop of that immortal man ! 


$ 14. 
2 by Mr. Murphy, Author of the Picce, dre/- 
[cd in black. Ga RRICK. 

PEHOLD a wonder for theatric 

oe his juke of this night 


And wake its feelings for the dea!—behind. 
Trick'd out in black, thus actors try their art, 
To mel that rock of rocks, the critic's heart. 


The action of the Winter's Tale, as written — comprehends fixecy years 


praiſe and gain, 


From real life my little cloth is Gl d. 


There Hamlet's 


Prologue to the Apprentice, 1756. Spo- 


Whoſe doleful march may ſtrike rhe harden'd 
mind, 


THE POE TICAL EPITOME, Boox IV. 


No acted fears 
I am, indeed — ug JO 


Thus far myſelf. The farce comes next in view; 
Tho? many are its faults, at leaft, dis new. 
No 1 2 pilfer'd ſcenes from France we 


My hero is a youth, by fate defign'd 1 
For culling fi whoſe ftage- 3 
Nor fate couid rule, nor his indentures bind. 

A place there is where ſuch 1 


meet ; L 
'Tis call'd the -Club—a glorious 
Where 122 — 

2 — midmghe taper, 
Who all the day enafts—2 wool 


talks forth, with 


doubled fiſt ; 
W ee young 


car's from bis Grady whine, 
Riſes—a haberdaſher to the fight ' 


Not young attornies have this rage withſtood, 
nn SS] 


; O, lit 
Cries out with hollow veice, * Li lit, 


8 1 
And C fe ces eee their coun: 
the town this folly you may trace; 
Myſelf am witneſs—'tis a common caſe. 
Foe enter yrunta, exudd ye but think I wrong 


”» oF 
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Some hopes I cheriſh ; in your ſmiles I read em; 
Whate'er my faults, your candour can exceed em. 


$ 15. Epilogue to the ſame; 1756. Holen 
by Mrs. Clive. \ SMART. 
[Enters reading the play-bill. 

n + gr alive 

n Mrs. Clive! 

A paltry, ſcribbling fool to leave me out 
He'll fay, could not 
Malice and envy to the laſt degree ! ſpout. 
And why *—TI wrote a farce as well as he. 
And fairly ventur d it, without the aid 


Of prologue dreſs'd in black, and face in 


5 
O pit, have pity, ſee how I'm diſmay'd 
LU 
Unleſs, like Bayes, be brings his hangmen too. 
ut granting that, from theſe fame obſequies, 
Some picki — 1 
Should your applauſe to joy convert his fear, 
As Palit turnyto fealt Lardella's bier; 
Yet *twould have bezn a better ſcheme, by half, 
T'have thrown his weeds aſide, and lcarnt with 


me to laugh. 
J could have ſhewn him, had he been inclin'd, 
A ſpouting junto, of the female kind. 
There dwells a milliner in yonder row, [fhow, 
Well-dreſſed, full-voiced, and nobly built for 
Who, when in rage ſhe ſcolds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd, dama'd difſembler thinks ſhe's more 
than Zara. 
She has a too, that deals in lace, 
And ſing O Ponder well—and ChevyChace, 
And fain would fill the fair Ophelia's place. 
And in her cock d- up hat, and gown of camlet, 
Preſumes on i ing the Lord 


A couſin too, ſhe has, with ſquinting eyes, 

5 ing gait, and voice like London cries; 
Who for the too ſhort by half a ſtory, 
Acts Lady Towaly—thus—in all her glory; 


| 


515 
And, while ſhe's her ſcanty room, 
Cries— Lord, my Lord, what can I do at 
* home: : 


t 


1 , {lous, 
The ranting, whining, farting, and the jea- 
nn Romeo, Hamlets, and Othel- 
Oh ! little do theſe tilly people know 

What dreadful trials actors undergo. 

Myſelf, who moſt in harmony delight. 

Am ſcolding here from mornivg until night. 
Then take advice from me, ye giddy things, 
Ye royal milliners, ve apron'd kings ; 

Young men beware, and ſhun our ſlippery ways, 
Study arithmetic, aud burn your plays; 

And you, ye girls, let not our tinſel train 
Enchant your eyes, and turn your madd'ning 


brain 
Be timely wile, for oh ! be fure of this :— 
A ſhop, with virtue, is the height of bliis. 


F 16. to the Author; 1757. Footer. 
EVERE their taſk, who, in this critic age, 
With freſh materials furniſh out the ſtage ! 

Not that our fathers drain'd the comic ſtore; 

Freſh characters ſpring up as heretofore 

Nature with novelty does fill abound; 

On ev'ry fide freſh follies may be found. 

But then the taſte of every gueſt to hir, 

To pleaſe at once the n 

Requires, at leaſt, no common ſhare of wit. 

Thoſe who adorn the orb of higher life, 

Demand the lively rake, or modi ſli wife ; 

Whilſt they who in a lower circle move, 

Van at their wit, and ſlumber at their love. 

If light low mirth s the comic ſcene, 


Such mirth as drives from vulgar minds the 


enen 
And cries— *Twilt pleaſe the gall'ties' well 


Z 6 


Such 
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ATLSAID 


I firſt attack'd a 


EE AS «@ = Eo ke Ta Ke Fa 


are 


its rewards ; 
fores it 
multitude 


10 5 


Fill 
7115 
100 


2 — 


Sir, 
Wi 
And 
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When to the gouty alderman I ſued, 
AUT OY 1 goth, wean downright rude. 
Is begging grown the faſhion, with a pox ! 
The mayor ſhould ſet ſuch houſewifes in the 

a ! zounds! d the beaſt, 
Twoald 22 reply 
Think what a — a- head might ſet before 


18. Prologue to the Ni to Paris. Spoken 
, Mr. Shuter, at one of his Benefits. ” 
1 * former times there liv'd an Ariſtotle, 


Who, as the fays, lov's, like me, his 
ſong ſay 


To Alexander Magnus he was tutor 
(An't you ſurpria d to hear the learned Shuter? ) 
But let that reſt—a new tale I'll advance, 


PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 


| 


buy a ticket for a turtle-feaſt. [ye | 


Took their chews, hitch” 
| We made Calas frm, and wer 


With dammc Jack, Yes, hoy—or damme 
"Twas quite t'other thing, mun, twas all — 


| With ernges and ſerapes we were vd 


France; 
Ah, Monſeer Ang cry'd—be ok wer un, 


| Tres umble ſervant, Sir, aue glad to ſee you. 


I ne'er met ſuch fi before in my 
They flock d my carcaſe like flies in the 
ſhambles : 
| To be crowded then at firſt I was loth, 


i teize me, and ſouſeme for 


From Paris I came; (why I went there, no matter) 
I'm glad that once more I'm on this fide the 


4 water: = Cover; 
was to win a wager hurry'd me 
But I wiſh'd to be off when I came down to 


Dover. 
To fwallow ſea-water the doors will tell ye, 
But the 3 my 
75 


They who chuſe 
Bur only to think 
I firſt 


(Lan bad you d f fr 
— 
e wee then —and put on a 
So at once Neddy Shuter turn'd into a lord. 


I expetted at France all the world and his wife, 
But I never was baulk'd fo before in my life : 
OOO IE INI _ 


much queerer ; 
4 r 
I ſoon had enough of their paliawor/ee - 


3 ain endanan: but nonſenſe te 


- 


All folks B 


A hodge-podging habit 'twixt fidler and beau; . 


I Such 


— . 


— OR - Boers: -— 
i. a8; 


fuch ſkirt — [ ſhirts. 
as to dinners, ir ſoups, 
their ſtewings, 
S „„ 
we ese eee 
_ uc'd me a fricaſee*d frog: 
Out of window I tofs'd it, it wa'nt fir to eat, 
22 I jump'd, ana ran into the 


*T was not their palaver could make me determine 
—— my tag rg — oe 
Frogs in France may ve and their Grand 

— 2 [land for ever! 
I'm for beef, and King George, and Old Eng- 


$ rg. Epilogue to the Minor; 1760. 
— — 


Friends, fathers, mothers, ſiſters, ſons, and all, 
Shur up and liſten to my call. 
With labour, toil, all ſecond means diſpenſe 
And live a rent-charge upon Providence. 
Prick up your ears, a ftory now Pll tell, 
Which once a widow and-her child befel : 

I knew the mother and her daughter well. 
Poor, it is true, they were, but never wanted ; 


Mother. - Oh, child ! I've got no bread. 
Child. What matters that? Why Providence 
ant dead 


518 THE POETICAL EPITOME, Boos Iv. 
Such hats and fuch heads too, ſuch coats and f And &'ye deferve it? How d ye ſpend your days? 


| In paſtunes, prodigality, and 


F 20. Prologue to All in the Wrong; 1761. 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. FooTE. 


| Pn it known to box, gall'ries, 
Will be opens the original warchouſe for witz 
The new manufacture, Foote and Co. undertale- 


Play, opera, pantomime, the makers. 
We ſeorn, like our brethren, our to owe 
To Shakeſpeare and Southerne, to Otway and 


loving ſouls, [bowls; 
Has lock'd up his lightning, bis daggers and 
Refolv'd that in buſkins no herocs fralk, 
He has ſhut us quite out of the walk 


No blood, o blank — 2 — 
| Unleſs you've comenced wirk folic and fun . 


— 
> & 


Js > Bag my? £ 0n 9 = 255 
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If, tir'd ofher round in the mill, 
There ſhould be one female inclin'd to fir ſtill 
Tf blind to the beauties, or fick of the ſquall, 
2 — 


If at Sadler's fveet Wells the wine ſhould be 


thick, 
The cheeſecakes be four, or Miſs Wilkinſon 
fick ; {in June, 


If the fume of the pipe ſhould prove pow'rful 
Or the tumblers be lame, or the bells out of 


tune ; 
We hope you will call at our warehouſe in 


We've a curious affortment of goods, I affure ye; 

Domeſtic and foreign, indeed all kind of v arcs, 

Eayliſh — Irith linens, and French pet-cr- 
airs. 

If, for want of good cuſtom, or loſſes in trade, 

The poetical partners ſhould bankrupts be made; 

Ce ings too large we plunge deeply in 


And > wires comes cur in the Muſes Ga- 
zette 


We'll on you, our affigns, for certificates call; 
Tho” infolvents we're honeſt, and give up our 


S 21. Prologue to the School for Lovers, 1762. 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. GaRR1CK. 
QUCCESS makes people vain—The maxim's 

true 
We all confeſs it, and not over new. 
The verieſt clown, who ſtumps along the ſtreets, 
And doffs his hat to each grave cit he meets, 
Some twelve-months hence, bedaub'd with li- 


lace, 
Shall his flambeau in face. 
Not fo our bard--- — + > vo Wh 
Has, on this fickle ſpot, eſpous d his cauſe ; 
He owns, with , the obliging debt; 
Has twice been d, and is modeſt yet. 


} 
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Ld arty like thoſe of old, may climb 
ympus high, and ſtep o'er ſpace and rime ; 

May ſtride, with feven-leagu's boots, from 


ſhore to ſhore, 
And, nobly, by tran , charm ye more. 
Alas! our dares not laugh at ſchools--- 


Plain ſenſe confines his humbler muſe to rules: 
He ſhifts no fcene---bur here 1 ſtop him ſhort- 
Not 2 your ſcenes!” faid I---* I'm ſorry 


My conſtant friends above, around, below, 

Have Engliſh taſtes, and love beth change and 
ſhow : \flart, 

Wil. out ſuch aid, cv'n Shakeſpeare would be 

Our crowded panromimes are proofs of that. 

W hat cager tianſport ſtarts from ev'ry eye, 

When pullies rattle, and our genii fly 

When tin caſcades, like falling waters gleam, 

Or through the. canvas burſt the real ſtream ! 

While thirſty Iſlingron laments, in vain, 

© Half her new-river roll'd to Drury-lane. 

Lord, Sir!” ſaid I, © fer gallery, boxes, pit, 

© I'll back my harlequin againſt your wit.“ 

Yer ftill the author, anxious for hi play, 

Shook his wife head - What will critics 
fay “ 

As uſual, Sir. abuſe vou all they can!” 

« And what the ladies *”---+* He's a charming 


man! 
* A charmi icce---one ſcarce knows what it 
— [tweet ſcenes!” 


But that's no matter- --when there's fuch 
Still he „-- and let him entre ¹ 
I know your taſtes, and will indulge em too. 
Change you ſhall have; fo ſet your hearts ar eaſe: 
Write as he will, we'll act it---as yoz pleaſe. 


8 22. Epilogue to Elvira; 1763. IBI. 
LI ES and gentlemer — tis fo ill-bred— 
We have no epilogue, becauſe !'m dead; 
For he, our bard, with frenzy-rolling 6 
cars 


F ⁵»k— 8 
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Swears you ſhan't laugh, when be has made you 


FRESL EV 


Pb 


With all theſe ſufferings, is it not provoking 

To be deny'd at [aft a little joking ? 

If they will make new laws, i 
break em, 


ty} 


2248 
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Is no informer ſkulking in the crowd ? 

With art laconic, noting all that's faid, 

Malice at heart, indiftments at his head; 

1 to levy all rhe war, 

| rouſe the clamorous legions of the bar ? 

„ 


nous, 
I will a tale unfold, tho' firange, yet true; 
The application muſt be made 


| Towhich I fay, to firikethoſe blockheads 
With phyfic always give a fugar plumb. | 
; * George Faulkner, Bock ſcller. 


His voice, his looks, his geſture, gait, and air, 
His aſſectation, conſequence, and mien, 
— 22 SID an Bo cunts None. 
Loud its th circle ran, 
All odd nay nope af won 

Then Peter Petras was his claffic name, 
Fearing the loſs of dignity and fame, 
To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 
EIDOS ing US baſh advice. 

fee ſecur d, the lawyer ſtrokes his band, 

The cafe vou pur I fully underſtand ; 
The thing is plain from Coczs's reports, 
For rules of ant rules of courts: 
© A libel this—P'l make the mummer know it.” 


Reftrain'd the fallies of his muſe, 
Call'd harmleſs humour ous abuſe : 
The bard appeal'd from this ſevere decree, 
Th public ſet the pris ner free: 
Greece was to him what in is to me. 


$ 24. Prologue to Muck ado abort Nothin, 
atted by command of their Majefties, coy 
Written and ſpoken by Mr. Garrick; being 
his firft appearance after his return from Italy. 


WIT dea, joy, apprehenfion, almoſt 


To this awful court, once more I come: 

Left Benedick ſhould ſuffer by my fear, 
Before he enters, I myſelf am here. 

I'm told (what to my heart) that you 
Have wiſh'd to fee me ; nay, have preſs d it too: 
Alas ! will prove another Much ado. 


o- — 


PROLOGUES AND ErILO GU ES. 
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I, like a who has truant play'd, 
No A 5 — 4 made, 

On bloody Monday takes his fearful ſtand, 
And often ev es the birchen-ſcepter'd hand. 
Tis twice twelve years ſince firſt the ſtage I trode, 
Enjoy'd your ſmiles, and felt the critic's rod; 
A very nine-pin I, my ftage-life through, 
Knock'd down by wits, ſet up again by you. 
In four-and-rtwenty years the ſpirits cool; 

Is it not long enough to play the foul ? 


What late I heard, in paſſing 

A youth of parts, with ladies by his fide, 

Thus cock d his glafs, and thro? it ſhot my pride: 

| * Tis ha, by Jore! grown quite a clumſey fel - 
* 


8286. to Falſe Delicacy ; 1768. Holen 
Mr. King. GARRICK, 

T* vex” ite vex'd—and you'll be vex'd 
—that's worſe [curſe. 


To deal with ftu>born ſeribblers there's the 
Write moral plays—the blockhcad - hy good 


Toll Bu aged 28e 
or 
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For our fine piece, to let you into facts, 
I; quite a fermon—only preach'd in acts. 


You'll ſcarce believe me, till the proof appears ; 
But even I, Tom fool, muſt ſhed fome tears: 


Do, ladies, look me—nay, no ſimpering; 
i 28 


away? 


W 


perhaps you'll ſay. 
awk ward bard 2 


| 


$ 26. Prologue tv Bon Ton; 1775, COLMAN. 
ASHION in ev'ry thing bears ſovereign ſway, 
F And words and periwigs have both their day 
Each have their ieus too, are modiſh each. 
In ſtated diftrifts, wigs as well as ſpeech. frie; 
The Tyburn fcratch, thick club, and Temple 
The parſonꝰs feather-top, frizz'd broad and high! 
The coachman's cauliflow'r, built tiers on tiers! 
Differ not more from bays and brigachers 


Than St. George's or St. James's ſtyles 
From Be broad dialeCt of And (og Giles. 
„ What is Bon Ten?“ — Oh, damme !* cries a 
buck, luck: 
Half drunk 28222 and you're in 
* Bon Ton's to ſwear, windows, heat the 
watch, [a catch. 
Pick up a wench, drink 5 roar 
6 it up! it up! damme, 
nay INT WP Sy ay: 
* Bon Ton is life, my boy; Bon Ton's the 
« Ah! I loves life, and all the joys it yields,” 
Says Madam Fuſſock, warm from Spitalfields. 


Bon Ton's the fpace 'twixt Saturday and 


Monday 


And riding in a one-horfe chair o'Sunday 1 


« Tis drinking tea, on fummer afternoons, 
« At Bagnigge-Wells, with china and gilt 


_— pattens, 
« Tis laying by our ſtuffs, red 22 
To dance corrtilions all in filks and fattins !” 
© Vulgar ! — cries Miſs — Obſerve in higher 

' life, [ wife : 
The feather'd ſpinſter, and thrice-feather'd 
© The club's Bon Ton. Bon Ton's a conſtant 


'Tis Riff French ſtayt, and fruit—when out of 
ſeaſon? . 
* A role 


* Ro” 0 "Rog 


Book IV. 


© A roſe, when half-a-guinea is the price ; 

A ſer of bays, ſcarce bigger than fix mice: 

To viſit friends you never with to ee ; 

6 twixt thoſe who never can agree; 

© Old dowagers drefs'd, painted, patch'd, and 
curl'd— 

© This is Bon Ton, and this we call tz 
rar lu! 

« True,” ſays my lord, * and thou, my 

" rag your faults, ne*%er fin — Bs 

on 
* Who toil for learning at a public ſchool, 
And digs for Greek and Latin, is a fool. 


« French, r 


a Trin hs hs ene mode, whipt-fyllabub the matter! 
« Walk like a Frenchman; for oa Engliſh pegs 
% Moves native au kwardnefs with two left legs. 
« Of courtly friendſhip form a treacherous 


intrigue z 
« Seduce mens dau Ll 


ith their wives 
In ſightly ſemicircles round your nails, y 


« Keep your teeth clean and grin, if fmall- 
talk fails; 
« Burt never laugh, whatever jeſt 
Nothing but nonſenſe cer gave ter birch, 
That vulgar way the vulgar ſhew their mirth. 
J. aughter's a rude con vul ſion, ſenſe that juſtles, 
66 Diſtorbs the cockles, and diſtorts the muſcles. 
„Hearts may be black, but all ſhould wear clean 


faces; 

% The The graces, graces, graces!” 
Such is Bon Ton! and walk this city thro”, 
In building, ſcribbling, fighting, and virtu, } 

And various other ſhapes, *ewill rife to view. 
voy _ Bayes, with bold, but carclets 


Hits off a ſketeh or two, like Darly's ints. 
e ? 


em, 
Twill be Bon Ton to ſce them, and to like m. 
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$ 27. Prologue to the Rivals; 1775. SHERIDAN» 


r. 4 
HAT's r 
. W cannot ſee 

MR... Ait. He means his fee. 
Nay, Mr. 1 good Sir, try again. — 
ain. 

rj. n — come, 
| Hey | how's this *—Dibble! ure it cannot be ! 
A poet's brief! a poet and a fee' [know, 
Att. ere without reward, 1 
n . 


At. And if the fee ends, your wrath fhould 


On me —Serj. Dear Dibble, no offence at all. 
Att. Some tors of Phoebus in the Courts we 


meet, 
Serj. And fifty ſons of Phoebus in the Fleet | 
4 he worſe, who with a decent 


Of aye clone bs deg legal waſte of wig, 


Serj. Full-borrom'sd heroes, thus, on 
A leaf of laurel—in a grove of curl! [furl 

Yer tell your client that, in adverſe 

This wig is warmer than a buſh of bays. (ply, 

A. Do you then, Sir, me care pies ab 

Toſs of end, aney gone of tye— 
82 „ with all thoſe bluſhing — 


un- 


onted baſhful heſitating grace 
Riſe inte count, and deren. 
i. 


Serj. K 


Me, 4 2 Weedwad—countel for the poet. 
Us'd to the ground—1 know 'tis hard to deal 
With this dread Court, from whence there's xo 


appeal ; 
No !riching here, to blunt the edge of lat, 


Or, damn d in equity, elcape by flaw : EY 


$24 

But jzdgment giv'n—your ſentence muſi remain; 

No writ of — Drury- lane? 
Yer when fo kind you ſeem, tis paſt di 

We gain ſome favour, if not calls of ſuit. 

13 I — 1 4p nilder ibn, 
never fac'd a milder jury 1 

Sad elſe our 2 

A hifs the gallows—and a groan damnation! 

But fuch the public candour, without fear 

My client waves all right of challenge here. 

No newſman from our ſeſſion is ditmils'd, 

Nor wit nor critic aue ſcratch off the liſt ; 

His faults can never hurt another's eaſe, 

His crime at worſt—a bad attempt to 

Thus, all ref; he appeals to all; 

Aad by the voice will aum or fall, 


— —— — — ———— —— 


$ 23. Epilogue to the ſame; 17756. 
| SHERIDAN. 
ADIES, for -I heard our poet fay 
— — gears ute or 
* One 's plain,” cry'd I, without more fufs; 
* Man's focial all refts on us— 


* D'ye doubt?—The world's great ſtage ſhall 
prove it true.“ 

The cit, well ſkill'd to ſhun domeſtic ſtrife, 
Will ſup abroad; but firſt—he'll aſk his wife. 
— Bland the ence will do the fame; 

then—he'll juſt fep home to tell his dame. 

The ary ire —at noon reſolves to rule, 
— — —— | ee Boys 

inc'd at ni vanquiſh d victor fays, 
Ah, Kate, you women have ſuch coaxing ways ! 

The jolly toper chides each tardy blade— 

Till reeling Bacchus calls on love for aid : 


Then with each toaſt, he fees fair bumpers ſwim, | 


And kiſſes. Chloe on the ſparkling brim 
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| grace, 


Boox I'V. 


ſometimes counſel with a lady's 
The ſervile fuitors watch her various 
| She ſmiles preferment—or ſhe frowns w; 


Will 


| Nor with lefs awe, the ſernes of humbler life, 
| Is wiew'd the miſtreſs, or is heard the wiſe. 


__ renee of the foil, 

child . 

from radiant love's impartial light 

one ſmall ſpark, to checr his world of 
N a through 


< 


[x 


IJ 


BET PIES - 
1 hy 
TRY HT 
I 
10 

23 77“ f 


war and honour ſteel d to fear, 
on a and fickens at 2 tear! * 
more Cautious nicc-judging few, 
ve to beauty ds Ray due, 

— to Love xe view ith deep regret 
Our conqueſts marr'd, and triumphs incomplete, 
Till poliſh'd wit more laſting charms diſcloſe, 
And] fix the darts which throw a. 
In female breaſts did ſenſe and merit rule, 
The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchool; 
Sham'd into ſenie the ſcholars of our eyes, 

be wiſe; 


Poet Zn 


IV. 
and 


FP 2 
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$ 2g. Prologue to the School for Scandal ; 1777. 

GARRICK. 

A School for Scandal !—Tell me, I beſeech | 
5 


3 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing think 
We might as well be to eat and drink. 
Caus'd by a dearth of ſhould the va- | 


Diftreſs our fair ones, let them read the papers; 
Their pow'rful mixtures ſuch diforders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's quantum ſufficit. 
Lord!“ cries my Lady Wormwood (who 
loves tattle, 
And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) 
Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards when 


caught with 

« For achi I 

If Mrs. B. will ſtill continue flirting, - 

We hope ſhe'll draw, or we'll undraw the 
curtain.— 

Fine fatire, poz ! In public all abuſe it! 

But, 9 {/iþs our praiſe we can't 
re 


% Who lives not twenty miles from Groſve- 


nor-{quare ; 

* For ſhould he Lady W. find willing 

« Wormwood is bitter.. Oh! that's me 
rhe villaia ! 

Throw it behind the fire, and never more 


Let that vile come within my door.“ 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the 


dart; 
To reach our feelings, we ourſelves muſt fmazt. 


ND EPILOGUES. $25 
Is our bard fo , to think that he 
Can the full ſpring- tide of calumny ? 


the w 


For your applauſe, all perils he would through, 


He'll fight— that's write —a cavaliero true, 
Till ex ry drop of blood — that's ink —is ſpilt 
for you. 
$ 30. Epilogue to the ſame: 777. Spoken 
by Mrs. Abington, in the Charatter of Lady 
| Teaxle. COLMAN. 
I, Who was late fo volatile and gay, 
Like a trade-wiad muſt now blow all one 
way, 
Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my rows, 
To one old ruſty weather-cock—my fpouſe : 
So * our virtuous bard — the pye - ball d 
yes | 
2 cn? hating page F 
bachelors, who marry ſinart young 
| wives 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives 
Each brings his dcar to town—all faults upon 
London will the very ſource of honour ; 
Plung'd fairly in, like a cold bath it ſerves, 
When principles relax—to brace the nei ves. 
Such is my caſe—and yet I muſt deplote 
That the gay dream of diſſipation's o'er. 


And fay, ve fair, was ever lively wife 


| Bora with a genius for rhe highck life, 


y 
me, condemn'd ro fuch a diſmal doom ? 
mouey—when I juſt knew how to waſte it 


Leave London —juſt as I began to taſte it 
— Muſt I then watch the early crowing-cock ; 


T:: 
11 
5 
; E 
; 4 
1 
i 
7 


| Sir Peter boozes with the ſquire) 
mortify my foul, 

lu, or flutters at a vole? [ expire, 
main '—dear ſound! that muſt 
at hot-cockles round a Chriſtmas fire 


: 
Y 


1 


Farewell !—all quality of high renown, 
Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious | 
town, 
our revels I partake no more; 
* 


« Farewell! 
eazle's occupation's o'er.” 


And Lad 
— All this I told our Bard—he ſmil'd, and faid 
I ought - 
to play tragedy next year : 
Meanwhile he drew wiſe morals from his play, 
And in theſe ſolema periods ſtalk'd away. 
* Bleft were the fair, like you her faults who 
ſtopt, dropt! 
* And clos'd her follies when the curtain 
Na mare in vice or error to 


engage, 
had at large on life's great 
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$ 31. Prolagne to a Ward to the Wiſc, performed 
for the Benefit of Mr. Kelly's Family ; 1777. 
Jouxsos. 
"PAHs night preſents a play which public 
| Ori —— once hooted from the ſtage 
From zcal or malice, now no more we dread, 
For Engliſh vengeance wars not with the deu 
A generous foe with pitying 
The man whom Fate has laid w an 
| To wit reviving from its author's duſt, 
Be kind, ye judges, or at leaſt be juſt. 
| For no renew'd hoſtilities invade 
Th'oblivious grave's inviolable ſhade. 
Let one great payment every claim appeaſe, 
And him who cannot hurt, allow to ©; 
To pleaſe by ſcenes unconſcious of offence, 
B — 4 — 
or bright or fair the pi 
— pot why, too late — 
If want of ſkill, or want of care appear, 
Forbear to hifs—the poet cannq hear. 
By all like him muſt praiſe and blame be found, 
At beſt a fleeting gleam, or y found. 
| Yer then ſhall calm refleftion bleſs the night, 
When liberal pity dignify'd delight; 
When pleature far'd her torch at virtue's flame, 
And muth was bounty with aa humbler name. 


$ 32. Prolugue to the Miniature Pifure; 1780. 
| : SHERIDAN. 
| CHILD by rade gates, while yer reluStans 


| Wibholds the deauties of the vernal day; prove, 
As fome fond maid, whom matron frow:s re- 
Suſpends the ſmile her heart devotes to love; 

The ſcaſonꝰd pleaſures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted pow'r : 


| Then blame not, critics, if, thus late, we bring 
| A winter's drama; but reproach che ſpring. 


pen the firſt repreſe: tatios of this play, 1770, it vas damned, from the violence of party. 


What 


What cit dares yet the ſeaſon truſt, 
Baſk in his whiſky, and enjoy the duſt ? 
Hous'd in „ ſcarce yer the gayer ſpark 
Archicves the Sunday tri of the Park ; 
Scarce yet you fee him, dreading to be latc, 
Scour the New-Road, and daſh thro' Grofvenor- | 
e ds ral > Bow; 
The hack'd Bucephalus of Rotten- Row: 
Careleſs he ſeems, yet vigilantly fly, 
Wooes the ſtray glance of ladies paſſing by, 
While his off-hee!, infidiouſly aſide, 
Provokes the caper which he ſeems to chide. 
Scarce rural K due honour gains, 
The vulgar verdure of her walk remains, 
Where white rob'd miſſes amble two by two, 
Nodding to booted beaux — How do, do?“ 
With gen'rous queſtions, that no anſwer wait, 
* How vaſtly full!“ A'ut you come vaſtly late ? 
Isn't it quite charming When do you leave 
town? 
* A*nt you quite tir d? Pray, can we ſet you 
mn ?* 
Theſe fuburb pleaſures of a London May, 
Imperfeft yet, we hail the cold delay; 
Bur if this plea's deny'd, in our excuſe } 


Another ſtill remains, you can't refuſe ; 
It is a lady writes—and, hark—a noble Muſe ! 
But ſce a critic karting from his bench — 
© A noble author?“ Yes, Sir, but the play's 
: not French ; 
Vet if it were, no blame on us could fall; 
For my you know, muſt follow faſtuon's 
call : 

Aud true it is, things lately were in train 
23 Gallic — — Lane; 

to import a troop elves, 
But treat vou with French — ourſelves: 
A friend we had, who vow'd he'd make us ſpeak 
Pure flippant Freach—by contract —in a week ; 
Told us 'twas time to ſtudy what was good, 
Poliſh, and lcave off being underſtood: 
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That crowded audiences we thus might bring 


To Monſieur Parſons and Chevalier King: 


Or ſhould the vulgar e now and then, 

prompter mi tranſlatc—for country 
ntlemen. _ 

5 it all ſub Wd ' C : 
tors : 

A Flanders figure-dancer our contractor. 

But here I grieve to own, tho't be to you, 

He afted—e'en as mort contractors do, 

Sold what he never dealt in, and, th'amounrt 

Being firſt difcharg'd, ſubmitted his account; 

And what th” event? Their induftry was fuch, 

Dodd ſpoke good Flemiſh, Bannifter bad Dutch; 

Then the rogue told us, with infulting eaſe, 

So it was foreign, it was ſure to = 

Beaux, wits applaud, as faſhion ſhould com- 


mand, 
— nw laugh to 1 to us 
So each clime our foil may fomerhing gain; 
pam; 
Some Ruſſian Roſcius next delight the age, 
And a Dutch Heinel ſkate along the | 
Exotic fopperies, hail ! whoſe flattꝰ ring imile 
Supplants the fterner virtues of our ile ! 
Thus while with Chineſe firs and Indian pines 
Our nurs'rics ſwarm, the Britiſh oak deciines : 
Yer vain our Muie's fear—no foreiga laws 
We dread, while native beauty pleads our cauſe: 
While you to judge, whote ſmiles are honours 
higher [inſpire. 
Than verſe ſhou!d gain, but where thoſe eyes 
Bur if the men prefume vour pow'r to awe, 
Retoit their churliſh fcnatoral law : 
This is your houfe—and move—the gentle» | 
men withdraw: 0 
Then they may vote, with envy never ceaſing, 
Your influence has increas'd, and is in reafing : 
Bur there, I turf, the refoluron's fniſh'd; 
Sure none will ay i oufht to be dimi- 
ni ſli d. 


Fern 


N 


-_ 


» 


> 


3 
$ 33. Ferſes 


D 

as a , by Mrs. 

Theatre- Royal in Drury-Lane. 
dying excellence deſerves a tear, 

PU en 

Can we perſiſt to bid our forrows flow 

For fabled ſufferers and deluſive woe ? 


= 
One kind. 


W. Garrick, 
YATES, at the 


ſplendid forrows that adorn'd his hearſe, 
The throng that mourn'd as their dead favourite 


d, 
The Ind bed that claims him to the lat, 
While - pres image, from its hallow'd 


Seem'd to preſcribe the grave, and point the 


place; 
Nor theſe, nor all the fad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity's domeſtic woe, 
So much are Garrick's praife---ſo much his due, 
As on this. ſpot---one tear beftow'd by you. 
Amid the arts which ſeek ingenuous fame, 
Our toll the moſt precarious claim ! 
To him, mimic pencil wins the prize, 
Obedient fame immorral wreaths fupplics : 
Whate'er of wonder Ræynolds now may raiſe, 
With undiminiſh d awe his works are view'd : 
dont it wears a ſofter prime, 
Wome Grand —— Gwe. 
patient ſculptor owns an humbler 

A ruder toil, and more mechanic art ; — 
r 
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| But once atchiev'd, tho' barbarous wreck o'er. 


5 


4 


COLE) 
wm © 2 mn 


. e 

Faithful as Nature to the varied ſcene; 

m glance, whoſe ſubtle comment 
ws af 


line, and mould the tardy grace : | 


As light from gems aſſumes a brighter ray, 
And, _ with orient — — ns 
y! 


— . aid frown that awes the 


And ev'ry charm of gentle 

All peri !---like thyelctric fire, 

But ftrike the frame, and, as they ſtrike, expire: 
Incenſe too pure a bodied flame to bear, 

Its fragrance charms the ſenſe, and blends with 


air. 
Where then, while ſunk in cold decay he lies, 
And pale eclipſe for ever veils thoſe eyes! 
Where is the bleſt memorial that enſures 
Our Garrick's fame---whoſe is the truſt ?--- 
"Tis yours. 
And 0 by ev*ry charm his heart eſſay d 
To footh your cares | by ev'ry grief allay d 
By the huſh'd wonder which his accents drew ! 


By his laſt parting tear, repaid by you 
By all choſe thoughts TIS wag > ſens 
nig | 
Shall mark his mem'ry with a fad delight ! 
Still in your hearts dear record bear his name, 
Cheriſh the keen regret that lifts his fame; 
To you it is bequeath'd, aſſert the truſt, 
And to his worth ('tis all you can) be juſt, 
What more is due from ſanctifying time 
To cheerful wit and many a ftavour'd rh 
O'er his grac'd urn ſhall bloom, a deathleſs 


. 


For theſe, when Sculprure's votive toil ſhall rear 
The due memorial of a lofs fo dear 

O lovelieſt mourner, gentle muſe ! be thine 
The pleaſing woe to guard the laurel'd ſhrine! 
As Fancy, oft by mon led 

To roam the manſions of the fainted dead, 
Has view'd, by ſhadowy eve's unfaithful 
A weeping cherub on a marty:'s tomb; 


bier, 
So thou, tweet Muſe, 


hang o'er his ſculptur'd 


What patient woe, that loves the lingering tear; 
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Wich that mourn, nor yet deſire relief, 
With meek legret. and fond enduring grief; 
With looks that ipeak---he never ſhall return! 
Chilling thy tender boſom, claſp his urn; 

And, with ſoft ſighs, diſperſe th'irreverend duſt 
Which time may ftrew upon his facred buſt! 


$ 24. . intended to be ſpoken by Mr. 
Suter, in the Char after of a Schoalmaſter, with 
a rod in his hand. 


WHEN vice and folly are a nation's bane, 
When poets write, and parfons preach in 


vain, 

When fatire's ſting and moral precepts fail, 
Then threats and rougher methods muſt 

Behold a ichoolmaſfter --Ticklebreech by name, 
Who com:s a headſtrong people to reclaim; 

To laſh thole foibles now fo cummon grown, 
And once more place fair Virtue on her throne, 
This magic rod, tho” nought but hmple wood, 


With wonders (ſtraage to mention) is endu'd, 


If to that part of maũ we all deride, 

"Tis rightly handled, and with {kill apply'd; 

"Twill make a lawyer honeſt gainſt his will, 

The doctor ſave the patient he would kill; 

The ſtateſman too, that Atlas of the ftate, 

Who toils, and ſweats, and bends beneath the 
weight 

Of places, » finecures, and fees, 

At the firt ſtroke will find immediate caſe : 

With jov he'l] caft the pond'rous load aide, 

And at the belm take honour for his guide 3 

Relieve the indigent without a bribe, 

And ſpuru at ſycophants, that fawning tribe: 

The modern Beobadil, hin taverns boaſts 

The feats he did when on proud Gallia's coaſts, 

How twenty Frenchmen at a time he flew, 


Twenty more---kill em; twenty more---kill 


them too! 


| When in the field his looks his fears betray, 


| 


And his own ſhadow makes him run aua: ; 
Aa But 


339 
But if thie force of this ſame twig he 
His will leave his — heels, 


Mount to his heart, his martial boſom warm, 
And, like brave Pruſſia, the whole world alarm. 
Next, to the male - coquet I mean to ſprak, 
Whoſe — „ and heart, and nerves alike are 

Wea 
Who, like that curious maſk which ſop feigns, 
Why like hr ours maſk which Dey gn, | 
Who ow his glaſs, and grinning cries, * Sir 
eter, 


| * What eyes, what lips! and then her ſhape and 
r 


This wand, if once it touch the coxcomb's tail, 


F do affure him, ne'er was known to fail; 
He'll own its charms ſurpaſs his ſals and drops, 
For into men it fools and fops; 
Makes em look wiſe, ſay little, and do more; 
3 I'm ſure, r before. 

n good queen Beis“ s happy den rei 
The Britiſh fair their virtues Lx — of 
But, ſhame to tell, how dreadful the reflection 
The ſex is now ſo bad, want correction 
But hold, merhinks from yonder box I hear 
My Lady Dainty thus expreſs her fear: 
© Lard! fure the filthy fellow does not mean 
To turn us up; he won't be fo obſcene: 
« Fil go this inftant, and aſk Mr. Rich, 
* How he dares fuffer rhis rude Ticklebreech?”-- 
Ladies, be calm, this needlcfs tuſpend, 
Aud take god counſel as from friend to friend: 
If vou would ſhun acquaintance with the birch, 
Shun cards on Sabbath-dav, and go to church; 
This vicious appetite no feed : 
Be virtuous all, be Britiſh dames indeed. 

And now, my pupils, what you've learnt this | 


Go teach to othere, and you'll then do right ; 


| 


THE Me" EPITOME, 


1 


; 


| 


1 To vent its charge, 


tanks: *aatonadtresd acted 


Be you to then the fame i 
And come next year to fee your fricnd Ned 

4. 
by 35» Prologue occahoned by the Death Fon 


Mr. Henderſon; 1785. Mone. 


RE fiction try this night her magic ſtrain, 
And blend” myſteriouſly delight with pain 
the were woes wet he cnt hom 
For Jaffier's wrongs and Belvidera's — 
Will you permit a true, a recent 
and feek rhat ind relief 
How ſhall ze feel the tale of feign'd di 
While on the heart our own afflifctions preſs ? 
When our own friend, when Henderſon expires, 
Ang from the tomb one parting pang requires ! 
In yoader abbey ſhall he reſt his head, 
And on this ſpot no virtuous drop be ſhed ? 
You will indulge our grief: - thoſe crowded 
rows 
Show you have hearts that feel domeſtic woes; 
Hearts that with gen'rous emulation burn, 
To raiſe the widow drooping o'er his urn: 
And to his child, when reafun's op'ning ray 
Shall tell her 240m ſhe loft, this truth conver ; 


friend 
Honour d ti.ro” life, regretted in his end 
And for his relatives, to help his ſtore, 
1131 e no more. 
Him we all mourn; his friends fill heave the 


. nee 

His was each mild, each amiable art, 

ano leſt manners, and the heart; 
ple truth; benevolence to 


A ge'rom warmth tha glow'd an nn 


A judgment ſure, while learning toil'd behind; 
His muth was wit, his humour nds \ 


A foul abore all guile, all meaner views; 
The friend of ſcience ; friend of ev'ry muſe ! 
Ott have I known him in my vernal year--- 
This no feign'd grief no artificial tear 
Oft iu this breaſt he wak'd the Muſe's flame; 
Fond to adviſe, and puint my way to fame. 
Who moſt ſhall praife him, all are ſtill at ftrife ; 
Expiring virtue leaves a void in life. 

A void our ſcene has felt: OV with Shakeſpeare's 


Who now. like him, ſhall animate the ſtage ? 
Hamlet, Macbeth, and Benedick, and Lear, 
Richard, and Wolſcy, pleas'd each learned car. 
If feigning well be our confummate art, 

How great /:s praiſe, who in lago's part } 
Could utter thoughts ſo forcign to his heart! 


Falſtaff, who ſhook this houte with mirthful 


roar, 
Is now no counterfeit:---he'll rife no more! 
"Twas Henderſon's the drama to pervade, 
Each paſſion touch, and give cach nicer ſhade. 
When = theſe boards the Roman Father 
$'d--- 
But I forbcar---that effort was his laſt. 
The Mufe there faw his zeal, though rack'd 
with pain, 
While the flow fever ambuſh'd in each vein. 
She fought the bed where pale and wan he lay, 
And vainly try'd to chace diſeaſe away; 
Watch'd ev'ry look, and number'd ev'ry figh, 
And gently, as he liv'd, the faw him die. 
— her griefs, ſhe join d the mournful 
ron 
Wich fullen Bund as the hearſe mov'd along: 
Throꝰ the dim vaulted aifles ſhe led the way, 
And to genius paſt his kindred clay ; 
the laſt requiem o'er his relics cold, 
And with her tears bedew'd the hallow'd 
mould. 
In faithful verſe, there near the lonely cell, 


The fair recording epitaph may tell, 
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That he who now lies mould'ring into duſt, 


| Was good, was upright, generous, and juſt ; 
By talents form'd to grace the poct”s lays j 
By virtue form'd to dignify his days. 


ö — —— . ᷣ¶⅛i 


136. Prologue to Two to One; 1784. 
COLMAN. 


Green in his onc-and-twenty, ſcarce of age, 
Takes his firſt flight, half fledg'd, upon the 


ge. 
Withia ü little round the parent bird 
Hath warbled oft; oft patiently you heard; 
And as he ftrove to raiſe his eager throat, 
Your kind applauſe made muſic of his note. 
But now, with beating heart, and anxious eye, 
He fees his vent'rous youngling ftrive to fly: 
Like Dadalus, a father's fears he brings, ; 
G ndentortdaeat coins 


wings. 
How vain, alas, his hopes ! his fears how 
vain ! 


ru You muſt hear, and, hearing, judge the 
ſtrain 


| Yann and juſtice finks or lifts his name; 

| Your frown's a ſentence, your applauſe is fame. 
| If humour warms his icenes wich ial fire, 

| They'll ev'n redeem the errors of his fire; 

Nor ſhall hrs lead-- dead ! to the bottom drop, 


B 's enliv*ning cork buvy'd up at top. 
| 7 — — with eale and truth, 
| Pleas'd with his ſpirit, ie his youth. 


you'll forgi $ 
Should fire and ſon be both with dulneſs curſt, 
And Dunce the Second follow Dunce the Firſt,” 
The — ſtripling's vain attempt you'll 
mock, 


| And dams bam for @ Chip of vic ols Block, 


L 
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$ 37- ee by Mt Garrick, on 
Sage, June 1776. ARRICK. 

A Vercran fre! whoſe laſt act on the ſtage 
age g mi 

Their cauſe I plead it in heart and 

A fellow - fee ling makes one wond”rous kind: 

Maight we but hope your zeal would not be lefs 
am gone, to diſtreſs; 

That obtain” wiſh'd-for end ſecures 

To their cares, who oft have lighten'd 

ours. 

Shell the great heroes of celeſtial Ke, 

Who drank full bowls of Greek and 


wine, 


nge 
Thirſt in their age, and call in vain for porter ? 
Like Belifarius, tax the pitying 
or 


f 


THE POETICAL EPITOME, Se. BEoor IV. 
the | 


Brother to all, with equal love I view 
The men who flew me, and the men I flew : 


I mult, eee ie may Ine wi 
That thoſe. too old live with eaſe. 
Suppoſe the babes I ſmother” 4 in the Tower, 


Dy ance, or Gitnck, Ie their ofling pow 
Shall _ _ princes, worſe than all de 
'a!l 

In 3 murder'd, and, when murder'd, 
ſtarv? 2 

Matrons half raviſh'd, for vour recreation, 

Ia age, ſhould never want ſome contolation : 

Can I, r 

Behold, O horrible m father's ghoſt, 

Wih 25 beard, pale. check —ſtalk up and 


Fen WET ERIE half a crown ? 
Forbid it, ladies ! gentlemen, forbid it 

| Give joy to age, and let em ſay—You did it. 
To you, ye gods* ! I make my laſt appeal; 
You have a right to judge as well as feel ; 

Will your hi widdoms tw cur fcheme inclize, 


That kings, 3 


Olympus 99 all ſecures; 
May every joy you give be tenfold yours ! 


